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1. My Roommate’s Tongue: My First Lesbian Experience at College by Ellie North

My boyfriend of four years has cheated on me – leaving me feeling absolutely heartbroken. Now a freshman in college, I feel too hurt and betrayed to trust another man – even for one night of revenge sex. However, after discovering that my beautiful, outgoing, and friendly roommate Vanessa, is attracted to women, I found myself wondering if Vanessa might be able to offer me comfort beyond just a girls’ night in. As it turns out, Vanessa is more than willing to help me get over my heartache and try something new.

It was difficult for me to focus as I sat in my Introduction to Psychology class. Only a week ago, I had been excitedly waiting for my lecture to finish so that I could make a surprise trip to visit my boyfriend, Jared. The two of us had been high school sweethearts, but he had decided to go to a different university that was better suited for his major, but it was only a two-hour trip by bus. So I’d packed a weekend bag right after Psych had let out and convinced my roommate, Vanessa, to drive me to the bus station.

Upon arriving at his school that Saturday, I had been shocked to knock on his dormitory door and find a woman on the other side. Her hair had been rumpled and she’d been wearing the sweatshirt I had given Jared as a graduation gift.

When he’d finally come to the door himself, all he could say was “Anya, what are you doing here?”

Heartbroken and dejected, I returned to campus

Feeling too embarrassed to tell my roommate and friends what had happened, I had gone to the library on campus and studied until I finally fell asleep at a table towards the back of the stacks, staying there until the next day before returning to my room.

Jared and I had grown up down the block from each other and dated all throughout high school. In our small town it seemed like mostly everyone was convinced that we would be together forever. Up until that previous weekend, I had been inclined to agree. Jared had been my first date, my first kiss, and the only man I had ever had sex with – something I had shared with him just before we graduated high school.

During the entire summer before we had left to embark on our freshman year of college – I had discovered how much of a sexual appetite I had. Jared had jokingly described me as being insatiable. I had been eager to both please my boyfriend and try new things with him. It was part of why I was excited to go visit him after spending a month apart. I could not believe that Jared had thrown away a four-year relationship and everything I had been willing to do for him. In fact, I would have gone as far as to say I had been nothing put the perfect girlfriend.

It was not as though I had not been presented with the opportunity to cheat since arriving at school, too. I know that I have turned heads almost everywhere that I’ve gone due to my tall and slender but still curvy figure. While I did not have much of an ass, but what I lacked there was more than made up for by my chest.

I was distracted from my own thoughts when one of the aides handed me a few papers. I noted the way that his eyes were fixated on my ample cleavage exposed by the deep V-neck of my sweater. I smiled shyly at him, thanking him for the papers before going back to trying to focus on the lecture.

Yes, I knew that I could probably get any guy that I wanted at the moment. In fact, I was pretty sure that I could convince the teacher’s aide that had just been ogling me to take me back to my dorm room for a torrid tryst. But despite the fact that Jared had cheated on me, I did not think that having sex with someone else just for the sake of revenge would make me feel any better. In fact, because of Jared, I now felt that I did not want to put my trust in any man – even if only for a brief interlude.

Before I knew it, my lecture was over and it was time to head back to my room. Gathering up my things, I realized that I probably should tell Vanessa about what had happened with Jared. The more I thought about it, the more I realized that I had essentially been shying away from the other woman since returning to our room on Sunday evening.

I had heard horror stories from friends about what it was like to live with a complete stranger at college. Luckily, Vanessa Morales had been nothing but wonderful to me since we had met at orientation. The dark haired woman was not only outgoing and fun – but she was also kind. Plus, Vanessa had a wild streak that I admired.

Vanessa was always going out to parties on the weekend and teasing me for staying in – telling me that I could not just sit around and pine over my long distance boyfriend. But I had always known it was more friendly teasing than mean spirited mocking. “Anya, you are too young and too hot,” she would always say. And even though Vanessa would frequently stumble back to our room in the wee hours of the morning, she was always respectful and would constantly offer to spend the night in with me studying or watching movies during the week if it seemed as though I needed the company.

Vanessa was also stunning; I would have had to be blind to not see that. Living with another woman in close quarters certainly meant forsaking some privacy and I had noted just how voluptuous my roommate was after weeks of the two of us changing in the same room. Her full-figured body with tan skin and long cascading dark hair and chocolaty brown eyes turned heads just as often as men seemed to look at me. We made quite the pair when we walked around campus together on our way to class. I was sure that when Vanessa went to parties that people were always vying for her attention and frat boys were always trying to bring her home – explaining why she was always out so late. But my roommate had always been very good about not bringing anyone back to our room when she knew that I was going to be there and we had worked out a signal just in case she chose to and I came back to our room earlier than expected.

Given the fact that it was the middle of the day on a Thursday, I was surprised to find that signal – a simple hot pink scrunchie wrapped around the door knob – in place.

Just as I was considering turning around and leaving to go to the library so that Vanessa could have more privacy with her mystery man – the door opened and my eyes widened. It seemed Vanessa had not been entertaining a mystery man, but a mystery woman instead.

Standing on the other side, too caught up in saying goodbye to each other to notice my presence, were Vanessa and a redhead that I recognized from my English literature class. The two were locked in a passionate embrace, Vanessa’s hands knotted in the other’s hair as they kissed goodbye. It was not until the other woman turned around that they noticed me at all.

“I can come back later,” I offered.

Vanessa, who was wearing only an oversized white t-shirt that contrasted nicely against her tan skin, just shook her head. “Don’t worry about it, Jessie was just leaving.” She offered Jessie a playful swat on the ass before kissing her again and moving aside so that I could come inside.

Stepping inside and putting my things down on my desk, I set about unpacking my book bag. The surprise at seeing Vanessa with another woman had quickly worn off. I could not really say that it surprised me one way or another. If anything, it made me curious.

Jared had once tried to convince me to kiss another girl during a graduation party when we had been drinking. He had told me how hot a threesome would be. I turned him down, one of the few times I had told him no. Suddenly, I wondered if the new woman he was sleeping with was more willing to experiment in that way but quickly pushed the thoughts from my head.

It was not that I was not curious. I certainly often found myself thinking that other women were attractive and wondered how being with a woman might be different than being with a man – but I had not wanted to try it just because my boyfriend at the time had thought it would be a good idea.

“Sorry about that,” Vanessa finally said. “I guess I lost track of time.”

“It’s fine,” I told her with a smile.

Vanessa returned the smile and nodded. “So, are you staying here this weekend or are you going to see your boy toy?”

Sighing, I shook my head. “Actually, Jared and I broke up. When I got there, I found him with another woman.”

“That bastard!” Vanessa spat out angrily before her expression softened. “If you found out when you first got there, where were you last weekend? And why didn’t you tell me sooner?”

I felt my face flush red with embarrassment. “I came back to campus but stayed at the library. I was too…ashamed to tell everyone that he’d found someone better and cheated on me.”

Vanessa frowned, pulling me into a comforting hug. “Anya, sweetheart, no. First of all, if anyone should be ashamed it should be him. He’s an idiot and an asshole for tossing aside someone like you. Second of all, you should never be worried about coming to me about anything, okay? You are not just my roommate; you are my friend.”

I sighed, hugging Vanessa back.

“Thanks, Vanessa,” I murmured into my roommate’s soft hair. I knew to a degree that Vanessa was right – that, really, it was Jared’s loss if he wanted to find someone else. I had worked to be nothing short of the perfect girlfriend for him and he was the one who was throwing that away.

“No problem,” the brunette told me sincerely, pulling back. “How about I skip my afternoon class and we go get some ice cream, wine, and movies and spend the weekend in?”

I smiled and bobbed my head. “Just nothing romantic and nothing sad.”

“Got it, stupid slapstick comedies and action movies with hot actors,” Vanessa winked, stepping back to grab a pair of jeans from her closet so that the two of us could go out and gather supplies for their girls’ night in.

Later that night, I was feeling a bit lightheaded even as I poured myself a third glass of wine. Vanessa and I were both sitting on her bed, watching a movie together – sharing a pint of ice cream with two spoons.

I had to admit that I was feeling much better and really appreciated the fact that Vanessa had spent the night in with me. I was sure that my roommate had better things to do.

“You didn’t have a party that you wanted to go to or plans with Jessie tonight?” I asked her suddenly.

Vanessa let out a soft chuckle, turning her gaze from the movie playing on her computer screen to look at me. “Jessie?” she echoed. “No, that was really more of a one-time thing. She was fun but it wasn’t anything serious.”

“Oh.”

“You know, that is the great part about being single in college, Anya. We can have all of the fun we want. I bet if I took you out to a party, you could have any guy that you wanted.” When I blushed, Vanessa nudged me. “I’m serious. You are beautiful and sexy and anyone would have to be blind and stupid to not see that.”

“I wish Jared felt the same way,” I admitted softly.

Before I even knew what was happening, Vanessa leaned up and brushed her lips up against mine in a gentle kiss, effectively silencing and surprising me with the action. “Sorry, I figured that was the only way to distract you from thinking that way,” she winked at me. “Plus, I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t been wondering what it was like.”

Surprisingly, I wasn’t put off by it. In fact, I had been a little curious about what it would feel like too – especially since seeing Vanessa with Jessie earlier that day. “It’s fine, don’t apologize,” I told her and we locked eyes for a long moment, our movie and girls’ night completely forgotten.

The energy between us, paired with the wine, made me giggle. I reached to take another spoonful of ice cream, unable to react fast enough when some of it slipped off of the spoon and fell onto my skin. The coldness caused goosebumps to rise as it began to melt quickly and drip down my shirt, between my breasts.

Cursing under my breath, I looked around for a napkin, but it seemed that Vanessa had other ideas. I gasped when the brunette leaned in, lapping up the melted ice cream with the flat of her tongue against my bare skin.

In that moment, it seemed that both of our restraint snapped and Vanessa pressed her mouth against mine again – this time the kiss was much more passionate. Vanessa’s tongue ran along my lips until they parted and then the two of us engaged in a frantic, messy kiss – a clash of tongue and teeth unlike anything I had experienced before.

I was struck by how different it felt to be kissing another woman. Vanessa’s lips were so soft and she tasted like vanilla and honey. I was surprised at how quickly the feeling ignited my arousal. Vanessa pulled apart to place aside our ice cream carton and pluck my wine glass out of my hand, putting it on her desk. Then, within seconds, she was cupping both sides of my face in her hands and kissing me firmly.

I moaned when Vanessa’s hands knotted in my hair, tugging gently until I tilted my head back and moaned in pleasure, exposing the column of my throat to Vanessa who immediately began pressing her mouth to my flesh. She nipped at my collar bone as her other hand reached down for the hem of my old and worn t-shirt.

Parting only for long enough to pull the t-shirt over my head and toss it aside, my roommate looked at me appraisingly. When we had returned to our room from the store, I had changed into a t-shirt and a pair of cotton shorts, forgoing a bra all together. Now, with my ample breasts on display, I felt a bit anxious as the other woman looked at me. But the smirk on Vanessa’s lips told me that she liked what she saw. Her hands came to cup my heavy breasts, fondling and squeezing them in a way that caused my stomach to knot in the most delicious way.

“Have you ever been with another woman, Anya?” Vanessa asked, her voice husky.

“N-no,” I told her as my eyes fluttered shut in pleasure.

“I want to make you feel good – and forget all about your idiot ex-boyfriend. Is that okay?”

I could only nod my head but it was all the permission that Vanessa needed before she brought her mouth down to kiss the top of my breasts. I let out a cry of pleasure when Vanessa tugged gently on one of my nipples, both of them having hardened into stiff peaks from the brunette’s attentions. I could not believe how wonderful Vanessa was able to make me feel.

The two of us shifted on the bed so that I was lying flat on my back. Vanessa crawled over me, straddling my waist with a giggle. “You’re so sexy, Anya,” she muttered, her hands returning to my breasts, massaging them sensually as she bent down to wrap her mouth around one of my nipples, rolling her tongue over it and suckling until my moans filled the room.

My own hands moved to pull Vanessa’s top off. The brunette pulled away just long enough to try to pull it over her head, causing the both of us to giggle as she briefly got tangled in it. Vanessa had been wearing nothing but her t-shirt and a pair of black lace panties and I could not help but admire her. I reached up to cup Vanessa’s breasts in my hands experimentally, not sure how to touch her but attempting to use what I knew that I liked on myself. When Vanessa moaned, I knew that I was on the right track.

Our lips met once more as our hands explored one another’s bodies. My hands finally came to rest on Vanessa’s ass, cupping her cheeks and trying to pull her closer to me. I was convinced more than ever that Vanessa had the perfect ass. It was so round and firm and perfect. I gave it a playful swat, causing the brunette to groan. I filed that reaction away for later.

The two of us kissed hungrily before Vanessa slid down the bed. Her slender fingers hooked into the waist of my shorts and panties, dragging them past my hips and down my legs. Her eyes widened as she looked at my body, completely naked and on display in front of her. She pushed my thighs open and looked at me before she smiled.

Vanessa seemed unable to resist staring for a moment. I knew that my body was firm and taut, and it was obvious that I was aroused – I knew that I was practically glistening from how wet with arousal I was. Vanessa’s hands skimmed my thighs, she seemed to marvel at the way her own tan hands looked in contrast against my milky white flesh, and I was inclined to agree. I could tell that Vanessa reveled in every small gasp and gentle groan that I made as she teased my skin, never quite touching me where she knew that I wanted to feel her skilled hands the most.

“You’re so pretty,” Vanessa complimented, leaning in to press an open mouthed kiss to the inside of my thigh. She laughed as I instinctively shifted closer to her, trying to urge her to touch me where I needed the most attention. “How long as it been since someone touched you, Anya?” she asked, running one of her fingers along the crease of my thigh.

“Since before orientation – the last time I saw Jared before school started,” I admitted.

“Have you touched yourself?” Vanessa asked, her voice casual as though she were discussing the weather. When I did not answer right away, Vanessa leaned in and nipped at my inner thigh with her teeth. “Answer me.”

“Yes,” I admitted, torn between arousal and embarrassment.

Vanessa chuckled and shook her head.

“Dirty girl,” she teased. “I’m going to make you feel better than anyone else ever has,” she promised. Finally bringing her hand to my center, Vanessa’s fingers stroked gently over my folds until I whimpered and pushed my hips towards her hand. Vanessa smirked mischievously up at me before sliding two fingers inside of my warm, tight heat.

I felt as if I was going out of my mind with need. Vanessa had not lied, the way that she touched me was unlike the way anyone else had ever done. It was similar to the way that I touched myself, but exciting because it was someone else and Vanessa twisted her fingers inside of me, creating sensations I had never felt before.

“Oh, God!” I cried out as Vanessa’s fingers established a steady rhythm. She moved her hand in careful, deliberate thrusts. Every time it seemed that I was close to release, Vanessa slowed the movements of her fingers, to the point where I thought I was going to go insane.

“Please,” I begged desperately.

“Please’ what, Anya? Tell me what you want!”

“I want to cum,” I practically sobbed out, hardly recognizing my own voice. “Please, make me cum.”

Vanessa laughed softly, her thumb finding my clit and rubbing it gently as her fingers increased. This time when I began thrusting my hips, fucking myself on my roommate’s fingers, the brunette did not slow down – granting me the release I had been begging for. I came with a loud cry, my hips arching off of the bed and thighs trembling as my first orgasm in a long while washed over me. My body tightened around Vanessa’s fingers hard as pleasure rocked my body and stars exploded behind my closed eyelids.

When I finally settled down against the mattress again, I looked down the bed at Vanessa to see her licking her fingers, tasting my wetness.

“Mmmmm,” she practically purred. “You taste so good. I need some from the source,” she grinned lecherously.

The first time I felt her roommate’s tongue press against my still sensitive flesh, I jolted. Jared had never wanted to go down on me despite the fact that I had always been eager to do so for him. Vanessa, however, seemed to love it. Her tongue lapped at my folds as though she were starving and my core was providing her the sweetest nectar available.

“Oh, fuck, Vanessa,” I gasped out. “That’s so amazing, don’t stop.” I could have sworn that I felt the brunette smirk against my skin.

The tip of Vanessa’s tongue prodded at my entrance, moaning into my body as I gently thrust against my roommate’s tongue. My hands reached down, knotting in her dark hair and tugging gently, trying to keep her where she was while silently pleading for more.

I had never felt anything quite like it. Vanessa’s mouth was like a gift from some kind of higher power. Her talented tongue on my body quickly coaxed me to my second orgasm, but this time Vanessa did not ease off and pull away. Instead, it seemed more like she was flicking her tongue against me with more enthusiasm. She moved to suckle my clit into her mouth and slid her fingers back inside of me.

“Oh, Vanessa!” I moaned as my head tipped back and eyes fluttered shut again, Vanessa’s continued attentions only causing the waves of pleasure to intensify just as quickly as they tried to ebb away. It was only when I felt as though I were about to black out that Vanessa pulled away, a satisfied smile on her face.

“That’s the great thing about women – multiple orgasms,” the brunette told me knowingly.

I was still trying to catch my breath when Vanessa crawled back up my body and kissed me fiercely. This time, Vanessa didn’t taste like vanilla and honey – she tasted like me. The knowledge that I was tasting my own arousal on my roommate’s tongue as we kissed only served to turn me on even more. My own tongue explored my roommate’s mouth, sampling as much as I could.

With some effort, I managed to maneuver us so that Vanessa was on her back. Shifting back to my knees, I looked down at my beautiful roommate before reaching for the waist of her lace panties, determined to return the favor.

I quickly discarded the last scrap of fabric left between us and stared at Vanessa. I had never seen another woman naked and exposed to me, I was entranced by the gorgeous sight.

At first, my movements were hesitant, running my hands along Vanessa’s thighs the way that she had done to me. When my fingers stroked Vanessa’s core, I groaned when I realized just how wet my roommate was.

My finger slid inside of her center and at first my movements were timid.

“Just do what you like,” Vanessa told me gently, looking down at me with a warm smile. “I promise that I will like it.”

With Vanessa’s encouragement, the thrusts of my hand became more deliberate, establishing a steady but gentle rhythm. My other hand shifted up Vanessa’s body, skimming the skin of her abdomen, squeezing her breast, fondling her wherever I could reach.

Vanessa’s throaty moans and husky words of encouragement only spurred me on. I curled my fingers slightly inside of her body, just the way I would do in moments of solitude when I would touch myself. Without giving any warning, I shifted on the bed so that I was between Vanessa’s thighs and lowered my mouth to my roommate’s clit, as my fingers continued to stroke inside of her. I suckled on her swollen bundle of nerves before shifting to run my tongue along the folds of Vanessa’s pussy. I wanted nothing more than to provide Vanessa with the same pleasure she’d given me.

When Vanessa’s orgasm washed over her, she bowed off of the bed and let out a loud, throaty cry – screaming my name. Taking a cue from Vanessa’s former attentions, I continued to gently lap at her with my tongue and gently shifted my fingers inside of her until Vanessa could take no more.

The two of us curled up together on Vanessa’s bed as the brunette tried to regain her senses.

“Are you sure you’ve never done that before?” she asked with a breathless chuckle.

I just blushed and kissed her quickly. “Thank you.”

“What for?” Vanessa asked.

“For being so wonderful to me – for making me feel beautiful after Jared made me feel worthless.”

“You are beautiful,” Vanessa told me, reaching to caress my cheek gently. “And I’d make you feel a whole lot of other things if you’d let me,” she offered suggestively. We both dissolved into gentle giggles.

I was about to answer when someone knocked on our door.

“Probably someone complaining about the noise,” Vanessa told me. “You scream when you cum,” she teased.

I reluctantly extracted myself from Vanessa’s embrace, pulling on my t-shirt and my shorts before walking to the door. I cracked it open before my jaw dropped.

“What are you doing here?”

Standing in the corridor was Jared, holding a small bouquet of flowers. I could hardly believe that he was standing there.

“I came to apologize, Anya,” he told me. I heard Vanessa curse under her breath behind me. “I don’t know what I was thinking – we were apart and all of the craziness of being away from home for the first time really got to me and I let myself get carried away.”

“Jared,” I started slowly, shaking my head at him. “You didn’t get carried away – you cheated.”

“I know and I want to fix it,” he told me stubbornly.

“I’m not interested in fixing it,” I replied honestly. “Maybe you have the right idea, Jared. Maybe we’re away at school and that’s a time where we should be trying new things and seeing other people.”

I did not miss the anger that flashed across Jared’s face. “You’re already with another guy, aren’t you?” he asked me indignantly. “Is he in there? Who the hell is he?”

I rolled my eyes but did not have a chance to respond before Vanessa walked up behind me, pulling the door open wider. She was still completely nude.

“Hey, you must be the dipshit that cheated on my roommate,” she greeted him flatly. “She definitely doesn’t have another guy in here, trust me,”

Vanessa winked. Suddenly, she knotted her hand in my hair, pulling me in for another passionate kiss. Jared stared at us, obviously dumbfounded, but I did not care. Instead, I simply smiled at him before slamming the door shut in his face.

“Now, where were we?” I asked Vanessa before the two of us immediately dissolved into giggles and met once more in a deep and passionate kiss.


2. Housewives on Vacation: Hot First Time Lesbian Sex between Friends by Lora Lane

When Maggie’s husband isn’t able to take time off to fly to Naples with his sexy wife, she asks her best friend Katie to step in. but their fun afternoon of trying on vacation clothes takes a different tack when the talk turns to bikini lines, waxing and shaving. It isn’t long before the two housewives are comparing bodies, and soon after, they’re touching, kissing and licking. Their vacation adventure might very well become one long lesbian loving session.

I still couldn’t believe it was real, but the two suitcases on the bed assured me it was. Maggie grinned as she threw open the one which was to be mine. It was three-quarters filled already.

“Where did all this come from?” I asked.

“I knew you didn’t have much in the way of vacation clothing, so I gave you a bunch of mine. I hope you like the colors.”

“They’re perfect,” I said, lifting the corners of the neatly-folded garments and peeking beneath. “But why do you have so much?”

Maggie shrugged. “Sam and I go on vacation a lot, or at least we did before he got this new job. Every time we go, I always bring back more than I take.”

“And he definitely can’t get the time off?”

“No way. He has to work another six weeks before he accrues any vacation time.”

“It’s really shitty timing for you guys. I’m so sorry.”

“Hey.” She tried to put on a brave face, but I wasn’t fooled. “We were lucky he managed to get another job at such short notice.”

“Yeah. Better that, than no job at all.”

“And there’s no chance of a refund on the vacation?”

“A week before we fly out? No, we’d lose the lot.” She sighed. “If he hadn’t found another job, then maybe the insurance would have paid up…”

“But then you’d be risking the house too,” I finished.

“Exactly.”

“Well, I think Sam’s very generous, letting me go instead.”

Maggie smiled. “I know. I’m happy I’m going, and there’s no-one else I’d rather go with—other than Sam.”

“I feel I owe you big time. I haven’t had a good vacation in years.”

“You don’t owe me anything. I’m really happy you were able to step in at such short notice. I didn’t want to go alone.”

“Thank you for lending me the clothes. I don’t have much beach wear.”

“Why don’t you try some on, make sure they fit?”

I glanced at her figure. When I’d arrived she’d been wearing her trademark white shorts and vest top. I was in my favorite dress, a short green number which showed plenty of thigh. Her figure was perfect, in my eyes. In some shops, we were the same size, but sometimes I had to go one up.

“They should be fine,” I said. “But I can take some home and let you know.”

“Hey, I’m almost done packing. Try them on here and I can close the case on the Katie file.”

I laughed. “Sure, I can do that.” Maggie handed me two swimsuits, one black, one red. “Can I use your bathroom?”

“Sure, if you’re shy.”

“I’m not shy. I was being polite.”

“No need. How long have we known each other?”

“Forever. Apart from the four years after you got married.” I pouted. We’d been strangers after the wedding. But Maggie was concentrating on her new life. She’d apologized many times for her lull.

“Aw, Katie…”

“Relax. I’m teasing.” I stepped out of my shoes and pulled my green dress up over my head. I’d never been shy of undressing in front of Maggie. We’d grown up together and were very comfortable in each other’s company. Today felt different somehow. Maybe I was excited about my unexpected vacation in the sun. As I unhooked my bra, I felt Maggie’s eyes on me. Maybe she was feeling the same way. I picked up the red swimsuit and began to step into it.

“Are you going to keep your panties on when we get to the beach?”

“Like I said, I was being polite.”

“Stop being so silly. We’re friends, aren’t we?”

“I didn’t want you to see me down there. I’m… I’ve been waxed.”

“Ouch. I prefer to shave. Is it sore?”

“Uh-uh. A bit red, though.”

“Did you wax completely?”

“Yeah. Thought I might as well. Never gone completely bald before. It feels kinda weird.”

“Exposed?”

“Yeah. Like I’m not wearing any underwear.”

“Except you are,” she pointed out.

I rolled my eyes. “Okay, I’ll take them off. But no peeking.”

“Promise.” She grinned and crossed her fingers. Of course she was going to look. I felt unusually self-conscious as I dropped my panties to the floor. Maggie tilted her head for a better look. I shuffled my feet apart and stared ahead as her eyes appraised my freshly-exposed genitals.

“It doesn’t look red now. Have you been putting cream on there?”

“Uh-huh. And aloe Vera.” I pressed hand to my tummy and stretched the skin, trying to see if the redness really had subsided.

“It looks neat. And not sore at all.”

“I use cream four or five times a day. It feels nice. Putting it on.”

“I’ve waxed plenty of times, but I’ve never been brave enough to go completely bare,” Maggie said. Absently, she rubbed her crotch.

“It’s quite liberating. Especially when I get the breeze between my legs.”

“Maybe we could find you a nudist beach,” Maggie said. “You could stay naked all day long”

“What and get sunburned lips instead? Ouch.”

“No, you’re right. Sunburned boobs will be bad enough.”

“What? You’re planning on going topless?”

She shrugged “When in Rome…”

“We’re not going to Rome, Maggie, we’re going to Naples.”

I was starting to feel a little exposed, standing naked in front of my friend, and yet, it was pleasant, and as I’d said, liberating.

“Do you want to put the swimsuit on?”

“Why?” I pressed my hands onto my hips. “Am I making you nervous?”

“Not in the least. You’re easy on the eyes. I wish I had your figure, and your confidence.”

“What? There’s nothing wrong with your figure.”

“Oh, I wish.” She patted her tummy. I couldn’t see anything out of place.

“Lift up that top. Let me see.” Suddenly, my friend of twenty years turned shy. She giggled and gripped the hem of her vest top. I pressed my hands to my eyes. “Promise I won’t peek.”

“Then why do you want me to lift it?”

“Oh, yeah. Good point. Okay, I might look a little.”

“Then no, I won’t do it.”

“Tell me, will you be wearing a swimsuit on the beach?”

Of course. Maybe even a bikini, if I feel brave.”

“Then why are you shy about getting your tummy out?”

She sighed. “You’re right. Here goes.” She drew a deep breath, then pulled the vest top over her head. The skimpy bra she’d been wearing beneath it hardly covered her small breasts. She watched me for a reaction, certain I was going to scorn her.

“You’re beautiful,” I said. “And did I see a tattoo on your shoulder?”

“Yeah.” She turned her back to show me. “My little butterfly. I got it when I married Sam. But it’s not the only one.”

“Really? Where else?”

“On my thigh.”

“Let me see.”

“It’s pretty intimate. Right on my bikini line. Are you sure you want to?” I spread my hands to indicate my nudity, and she laughed nervously. She unfastened her shorts at the waist and pushed them down. I tilted my head, but couldn’t see her tattoo.

“You might have to… um… get a bit lower.”

“Oh. Right.” I dropped to my knees in front of her and peered closely at the top of her thigh. She hadn’t exaggerated about its location. It was barely visible, almost hidden by the elasticated leg of her panties.

“I might need you to move…” She reached down and moved the material aside. “Ah, there you are.” A small crimson heart, pierced by an arrow, decorated her inner thigh.  She pulled at her skin and peered down at her crotch.

“Do you see where the little arrow is pointing?” she asked.

“I do, you little minx.” I went to pat her hip, but she turned unexpectedly, posturing. My fingers brushed the front of her panties. I froze.

“Sorry, sorry…” I said. “That was an accident.”

“Hey, don’t worry about it.” She smiled down at me. “You wouldn’t be the first woman to touch me there.”

“I…” I was stunned. “A woman’s touched you… here?” My fingers hovered inches from the white cotton. I was still burning with embarrassment.

“Oh, yes. She got me really hot. Burning hot. I couldn’t bear it.”

“Wow. What was it like?”

“Memorable. Definitely one to remember.”

“Cool. It’s something I’ve always wondered about, but never had the nerve to actually go and do it.”

“What, waxing?” she asked, then grinned. I stared up at Maggie in disbelief. A moment later, the penny dropped.

“Waxing. Of course. The woman who touched you got you hot. Very funny. You had me.”

“But what you said…”

“What about it?”

“I’ve thought about it too.”

“You have? Really?”

“Sure.” She shrugged. “It’s all part of life’s experience, isn’t it?”

“Not so far, it isn’t.”

“So if the chance every came up, would you try it, just to see?”

I thought for a moment. “I guess. As long as she wasn’t too scary.”

“I suppose you’d have to kiss first. If you didn’t like it, you could quit there and then.”

“Sure. A kiss can tell you a lot about someone.”

“We should do it.”

I raised my eyebrows. “Go out and kiss a woman? Are you crazy?”

“But you said—”

“It was a thought. A fantasy.” I rose to my feet. “I’d no intention of going out and seducing another woman. Who knows what problems that might bring?”

“Maybe we don’t have to.”

“What?”

“I said, maybe we don’t have to go out to find a woman to kiss.”

“You mean, get one to come here? What would Sam say?”

“He won’t be home for hours yet. And besides, we don’t need to call anyone. Your kissing partner might already be here.”

I stared at her. “You?”

“Me.”

“But… actually kiss you?”

“I know. I’m gross, right?” She stuck out her tongue.

“No, no, that’s not what I meant.”

“I know. I was teasing you. But I want to know what it feels like too.”

“Um… I… need to think for a minute.” I suddenly felt exposed with my clothes lying on the chair. I moved toward them, but Maggie caught my wrist and turned me round.

“We don’t have to do anything weird. Just kiss. Don’t you want to know?”

“I… sure… yes. But what if it weird's us out?”

“It won’t.” She tugged gently at my wrist. “And it’ll be our little secret.” I gave in to her urging, and turned to face her. She stepped up to me. Her hands stroked my hair. I was aware of her body heat, so close to me. She was in skimpy, lacy underwear, and I was still naked. A peculiar tingle ran through my body. My best friend was suggesting I kiss her, not on the cheek, but a full mouth-to-mouth kiss. She leaned in, bringing the moment closer. Should we, or shouldn’t we? Despite my nerves, I remained still, but my eyes fluttered closed.

“This could change everything between us,” I whispered.

“I really hope so.”

Our lips touched, and the first thing that crossed my mind was how soft her mouth was. A small sigh escaped my throat. Her lips curled into a smile, and her arms slipped round my waist. Our first few kisses were light and hesitant, as if we were afraid of scaring the other one away. But as the moments passed, our mouths pressed more firmly and our kisses deepened.

Maggie sighed deeply, as if she’d been waiting for this day all her life. My breath hissed through my nose as my lips pressed against hers, working softly up and down as I grew more comfortable. Kissing her was like nothing I’d ever experienced. Infinitely softer than a man’s mouth, and more caring, her kiss was the way I imagined I’d kiss myself—if that had been possible. In my teenage years, I’d practiced my French kisses on the crook of my own elbow, folding my arm around my face to kiss my soft skin. This warm, soft bliss was an echo of my blooming adulthood and those naive, experimental days.

My hesitant hands rose to touch Maggie’s arms, cautious of moving too quickly. This was a new experience for both of us, and any sort of distraction could break the fragile spell. My body was thrilling to the sensation of kissing my best friend, and although I was aware we’d crossed a line, I didn’t want it to end.

I had a hunch she felt the same way, for even though I was completely naked, her hands never strayed from my waist. I was happy about that, although I’m sure her hands would have been as gentle as her kiss. No, I needed time to process what we were doing here. It was very new, as well as a little bit scary.

But it was also heavenly. Our mouths moved together, warm and soft. Her breath was hot on my face. I was feeling heat elsewhere, too, as if the thermostat had jumped up by ten degrees. My head felt light, and my pulse thumped in my ears. My fingers began to stroke Maggie’s arms, which was about all I dared do to her. In response, her hands moved minutely at my waist, but didn’t stray.

We were both making appreciative noises by now, moaning softly and groaning. We both wanted this, although how far it was going to go, I had no idea. But wasn’t that part of the thrill of new experiences? Maggie’s mouth opened slightly, and the tip of her tongue touched my lips. I responded automatically, extending my tongue to meet hers. She groaned, and suddenly, our kissed moved up a gear.

One of her hands cupped the back of my head, pulling me against her. Our kiss turned into a frantic, breathless tussle. My hands slid across her back, and one went down to her waist to pull her body into mine. The other hand found the back of her neck, where my fingers caressed her sensitive skin. She moaned softly, and her kisses became even more eager. This was no longer a tentative making out session. We were deep in the throes of a passionate kiss.

I became aware of my breasts against her flimsy bra. The lacy material was scratchy against my skin, but my nipples were responding to the roughness, hardening and demanding more. So I twisted my torso, rubbing my boobs against hers. Maggie began to move too, shifting her hip so her thigh pressed into my crotch. My newly-bared skin tingled at the unexpected contact. I was surprised by the way my body reacted. I was used to feeling the need for a man to touch my boobs, to caress them and even kiss them. My pussy would usually ache soon afterward, crying out for firm fingers to slide across my slippery flesh.

But what I was feeling now was alien to me. I was willing Maggie’s hands onto my body, mentally urging her to stroke my nipples, or slip her hand between my legs. What was wrong with me? Why was I suddenly filled with lust, desperate to have my best friend touch me like that? Afraid for the future of our friendship, I decided the time had come to pull back, before we went one step too far.

But Maggie was the one who broke the kiss, leaving us both breathless.

“I want you so bad,” she said in a tight voice. “All I can think about is throwing you down on that bed and kissing you from head to toe.” She pressed her hands to the back of my head and pulled me in for another dizzying kiss. Thoughts of pulling back began to melt away, and yet, I knew we shouldn’t be doing this, in her bedroom, in the middle of a sunny morning.

“What’s wrong with me?” she asked. “Why am I so fucking horny for you?” Before I could answer, she drew her hands down my shoulders and over my chest. I stared down at them as she grabbed two handfuls of breast and squeezed.

“Fuck, you’re beautiful.” Her thumbs swept across my nipples, making me gasp. It was exactly what I’d been willing her to do earlier.

“Yeah, you like that, don’t you?” she leered. I caught my lower lip between my teeth and nodded as she brushed the nipples a second time. She grinned and caressed me eagerly, pouting as she squeezed and stroked. Her grip was firm, but considerate, giving me exactly what I needed without overdoing it.

“God, I love your tits. I always have.”

“Maggie!” I was shocked by her language.

“What? I can’t help myself. I wanna eat you all up.” Before I could react, she bent her head and engulfed my right nipple with her mouth.

“Holy shit…” I groaned. It felt amazing. Maggie knew exactly what to do with my nipple. Her tongue curled and flicked, lapped and licked. She sucked hard, offering no mercy, as her hands squeezed and pulled my boobs. I didn’t try to stop her. I didn’t want to. My best friend was kissing my breasts, sending me crazy with desire, and I was doing nothing to resist.

We had definitely crossed a line here, but what she was doing could still be considered harmless, something to be laughed away as a mad five minutes… if she hadn’t put her hand between my legs.

I almost stopped her. She’d moved so quickly, it felt like a drunken lunge, but when her finger pushed past my lips to stroke my inner flesh, my grip loosened on her wrist. I still wanted to ask what she was doing, even though it was stunningly obvious, but when she started curling her fingers, stroking me from opening to clit, I realized I no longer wanted to stop her. Instead, I shuffled my feet a little further apart, and rather than pull her away, I ended up pressing her hand against my crotch. Her mouth switched breasts, pleasuring the left nipple as eagerly as she’d pleasured the right. My long groan of pleasure, which was involuntary, helped encourage her. It wasn’t long before her mouth followed her hands. As she trailed kisses down my flat tummy, I considered stopping her; I actually opened my mouth to tell her enough was enough, and that she was going too far with this.

I was so glad I didn’t.

The first touch of her lips on my former bushy triangle made me gasp. I couldn’t believe I was so sensitive there. She lingered awhile, kissing right above my lips, making me desperate for her to move lower. But she teased me, dipping her tongue to skirt the dimple above my lips, making me think she was going to let me have what I craved, then resuming her kissing. In the end, I put my hands on her head and urged her lower. She chuckled and complied, delivering several kisses onto my pussy. I actually laughed when she first touched me. Sure, I’d been eaten out dozens of times, but by men. Those experiences were pale shadows compared to what Maggie was doing to me.

“Oh. My. God,” I whispered.

“That nice?” Maggie asked from somewhere below me.

“Shut up and keep licking,” I said. “Of course it’s nice. It’s fucking incredible.” Her soft tongue, which knew exactly where to go, explored my slippery folds, sliding up between my inner and outer lips on one side, then the other. As she licked, she spread my slick juices upward, all the way to my clit, which sent a wave of heat through me with each touch. I meshed my fingers in Maggie’s hair, tousling it as she put her tongue where a best friend shouldn't.

“Oh, wow. Mm-mm-mmmm…” As much as I was enjoying myself, the entire experience was surreal. I’d come here to try on some summer clothes. If I’d had the slightest inkling I would be standing here naked, letting Maggie lick my pussy…

“Maybe we should get more comfortable,” she suggested, smiling up at me and arching an eyebrow.

“I think…” I put my hands on her cheeks and drew her upright. “…that would be a perfect idea.” I pressed my lips to hers, which seemed to surprise her.

“Don’t you mind?” she mumbled around our kiss.

“Mind what?”

“I kind of taste of you.”

I pulled back slightly, then ran my tongue around my lips. “So you do.” Then I kissed her again. Her mouth curved into a smile.

We kissed for about a minute, then moved toward the bed, not breaking the kiss once. I unhooked her bra and she lowered her arms so it could slide to the floor. Her breasts were half the size of mine, but the only thing I could think about was kissing them. We sank onto the bed, lying beside the suitcases, and Maggie lowered herself on top of me. Our kissing resumed, hotter than ever. I was horny as hell by now, and I wondered how to ask my best friend to go down on me again. I could taste and smell my own juices on her mouth and face, and it stirred me into wanting to taste Maggie’s pussy, something I’d never, ever considered in my life.

“I love kissing you,” she murmured, peppering my face with her lips. “I want to kiss you all over. I want to suck your nipples, lick your pussy, and make you come…”

“Mmm. The licking sounds really good.” I sucked her lower lip between mine. “And it tastes good too. Do I really taste like that? Is it nice?”

“It’s really sweet,” Maggie said, grinning wickedly. “You should try it.”

“I want to, but I can’t wait for you to lick me again. It drove me crazy.”

“I have an idea.” She trailed kisses down my chest, stopping off at my nipples to pluck at them with her lips.

“Fuck, that feels nice.” I watched her for a moment, then let my head fall back as I focused on the sensations she was sending through my body.

I was startled, then, when she stopped and the bed bounced. I opened my eyes to see her leg swinging over my head. A moment later, I was staring at her butt, and below it, her wet, glistening pussy.

“Oh, Maggie...” I said softly. If I’d had any reservations about getting close to her, my choices had been taken away from me.

She shuffled back, and her pussy hung above me, swollen and glistening with sticky juices. What the hell, I thought. I slipped one arm out from behind her leg and stroked her lips. They were warm, soft and slippery. She groaned immediately. Encouraged, I explored further, drawing a finger down from her opening to her clit, which was hard and surprisingly large, like a tiny cock poking out.

“Ngh… Oh, fuck…” she muttered as I brushed my finger over it. Her entire body shook as I stroked the clit, wetting it with her own juices. And when I circled it, she practically collapsed onto my face.

“Oh, my God…” she groaned. I pressed my fingers to her pussy and stroked, enjoying the happy noises she made. She was very close to my face, and I could smell the sweet wetness of her juices. Heat radiated from her, warming my cheeks. I enjoyed making her feel good, but despite my earlier keenness to taste her, I wasn’t sure I could actually do it.

But when she dipped her head, and began using her tongue on me, I melted. It felt so damn good, my body exploded with sensation, overwhelming me and setting me squirming with delight. I spread my legs so wide, one of them slipped off the bed. But the reward was incredible. Maggie pressed her whole mouth to me and sucked, swirling her tongue around my clit. I rocked my hips back so she could get to me better. She brought her hands into play to spread me wide open, exposing my pussy to her mouth and tongue.

“Oh, fuuuck! Oh, oh, ohhh…”

“Mmmf mmmf,” she replied, pressing her face into me. Above me, her pussy swung from side to side as she used her tongue on me. Curious, I brought my slicked fingers to my lips and extended my tongue. The taste of her was similar to my own juices, yet subtly different. The slippery sensation was pleasant on my tongue, which I rubbed against the roof of my mouth, spreading the slickness around.

I reached up for more, coating my fingers good and proper by circling Maggie’s tight opening, before slipping the fingers into my mouth, rubbing the tips against my tongue and sucking my fingers clean with my lips. Maggie’s tongue was lapping at my pussy, driving me crazy. My mouth hung open as my breathing grew faster and deeper. I slicked my fingers in Maggie’s pussy again, licking my fingers clean. I loved the sensation of the slippery fluids, and the sweet taste of them on my tongue. As Maggie licked and sucked my pussy, I gazed at hers, so swollen and ripe, shining with wetness.

What was I so afraid of? Crossing a final line? If I accepted my friend licking me between my legs, and me tasting her wetness, what would a little touch with my tongue matter? No-one would ever know, except us. And Maggie was damn good at keeping a secret. Steeling myself, I lifted my head and touched my tongue to her clit. Her groan filled the room. Immediately, she rocked her hips, pushing her clit closer to me. I pressed my lips to it and sucked gently.

“Oh, my fucking God…” she wailed.

“Mmmm.” My first experience with a pussy was incredible. Maggie was so wet, her juices immediately coated my cheeks and nose. I loved the feeling. It made me properly slutty. I opened my mouth and pressed it to her, lapping at first, as if her pussy was a delicious ice cream. Then I swirled my tongue, rubbing it across her clit, then up between her inner and outer lips. She cried out and rocked her hips, fucking my face. I didn’t mind her banging her pussy against me. Her reaction meant I was doing something right. Not bad for a beginner, I thought.

But her mouth was having a serious effect on me. Heat was spreading through my body, and I knew I’d be having an orgasm soon. Maggie’s fingers were still holding me open, but she’d managed to reach over and press some of them to my tight opening. One slipped into me, then another. I cried out as she moved them slowly in and out. My hips bucked as I matched her movements, willing her to push deeper, to touch me where I needed it most.

“Fuck me,” I cried. “Fuck me with your fingers.”

“Mmm…” she murmured, sliding her tongue over my clit. I groaned and writhed, then tried to focus on giving her some pleasure too. It wasn’t easy. Her fingers sliding into me became the center of everything, the only sensation that really mattered. Still, I tried. I pressed my mouth to her crinkled lips and sucked gently, drawing my tongue from hard clit to slippery opening.

“Mm… mm… mmmm…” she moaned.

“Yeah, you like that?”

“Mm-hmm…” Her voice was muffled as she licked me.

“You want me to keep on doing it?” I asked.

“Mm-hmm…” I was becoming hotter by the minute. The heat between my legs, and Maggie’s body on top of mine conspired to make our skin slippery with perspiration. I swirled my tongue around her clit, then sucked gently, making her groan again. My fingers stroked her opening, circling around it as I steeled myself to cross one final line.

“Please,” she begged softly. “Please use your fingers.” Being careful with my nails, I stroked my fingers downward, teasing her a little as my fingertips brushed her entrance. Her body quivered with each pass. She seemed to grow wetter, and the room grew hotter.

“Pleeez…” she groaned. To show me how sexy it felt, she slipped her fingers deeper into me. I groaned as she filled me to the knuckle.

“Okay,” I said to myself. “Here it goes. No going back now.” I slid my middle finger into her, not even sure I was doing it right. What angle was I supposed to have my finger at, anyway? But it didn’t matter. Maggie cried out and lifted her head from my lap.

“Oh, Goddd…” she growled. “Your face feels so soft against me.”

“My face?”

“Yeah. So soft, not scratchy. Feels like you could really press yourself against me and it wouldn’t itch.”

“Like this?” I took the hint and pressed my mouth hard against her, getting my cheeks and nose wet again. It felt good to have her soft folds against me. I put my tongue to work, licking and lapping. Somehow there was still room for my fingers.

“Oh, fuuuck! Yes, fuck, oh, my Goddd…”

I brought my other arm up, feeding it around her leg so I could pull her cheek aside, giving me even more access to her wetness.

“Oh, fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, yes…” Her hips rocked against my finger, drawing it deeper. I pushed a little more in, then slipped my forefinger in too. Her pussy bumped up and down on my face, and my mouth made loud sucking noises as I lost contact. But my tongue didn’t. I lashed her clit rapidly, setting off a series of spasms that had her trembling and shaking.

“Fuck, fuck, fuuuuck… uh, uh, uh…” Her fingers paused inside me for a moment as she squeaked hoarsely, then groaned long and loud. Every time I stroked her clit, she shuddered and cried out, jerking her hips as if she was suddenly too sensitive to be touched. When she moved her knees closer together, raising her pussy out of reach, I knew she’d had enough for the moment. But when her fingers began hammering into me, my head fell back and it was my turn to wail. Her hand slapped against me, filling the room with noise, which my mouth tried to match.

“Fuuucking hell!” Her fingers fucked me harder. “Fu… uuu… uu… uck!”

“Oh, yeah,” Maggie said. I could hear the smile in her words. “Oh, you like that don’t you?”

“Oh, yeah. Fucking yeah…”

“You want it harder?”

“Fuck… yeah… fuck… please…” What she was doing was unbearable, but I loved it. And she was pressing on my clit, too, flicking her other hand from side to said, exactly as I did when I played with myself. It was awesome. It was incredible. It was too much. My orgasm flared, gripped me tightly, and squeezed me hard, tightening my body so much, my feet lifted into the air and my shoulders rose from the bed. I bit Maggie’s butt as I cried out, trying to muffle my cries against her soft skin.

“Oh, yeah,” she said happily. “Oh, fucking yeah, that looks so good.”

“Mmm, mmm, fuuuck!” My fingernails dug into her cheeks, and she squealed. “Sorry,” I groaned through my teeth. “Sorry, sorry, sorry.” My words ended as a hoarse squeak as my lungs were squeezed flat. Her fingers slowed, still sliding deep into me as I writhed beneath her. My orgasm was still gripping me tightly, but it had lessened a little, and I managed to draw a breath. I collapsed back against the pillow, groaning and gasping.

“Oh, fuck…” I wheezed. “Oh, fuck, oh fuck…” Maggie’s fingers finally slowed, and she stroked me gently, avoiding my clit, which was now very, very sensitive.

“Well, that looked pretty good,” she said. Her leg lifted and she climbed off me, turned round and laid beside me on the bed. We kissed lazily, each of us grinning over and over. She tasted of me again, and I made sure I kissed her properly so I could taste it all. She seemed to be doing the same to me. I don’t know how long our kisses lasted, but when she finally pulled back, I was marvelously relaxed.

“So,” she said. “Do you feel bad about what we did?”

“Oh, yeah.” I nodded. “Very bad. But I think we’ll get better.”

She tapped my nose. “Smartass.”

“Hey, what can I say?” I shrugged and kissed her again.

“How about… we make sure this is not the last time we ever do this?”

“Okay. How ‘bout we do it every day of our vacation, and then at least once a week when we get back?”

She widened her eyes in horror. “Once a week? You’d deny me?”

I laughed. “Never. Not after what you did to me. I feel amazing.”

“Then it’s a deal. Every day of the vacation.” We shook hands.

I couldn’t wait for the vacation to get started.


3. My Life Lesson in the Classroom: First Lesbian Encounter with the Professor by Kaylee Jones

When Liz is headed to college, she knows that she will be learning a lot in the next four years.  What she never expected was the lessons she learned from her sociology professor.  She learned not only about the people around her, but Dr. Melanie Andrews ends up educating her about a whole different part of life.

You know, everyone told me that college would be a life-changing experience but I had no idea just how changed I would be after my four years away.  Sure, I thought I was all grown up at 18 when I graduated high school and moved out, but what I learned in the next four years was more educational than the first eighteen years of my life.

My first year was a blur of meeting new people, trying to get from one class to another without getting lost, and drinking more beer out of Red Solo cups than I ever thought possible.  By the second year, I had my act more together and was starting to create my own place at the university.

As I started my sophomore year, I decided to major in sociology because I loved studying people and how they interact.  My friends and I in high school had always loved to people watch and make up little stories about them, so it seemed like a natural progression of my interest.  My mom and dad were a little unclear as to the career possibilities of such a degree, but I assured them that the right thing would come along by the time I needed to worry about that.

The summer after my sophomore year I actually started to get excited about school and my classes.  Now that I had all of the basics out of the way, I could really focus on what I wanted to study -- the study of people.  Somehow I managed to talk my parents into letting me stay in the town where the college was instead of coming home for the three-month break.  I guess I had hit some sort of maturity level that was suitable to them.

I spent that summer working as a lifeguard at a local pool, mostly yelling at kids not to run on the sidewalks and dodging annoying high school boys.  It was only a few years ago, but I struggled to remember what was so attractive about them back in my high school days.  Sure, I chased boys like the rest of the girls, but for the life of me, that summer I could not remember why.

While I spent my days perfecting my tan at the pool, I spent the evenings with a handful of gal pals that stayed in town as well.  It was not some wild and crazy summer really.  It felt more like we were settling in to some kind of grown-up routine.  We all had jobs during the day and hung out at night.  Sometimes we would go down to the lake for a cookout and a nice swim in the cool lake.  Sometimes we would just order in pizza at one of our apartments and rent movies for the night.  Other times we would stock up on way too much ice cream and play cards all night.  We talked about plans for future jobs and families, complained about the lack of dates, and generally just spent time together.  They were a drastically different group of young women than the friends I had had in high school, but perhaps it was sign of growing up and finding different souls to mesh with.  No drama, no headaches, and no boys.  It was actually one of the best summers of my life.

And while my friends were great, I also enjoyed some alone time.  I had dated a handful of guys since coming to college, and while all of them were, on paper, the type to take home to mom and dad, none of them really made me excited to get up in the morning.  So by that summer, I was not seeing anyone.  That left me free when everyone was occupied with jobs or summer school or whatever, so I got to spend some lovely evenings by myself.  I was not one to be afraid of alone time.  I discovered a fantastic hidden little Mexican restaurant with killer margaritas and amazing guacamole, and I got to watch all of my favorite movies without anyone laughing at my love of all things Disney and Broadway.  I felt comfortable with who I was and where my life seemed to be going.  Sure, I did not join a sorority or anything official while I was in school, but the group of friends I had developed was just as close as a group of sorority sisters ever would be.  At least, from what I can tell.

I knew my parents were more nervous about my sociology degree than my older brother’s accounting degree, but the idea of attending business classes and then doing that exact job for the rest of my life was enough to drag tears from my eyes.  There were services available on campus that could help with finding a job, and I had faith that once I took some of the upper classes I would find something that really sparked an interest.  With that information, I could then go to the guidance counselor and figure out a path.  A lot of adults might call that naïve, but I preferred the terms “hopeful” or “optimistic”.

****

By the time fall rolled around and my junior year began, I had a fabulous tan, real excitement in my blood, and a genuine grin on my face as I headed into my first advanced sociology class.

I have to confess that my grin and my confidence and my excitement all faltered when I walked into the classroom.  I admit that I was not bad to look at back then, on the shorter side, shoulder length hair, and trim figure from swimming all summer.  But the professor at the front of the classroom actually took my breath away.  Tall and muscular but lean; dark shiny curls, smooth creamy skin.  And she had just about the most perfect set of breasts I had ever seen in real life.  I lost the ability to make my lungs function and I walked on wobbly knees to a desk in the back of the room just to catch my breath.

I had no idea what was going on with me and why I felt like such a stupid schoolgirl just being in the same room with her.  Her legs seemed a mile long and my eyes enjoyed every inch of the trip until they stopped at the hemline of her charcoal grey pencil skirt.  When she turned around, that waterfall of dark curls bounced and gleamed in the fluorescent lights and her green eyes sparkled in my direction.

“Hey there,” she smiled.

My tummy erupted into angry butterflies when the melody of her Southern accent reached my ears.

“H-H-Hi,” I stuttered back.  At least my answer made me sound like the blooming idiot I had turned in to.

“Looks like you’re the first one,” she continued.

I nodded, not trusting my voice.

“Why don’t you come on down?” she pointed to a desk right in front of her.

I nodded again, somehow having turned into a mute bobble-head doll.  I gathered my things and shuffled to the desk she had indicated.

When I sat down in front of her, I got a much better look at her long slender legs, her trim waist, and the way her full breasts filled out the slightly sheer white blouse.  The grey high heels made her calves more pronounced and my mind started inventing all sorts of strange random thoughts.  She must have been some kind of high school boy’s wet dream, but instead I was the one squirming while I gawked at her.  Her green eyes sparkled at me and I knew there was some kind of inside joke that I was missing.  She flashed me an odd smile, and I dropped my head down towards my notebook.

Shortly thereafter, a handful of other students started filing in and I was able to let my attention to this young new professor get absorbed by the background noise.  I recognized a few of them from my beginning sociology classes and I greeted them as warmly as my frazzled nerves would allow.

Right on time, the professor moved to close the door and my eyes followed each sway of her ass in that tight skirt.  I was pretty sure every pair of male eyes was doing the same but I did not dare look around to find out.  It was even worse when she strode back to the front of the classroom since her firm breasts bounced just enough under that sheer blouse for everyone to notice.

“I’m Dr. Andrews,” she introduced herself.

The classroom mumbled a weak and pathetic greeting.

“Gee, I hope y’all are more enthusiastic about the material than you are about me,” she smiled at her own joke.

Giggles smattered through the room and the mood seemed to be lightened.  My guess was that the boys were all thinking inappropriate thoughts about their teacher and the girls were all thinking that they disliked her because she was stunning.  Me, I guess I fell somewhere in between.

Since there were only about ten of us in the room, she made everyone move to the first few rows of desks.  Then we did the fun little icebreaker exercise that all students hate -- we went around the room to introduce ourselves, and share one fun fact about ourselves.

My turn came and I still did not trust my voice, but I could not be the only one who did not participate.

“Hi, I’m Liz and I used to breed Great Danes,” I shared with the group.

The ones who knew me laughed since it was the only fact I ever offered up and the others just sort of looked at me strangely.  What can I say, I love the big dopey dogs and so did my parents while I was growing up.  Even Dr. Andrews gave me half a smile when I shared, which thrilled me more than it should have.

She handed out her syllabi to everyone and had us read over it for any questions.  It looked pretty standard, lectures and tests and papers.  I had already purchased the textbook that had been listed for the class, but the paperwork did mention several other articles for additional reading.

She paced back and forth at the front of the classroom while we read through everything.  My eyes kept darting up to watch her calves flex and her hips sway as she moved.  When she walked away from me, I stared at her ass and when she walked towards me I gazed at her breasts.

I was so confused by my attention to her.  It did not make any sense.  I had spent the entire summer at the pool with tanned muscular young men but not a one of them turned my head.  But there I was, the first day back in school, and making eyes at my teacher.  What a bad stereotype I turned into!

“Well guys and gals, I think that’s enough time.  Were there any questions on the syllabus?”

Most of the students shook their heads except for one guy.  Every class had that one guy.  The one who would ask the stupid questions because they were only there for the grade, not to actually learn anything.

“Will those extra articles be on the tests?”

She quirked an eyebrow up at him and shook her head, “They are for your learning only.  But it could certainly help your understanding of the basic materials, so I’d say they would be helpful on the tests as well.”

He huffed his annoyance at her vague answer and I had to smirk.  She was a smart one.  When she walked by and noticed my smirk, she winked which sent the butterflies in my stomach into a tailspin.

“Well, I see no need to keep you all away from whatever afternoon plans you might have.  So let’s reconvene on Wednesday.  See y’all then!”

You could hear the smiles in the group, and everyone started packing up their belongings.  As I stuffed my notebook into my backpack, I realized that there was someone standing in front of me.  I did not see her so much as sense her, and the smell of her flowery powdery perfume tickle my nose.

“Can you stay for a few minutes, Liz?” she whispered softly.

I nodded again, reverting back to the bobble-head that she had apparently turned me into.  I clasped my hands together in my lap and waited for the room to empty.  Once everyone else had left, she perched herself on the edge of my desk and watched as my eyes traveled up the length of her silky smooth leg.  By the time my eyes traveled over her trim waist and the swell of her breasts and reached her face, she was grinning like a cat that just snared the mouse.

****

“You’re one of the prettiest women I’ve seen here on campus,” she whispered, that Southern accent just dripping honey.

I felt my cheeks bloom hot pink and I studied the fake wood grain of the surface of the desk.

“I’ve noticed that you’ve been staring at me this whole time.  Do I make you nervous?” she asked as she re-crossed her legs towards me.

“Y-Y-Yes,” I nodded.

“Why on earth do I make you nervous, hon?” she laughed lightly.

I shrugged, “I don’t know.”

I twisted my fingers together in my lap and tried not to look at her.  Unfortunately, by strategically avoiding her face, I ended up staring at the shadow that lay in the triangle of her upper thighs just underneath the hem of her skirt.  That did not help my situation.

“Liz?” she said softly, “Do you know why I make you nervous?”

I shook my head.

“Oh but I think you do.  You find me attractive,” her voice dropped an octave which seemed to resonate in parts of my body I had almost forgotten about.

I felt my cheeks darken with a new flush of heat and she laughed lightly.

“It’s okay, Liz, really.  I find you attractive as well.”

I looked up at her and took in the depth of her intense eyes.  They did not seem to be mocking me or challenging me.

She stood up off the desk and walked around to crouch down next to me.  Her light perfume was intoxicating and I could not stop my body from responding to her fingers on my bare knee.  Despite the fact that my sundress covered everything, I could not help but feel exposed when the goosebumps erupted over my skin.  Her fingers tickled my knee and I squirmed in my seat.

My whole body felt warm and flush at the nearness of this beautiful woman.  When she leaned forward and brushed her lips against mine, I gasped and dug my nails into my palms.  She pulled back to study my face and I guess she liked what she saw because she leaned forward again, and pressed her lips firmly against mine.

It was completely different than kissing a guy.  Her lips felt soft and warm and her skin was satin against mine, no stubble to scratch my face.  The tip of her tongue slid across my lower lip and the only thought in my head was that I wanted more.  I had never thought of being with another woman before, but as Dr. Andrews kissed me, I could think of nothing else.

I had limited sexual experience to begin with, but none of it had been all that thrilling.  In fact, kissing her for just a few minutes was heating my body in ways that actual sex had never accomplished.

Her fingertips were still tickling my knee as she deepened her kiss but her other hand had my full attention as it slid up my arm and over my shoulder to rest at the nape of my neck.

She finally broke the kiss to smile at me, “By the way, I’m Melanie.”

I laughed at the suddenness of her introduction.  She quirked that eyebrow at me and I shook my head.

“Sorry, that was just very sudden,” I admitted.

She rose to a standing position and pulled me up as well.  We would have been about the same height except she was still wearing those three-inch heels.  Because of her footwear, I found my face right up next to her neck.  Without thinking, I leaned forward and kissed her warm skin while I inhaled the scent of her.  It was mixed with powder and flowers and a honeyed musk that I vaguely recognized.  When her arms slid around my waist, I realized that my satin panties were slippery against my skin.

She held me against her body and I threaded my arms around her neck as I nibbled her ear.  Her full lips parted as she moaned softly and I darted my tongue along the curve of her throat.  As I slid my mouth over her collarbone, the loose fitting blouse moved with me, and I found more skin that needed my attention.  I kissed every inch that was available to me while she kept moaning and digging her nails into my lower back.

Suddenly she pulled away, and I was terrified that I had crossed some invisible line that I did not know existed.

Her smile eased my confusion and she led me by the hand to the teacher’s desk at the front of the room.

“Sit up there,” she motioned as she walked away to lock the classroom door.

I perched on the edge of the desk and swung my legs nervously.  She turned and stared at me with one hip cocked to the side.

“Oh Liz,” she murmured softly.

My legs stopped moving and anxiety started to creep into my thoughts.

She walked back over, slowly unbuttoning her blouse as she approached me.  By the time she was in front of me, she had lost the sheer white blouse and the lacy bra underneath.  Her breasts were large and firm and full, and they bounced slightly as she moved.  She watched me staring at them with a devilish smile.

She took my hand and gently placed it against one warm globe.  It felt soft yet firm, pliable and yielding to my touch.  I squeezed lightly and she nodded.

“Anything you want,” she breathed.

I raised my other hand and caressed the other one, letting my fingertips brush over her stiffening nipple.  She groaned and arched into my hands.  I watched, fascinated, as my fingers played with the tight pink tips.  I rolled them and tugged on them, and without even thinking about it, I lowered my head to taste them.

She pressed her hands against the back of my head and held me against her flesh as my tongue worked one nipple then the other.

“Oh god,” she exhaled softly.

I loved the way they felt between my lips, pebbly and firm but yielding slightly between my teeth and under my tongue.  The silky flesh of her breasts was warm beneath my fingers as I massaged their heaviness.  Her soft gasps let me know I was doing something right but suddenly she pulled away, her eyes glassy and her lips parted.

I was still perched on the edge of the desk but she firmly pushed me back so I was not wobbling to keep my balance.  She slid her trim hips between my thighs and stepped forward until she was pressed against the core of my body.  I was certain she could feel the heat radiating from my body.

As her lips found the pulse in my neck, she slid the straps of my sundress off my shoulders, tickling my arms as she worked them down.  The dress slid to my waist and she exhaled her approval when my breasts popped into view.  She buried her face between them while her fingers rolled and pinched my already stiff nipples.

I had never had anyone pay so much attention to them.  The boys I dated in high school and college had always just grabbed a handful of flesh and squeezed, but Melanie seemed intent on licking and nibbling every inch.  I was surprised at her exploration and how she found every sensitive part that I never knew existed.  My breath caught in my throat as short little gasps and I buried my hand in her soft curls to hold her against my body.

As she kissed her way down my smooth stomach, her hands crept up my inner thighs, sliding my dress with them until the entire garment was bunched around my waist.  She hooked her thumbs into the strings of my thong and slid it down until I was spread open and bare in front of her.

I could feel the cool air against my warm wetness and it made me shiver, especially as she knelt down in front of me.  Her breath warmed my flesh again and I gasped.

Her voice sounded like thick honey when she whispered, “Have you ever had someone go down on you?”

I nodded, “Uh-huh.”

“And did you enjoy it?”

“I guess.”  A couple of past boyfriends had tried but it had not really been all that interesting or pleasurable.

She chuckled, “If that’s your answer, then they weren’t doing it right.”

I flushed pink as she pushed me flat on the desk.  When her lips brushed against my wet pussy, I gasped but when her tongue slipped between the folds, I moaned.  It felt completely different than before.  She ran her tongue everywhere, tasting and licking and nibbling.  Before it had always been a clumsy effort with no real intent, but she was focused on enjoying my body and making sure I was enjoying the act.

I wrapped my fingers around the edge of the desk as she continued to tease me.  It was soft and gentle and torturous but I could have sworn I heard her moaning along with me.  My pulse pounded in my clit but I did not even know what I wanted.  I just needed more.

“Please,” I breathed into the room.

She raised her head with a wicked smile on her glossy lips, “Please what?”

“I-I-I don’t know… Please… More…”

She chuckled again but when she returned her mouth to my pussy, it was different.  Her lips pressed against me and the tip of her tongue found the tiny throbbing nub.  I could not help but bury my hand in her curls and press her to me.  I think I felt her smile but it was a passing feeling as the sensations from her tongue overwhelmed my entire body.  I felt hot and cold, flush and needy, as though I could not get enough of whatever it was she was doing to me.

The tip of her tongue flicked and rubbed my aching clit until I could not breathe.

“Please… Melanie…” I begged, the words falling from my parted lips without my permission.

In a swift motion, Melanie buried two fingers inside me while her lips trapped my clit.  As her tongue flicked firmly, her fingers worked their way to a new spot deep inside me, one that sent hot shivers through my body.  As she licked and thrust, the heat inside my blood threatened to boil over.  I wriggled under the onslaught of sensations but Melanie did not relent.  She sucked firmly on my clit while her fingers continued to press against that spot inside.  Suddenly the bubbles inside hit a boiling point and I squealed as they released all at once.  Every muscle in my body tensed simultaneously and then melted into liquid fire.

Slowly Melanie eased the pressure from her tongue and fingers, and eventually stopped altogether.  My eyes were blurry as I tried to focus on the ceiling.  When my mind returned to my body, I realized that I had scooted backwards on the desk to lie flat and Melanie was curled up next to me, her fingers lightly stroking my hair.

“I-I-I…” I tried to speak.

“Please don’t tell me that was your first orgasm...” she giggled softly.

“Well, no, but…”

“But what?”

“But it was my first with someone else,” I admitted quietly.

Melanie’s Southern voice burst into laughter, “Oh my dear, I am so sorry to hear that!  But I am honored to have been the first!”

I felt my cheeks flush dark pink and I tried to turn away but she held me to her.

“No really, I’m just sorry that you had to wait this long but truly, I am thrilled to have been the first.”

“I don’t remotely know how to repay the pleasure,” I whispered in her ear.

“There will be time enough Liz,” she reassured me as I felt the sleepiness creeping over me.

I was grateful that she managed to keep me awake long enough to get dressed and shuffle back to my apartment across campus.  I missed the rest of my classes that day because once I reached my bed, I passed out completely.

****

It had taken only about an hour with her, but I was a changed woman after that.  That one afternoon with Melanie turned into a full-blown two-year affair, right up until I graduated from the university.  She did let me go easily, knowing that I was not meant to stay in that small college town forever.  I’m not sure that I could have been that mature about it had she not insisted.

About six months into our relationship, I did finally break the news to my friends and they were all surprisingly supportive.  You just never know how people will react when you tell them that (a) you are dating a professor or (b) you are dating a female, let alone (c) all of the above.

After I got my degree, I ended up going on to get masters (with a glowing recommendation from this one particular professor from undergrad school) and then moved into a career of professional counseling.  While my scenery changed over the years, my preferences never did.  After Melanie, I never dated another guy again.

Even though our intimate relationship ended when I graduated, I actually never lost touch.  We have remained close friends through the years and she did an amazing job of guiding me through the process of coming out.  Despite the fact that my first real relationship ever was with a woman, when I left school and left her, I was at loose ends on everything.

I will admit to slipping back to Melanie on more than one occasion, when I was between relationships.  I mean, really, can you ever 100 percent get over the one who was your first?  In some ways, all subsequent relationships are chasing that first experience.  That breathless moment of the first kiss, that thrilling heartbeat as you touch them for the first time.  It changed me and I never regretted leaving dick in the dust.


4. Workplace Arrangement: First Time Lesbian Sex with the Boss by Sofia Miller

Sandra has decided to change her life after high school sweetheart Trent, leaves her fourteen years into their relationship. Frustrated and determined to experiment with all the things she didn’t get to try while she was chained to monogamy, she will take a stroll down the office affair road and end up with a big crush on the most attainable person and unexpected of all: her boss Ania. New to the world of lesbians, will Sandra be able to seduce this power dyke?

It had been one of those turning points in life where I decided to change everything. What else could I do once the breakup bomb had been dropped? For the longest time, it had been the sort of thing I believed happened to other people; people I had to comfort from my privileged place as the only one of my friends who had managed a decent, long-lasting relationship with the person I thought I’d be spending the rest of my life with.

It’s a tough hit to take, that one. The worst part for me was how long it took me to realize that this soft-spoken conversation we were having was actually him trying to end things between us. I sat there obliviously for fifteen minutes, smiling over my salad. That was the thing with Trent, he was never direct enough out of fear of confrontation and the tedium that it led to. It was probably part of the reason we lasted so long and I slow and sadly came to realize that all that wisdom I had been so smug about had absolutely no weight in the real world. I could see it in all their eyes as they told me that things would be fine and I would figure it out in the same condescending tone I used countless times as I showered them with my wisdom on how to deal with their horrible suitors and shady fashion choices.

They say karma is a bitch. They are not wrong.

After a couple of weeks of pure self-loathing and pity, I decided that what I really needed to pick myself up off the ground, was a new set of everything. A new place that wasn’t haunted by Trent, clothes that didn’t remind me of the smug, passive-aggressive arm candy I became when I was with him, and a new job; a new office with a whole new set of acquaintances that didn’t know me as the girl who had just been dumped by her boyfriend of 14 years.  He could have all of their shared friends in the split, the last thing she needed was their pity as they asked how she was doing and avoided talking about Trent and his new girlfriend Amanda – who just happened to be talented, brilliant and stunning. Amanda who was living my life and showing up to Wednesday bowling nights in her cute summer dresses.

Fuck Amanda. And fuck all those other nasty little backstabbers for not having the common courtesy of warning me because “they didn’t want to get in the middle”. 

That had been the last drop, hadn’t it? With friends like that, I was better off starting over. At least that was what it felt like as I stormed out of the room, giving them the finger with one hand as I stole one last beer with the other. Who the hell wears a dress to bowling, anyway? Seriously.

That night was far from my best. I got back home to my sister’s apartment and drank the entire contents of the liquor cabinet, which included a third of a Malibu rum bottle, a shot of Midori, and a half a green apple Schnapps.  Then, I decided to leave four messages for Trent before, by some miracle, my battery died. It wasn’t miraculous enough because eventually I got distracted Facebook-stalking Amanda until I passed out, neck deep in tissues. Trying to get used to the couch but dreading the moment when my own bed made me face the endless emptiness of the side of the bed he claimed.

I hated waking up feeling like that, so goddamn defeated. So I made a plan to change my life, get rid of everything and anything that reminded me of Trent. It sounds easy until you realize he’s laced with the very roots of you. I had to cut around, start by finding a whole new neighborhood and hand my two-week notice at the magazine I had been the online editor for the past eight years.

Everyone told me to stop, pause and reconsider, but I was determined.

Within a couple of months, I had moved into a small two-bedroom apartment I could have all to myself and a job working for a Dutch company specializing in travel and basically charging people a fortune for research they couldn’t bother to do themselves. The offices were a twenty-minute walk away from the new place, and my job basically consisted of writing about these fabulous destinations and the amazing deals and benefits that booking through us would afford them, both editorially and in the sales area. It was nice, undemanding, and left me with a lot of time to wander about, talk to my co-workers and make new friends. It was all part of the plan, more or less. Like incorporating more summer dresses into my wardrobe and only wearing my hair up once a week. Like waking up an hour earlier to hit the gym and reminding myself not to use expressions like “hit the gym”.

Finally, and perhaps most importantly, I promised myself I would only get involved in very casual affairs with people who were nothing like Trent until I had figured out who I was without him. Without our collective “us” and “we”. It was a sad thing, but I couldn’t remember the person sitting under all those years as a couple, with tastes and opinions of her own. I sure as hell couldn’t let another person in my life before I figured out what kind of woman she was and what, if anything, I wanted from a partner.

The thought of having a partner made my skin crawl, though. There was so much I had missed out as the respectable half of one of those relationships that made old aunts sigh and others roll their eyes as they were subjected to the story one more time: how we had been life-long friends and together since the beginning of high school. How we were meant to last forever. I wanted the complete opposite: I wanted my apartment all to myself, my salary spent on new shoes and clothes and my romantic life went with only the occasional sexual encounter to keep me satisfied. I wanted to fuck and be fucked and experience all those things you just can’t experience when you have dedicated every year of your life to be someone else’s boyfriend.

***

Jason was the computer guy at the office. He was one of those lanky nerds that had completely missed the memo on his own attractiveness and went through the life smiling at people and being nice and kind, oblivious to his own looks and even sexier because of it. He was funny, intelligent and the kind of witty that won hearts over in a matter of hours. Also? He was tall. He was very, very tall.

I had always been attracted to taller men. It was in their hands and those long fingers, but I also liked the feeling that their form towering over mine gave me as if knowing that he could overpower me if he tried made me want to test and push back. Made me want to challenge him to a wrestling match that quickly became something else in my mind as I watched him work on my new office computer.

And I really don’t know what took over me.

I was wearing one of those sundresses I got myself in my new life plan and felt his elbow brush against my knee as I leaned in for him to explain how to log into the CMS. There was something in that pause, that look he gave me – as if he was waiting for my permission to lift his hand from the keyboard and softly touch my knee.

“Is this okay?” He asked, his fingers sliding from the knee to my thigh tentatively.

I could feel the way he was shaking as It moved a little further and then stopped suddenly, stuck between whether he should go on or just retire. Unsure, he kept his hand right where it was and looked up at me, searching my eyes for some sort of incentive or deterrent to guide him through his next move. I don’t know if it was the novelty of it, the fact that he wasn’t Trent, or how long it had been since I felt truly wanted, but I parted my legs for him and smiled a slow smile, reaching down to guide his hand further up my skirt.

Those Nintendo-callused fingers were as fucking good as I expected them to be. Long and thick and dexterous as they brushed the crotch of my panties aside and began to touch me, spreading my lips and rubbing in patient circles until he couldn’t resist and pressed two fingers into my warm, wet pussy. I bit down on my lip, trying to quiet down the moan that threatened to push past my lips as he inserted a second finger and, placing his other hand on my stomach, began to finger fuck me. The unhurried movements more out of cautiousness than any interest to tease me.

I could see his erection pressing painfully against his jeans already and it only turned me on, his fingers slick with proof as I began to rock my hips to the rhythm of his fingers. A little harder every time.

“You’re fucking my fingers…” he exhaled, his tone both breathless and incredulous.

And I was a little shocked at how satisfied I was with doing just that.

My cubicle was in the furthest corner of the last row and standing as I was, I could see the empty cubicles around it and had a clear view of the door. It was perfect as long as I could manage to concentrate on checking for people instead of his hands, the way they touched me and how his fingers penetrated me in a way so pleasurable I was honestly disappointed when he stopped. Even through the anticipation, I wanted more. More of his hands and those slick fingers I kept pressing myself back against.

The smack on my ass resonated through the entire space and made me glad it was so early – earlier than most people were used to around here. The only person around was the security guard past the glass doors at the entrance, who could probably hear each moan and grunt produced as he fingered me so hard my knee ended up on the desk, my legs spread wide as he reached for his erection and began to stroke himself through the condom. He moved closer, teased me with the head of his cock and another smack that made me whimper.

“Do it.” I pleaded, his breath hot on my neck as he adjusted himself behind me.

“Do what?” He asked, his voice teasing and his anxieties gone.

He wasn’t shaking anymore as he wrapped an arm around my waist, letting his hand snaked down between my legs massage my clit in small circles with his index and middle fingers.

“Fuck me.” I hissed, pressing myself up against his hand and then rocking back to feel his cock, hard and ready. “Do it.”

His free hand reached between us to guide himself in, then, he rocked forward with a thrust vicious enough to make my voice echo through the empty workspace again.

We fucked hard and fast, invigorated by the thought of being caught until he had to put his hand over my mouth to shut me up before the guard decided to check if I was being murdered instead of fucked raw. I almost didn’t notice Edna from accounting as she walked in, coughing that cough that never seemed to go away.

I pushed Jason back onto the chair, landing on top on him. And any normal person would have stopped then, but I was a woman possessed and began to fuck him faster and harder. My hand over his mouth as he stuck his fingers in mine – muffling my cry as my whole body arched and shivered with orgasm. His fingers digging harshly into my hips as he came a few hip thrusts later.

I stood, turning my music up and yanking one of two drawers open to produce a package of wipes I offered to him after grabbing a few.

“I… I don’t know how --” he stuttered, trying to find the words as he pulled the condom off and cleaned himself before wrapping it in the moist towels and throwing it away in my trash basket. 

“Do I…. I mean you are –“

“Stop,” I shook my head, tossing the bunched up wipes into the same basket, “you don’t have to say anything and this doesn’t need to be anything other than an amazing office fuck that stays between you and me.”

“I…”

“I like you, It was fun, but I can’t give you anything else right now. And you don’t really want anything else either, so how about we don’t make this weird?”

Still a little speechless, he laughed.

“Fine, no weirdness. Just let me go wash my hands and I’ll finish installing the program so you can get to work.”

“Appreciate it a bunch, mister.” I winked.

He seemed to be fine with it as he gave me a peck on the cheek when he stood, right before wandering out from our hiding place as people started to pour into the office. And as I saw my new co-workers wander in, I wondered how terrible an idea it would be to get a little collection of fuck buddies right there in the office. A little bit of experimenting with the menu at hand.

It was a lost cause because I was determined to find out how much I could get away with. I wondered about who looked like they might want to get in trouble with me, which conference rooms were best for middle-of-the-day fucks and the parking room spots that allowed the most privacy.

It was around that time that I began to really notice Ania.

***

I didn’t want the whole office to notice I had the plan to fuck my way through the people I found attractive around there for a number of reasons, I needed to be smart and to find legitimate excuses to meet up with the people I hoped to seduce. I booked meetings and crossed my fingers, hoping they would find me irresistible in a short skirt and high heels and take me right there; in their office, the bathroom, the copy room – I had a list of ideal spots I hoped to get through in a certain amount of time. As for my conquests? I didn’t do too bad: there was Marcus with his own corner office, Jamie with his spacious black car, and Jason, whom I visited with computer issues often and fucked in the utility closet.

Then, there was and a quiet, almost unacknowledged, interest in our brave leader. Ania.

Ania was the founder of the company and a consummated power dyke. She wore killer tailored suits that showed off her impossibly long legs and well-toned figure; her waist, cleavage, and ass were always bang on. She at no point aimed to look like anything other than the ridiculously sexy woman she had been ever since she realized she was too smart and pretty to give a fuck about what the world thought about her and her personal preferences. And so, she didn’t anymore. At least that was what she preached on blog posts and interviews about her wonderful little company.

I had never experienced with women before. There was that one drunken kiss in the pool at that Hawaiian college party I had gone to with Trent, but I was pretty sure that drunkenly smooching on your best friend from college in front of your boyfriend was one of those rites of passage that you stumbled through and often forgot. It had been fun, I guess. The parts I remembered were definitely not something I would ever regret but I was convinced that my lesbian tendencies had been put to bed that night when the three of us passed out side by side before any experimenting could happen.

Trent would never forgive himself for it.

Still, it couldn’t be denied that what Ania made me feel, in the midst of all that nervousness, was the strongest attraction. The kind of attraction that made me stutter, giggle at jokes that may not have been that funny and, suddenly, stop noticing the boys who had been so accommodating up until now. Slowly, I began to lose interest in them, making up excuses to miss our dates, and then pitching them some cheap sell about how it was unprofessional to do what we had been doing for weeks at the office.

The truth was that I was unexpectedly terrified that the rumor of me sleeping with half the office would reach the boss.

Far from being afraid of getting fired, I feared that her knowing I was involved with these men would make Ania assume, perhaps correctly, that I was straight. Exclusively so. It was a strange thought to have with so much more at stake here, but it was there. In my daydreams and my night dreams, some more vivid than others. Some so realistic I woke up worked up and wet.

In the dream, I walked up to her and grabbed her by the arm to catch her attention, pulling her close to tell her that I was feeling I might be a little bit bi-curious. Then, I kissed her so hard, deep and intense I often woke up breathing heavily and flushed. Snapped out of it with my tits rising and falling with my hollow breaths.

It wasn’t like I got a lot of alone time with Ania. Or any at all, really. In fact, I usually only got to see her at meetings, on the other side of the table. Far, far away from where I sat, looking perfect and untouchable. When we spoke, it was usually with a group of people around us, throwing ideas on what should be written on the blog and how. It was all about work and why wouldn’t it be? I still couldn’t help resenting her for speaking to other people and giving the time I wasn’t getting, no matter how obvious or justified.

As much as I had been wishing and praying for a one-on-one, mainly as part of a fantasy I hoped one day would become a reality, I wasn’t particularly surprised or suspicious when Ania’s assistant poked her head into my cubicle and told me that the boss would like a word with me before I left later that evening. It did, however, fill me with that bubbling excitement that takes over you like sparkly wine prickling at your chest and buzzing inside you and ready to blow the cork.

I ran to the bathroom like a teenager who has just been told their crush is waiting for them downstairs, entirely by surprise, and spent the next fifteen minutes in front of the mirror. I brushed my teeth, used my fingers to comb my hair out of the messy bun it had been pinned into all day and then pinned it back up in a better, nicer, more arranged little bun – without the pencils and the stray locks that stuck out and spilled from the careless pin I had tucked it into in anticipation of finally leaving the office. 

The office was almost empty by the time I returned to my cubicle to wait for the time of our meeting to arrive. It dragged, gave me enough time to go from that hopeful excitement that I would get to maybe kiss her, to the worrisome realization that maybe I wasn’t being called to be kissed at all. Maybe it had more to do with my office affairs and I was, actually, about to get fired.

***

“Come in, Sandra.”

“Ania, hi,” I walked into the office, the largest of them all, with a large window and a view of the city from the 19th floor. “You wanted to see me?”

“I did, yeah, come in. Sit down, please.”

Ania’s office was a spacious room with very clean lines and minimal decoration; she had a painting facing her desk and the city’s skyline as a backdrop when she sat at her desk. I moved closer, sliding into one of the chairs opposite to her seat and glancing around for a moment before returning my attention to her. Even with all those noteworthy details, the view, the pictures and the decorations, Ania was the most mystifying thing in the room. The most appealing.

“I spoke to Edna,” she began, making my heart sink instantly upon realizing that this could only be about one thing.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. She brought certain things to my attention.”

“Certain things?” I asked, biting my lower lip to add my nervousness to the list of things I was feeling as I felt the blood rise to my face, filling it and leaving it so hot and heavy I could barely hold it up. “Like what?”

“You know what,” Ania smiled at me, leaning back into her chair.

She was wearing a pair of black slacks, red stiletto heels and a crisp white shirt with only the two middle buttons done, leaving her a view of both her stunning cleavage and a stomach she had obviously put a lot of work into. I noticed that she had the longest neck as she tilted her head to the side and brought a hand up to massage it, thumb and middle fingers massaging first the neck and then the shoulder.

“I…”

“Edna thinks it has all been to get my attention, I am wondering if I can just turn a blind eye to all of this or if I should take legal action. What do you think?”

“Edna said that?”

I knew that what was being said here was impossibly serious, but it was hard for me to see the bigger picture. Hard for me to understand that my career was on the line as she sucked the cap of her pen between her lips. She looked interested in what I had to say as soon as she realized that what worried me most about her words, was what Edna had been babbling to her about. Again, I felt that adolescent tug of anxiety I hadn’t experienced in long enough to know I was never really fond of it. I hated the uncertainty. I hated that all I could think of was spreading my legs and letting her watch.

“Is it true?” 

“Maybe?” I sighed, my hands gripping my knees like a school girl being told off.

“Stand up.”

I looked up at her, my brows furrowed in a question she answered simply by signaling my to stand with her hand. I stood, suddenly feeling her eyes as they devoured me in the black and yellow floral print I was wearing, my tits rising and falling in that deep v neck cleavage, much to her delight.

“Take that off.”

I was confused. I wanted it, I couldn’t explain why, but I really wanted it. I wanted to do as I was told. To submit myself to her. There was another part of me, though, a smaller part of me, that wanted me to shake my head and tell her that what she was asking me to do was inappropriate – far much more than anything I had done so far because she was in a position of power. It was a part of my brain that spoke with a shaky voice; a part of my brain that wasn’t entirely convinced that the right thing was the right thing at all.

A part of my brain that went ignored as I slipped both straps off my shoulders and felt the loose fabric of the summer dress slide off of me to leave me standing in a mismatched pair of polka-dotted bra and panties. The dress pooling at my feet and covering my heels until I stepped away from it and gave a little turn that was entirely of my design.

“So,” Ania stood up, her hands sliding into her pockets as she slipped closer to me, her heels clicking as she moved in circles around me, “Why have you been fucking all of my employees if you’ve been trying to get to me?”

“No offense, but it looks like it might have worked.”

“Take the bra off and put your hands on the back of the chair,” she said, “lean forward.”

I did as I was told, letting the bra drop and placing my hands on the backrest of the chair, gripping it tightly to steady myself as I felt my legs beginning to shake with anticipation, my breath caught in my throat.

I felt her hand slide my panties down before she slid it between my thighs. The way she touched me. I had never been touched like that before, with subtle touches, fingers spreading and pinching and slapping until she dropped to her knees and suddenly, without a warning, stuck her face between my legs from behind. I could feel her up against my ass as she began to eat me out, thrusting her chin up aggressively as she tasted me, pushing me forward and forcing me to grip the chair even more tightly than I had been before. Each stroke of her tongue and tease of her lips taking me closer to the edge until I was moaning out loudly, without any control over it or any care about the way she was making me feel.

I ended splayed on a light blue rug in the middle of the room, peeling clothes off of her while we kissed. I could taste myself on her lips and it made me want to taste her as I pushed a hand between her legs, her pants discarded to the side, her panties wet as I pulled them off and smelled her on them, my stomach tying in knots after the crazy fluttering of the inner butterflies. I began tentatively, touching her like I liked touching myself when I woke up horny in the morning and slipped my hand between my legs before I was even fully awake. It was clumsy, but her broken directions as I hit the right spots were as much of a turn on as the way her pussy responded to the way I touched her.

I could still taste her as I slipped back into my underwear, watching her pull layers of clothes with her short hair stuck at an odd angle; flattened as she pressed her head back to the ground while I learned the right way to go down on her. I had never been directed before, but it was difficult to deny its appeal. I could feel myself getting wet all over again just thinking about it.

“Needless to say,” she said after her clothes were back on, her shirt having lost its pristine crispness to be left with the wrinkled evidence of their desperate fuck, “you’re not going to sleep with any of the boys again, are you?”

“No,” I answered without missing a beat, licking my lips and finding the remains of her sticking to them stubbornly – her taste everywhere. “I stopped a couple of days ago.”

“Good,” she smiled. “Next week, same time?”

I nodded. I wasn’t entirely convinced with our arrangement but I wasn’t really sure about anything other than how immensely good it felt to kiss her; to taste and finger her; how great it was to have her tongue playfully flick my clit. Maybe what I had been missing all along was a bossy sort of woman in my life.


5. Emma's Story: My First lesbian Lover by Riley Davis

She entered the room like a wave of hot fire. Strong. Sexy. I loved the way she smiled and the feel of her hand in mine. We danced and drank and even shared a bed. Could I take it a step further? I would have her and know what it was to be loved. Unless she broke my heart. What the hell was I supposed to do then?

She stormed into the first day of our American Lit class at least ten minutes late balancing a bagel in her mouth and an oversized backpack against her slim hip. Her hair was a crazy shade of red, and it hung over her shoulders in loose curls.

“Ashley Barnes. The only person who failed to speak up during roll call. Am I right?”

Every eye in the room turned to see her nod as Professor Parker tapped his watch and asked her how she had made it to the university if she didn’t know how to keep time. The girl never blinked as she assumed the only free desk at the front of the classroom and let the bagel fall into her palm with an apologetic bow of her head.

“Would you believe that question was not on the application?” she asked with a bright smile that never wavered, and a silence hung over the room as she pulled the required textbook from her bag and shot the rest of us an assured stare.

“At least I’m prepared for whatever you have on the syllabus,” Ashley continued. “But fair warning; I got through the Hawthorne last night and put in for a little Poe before the sun was even up.”

Bold, beautiful and ambitious. Just the sound of her voice triggered something in my soul that must have always been there even if I couldn’t give it a name.

“Fair enough,” Parker said with what sounded like grudging respect. “And now that you have graced us with your presence, let’s say we get on with the task at hand.”

“That’s what I’m here for,” she chirped as she lengthened up the back of her neck and tied her hair into a messy bun. “I can share with anyone who forgot to buy the book.”

Her words earned her a few groans from the peanut gallery, and our eyes just locked as she glanced over her shoulder. God she had an amazing smile. So many teeth tucked between plump, lush lips. Forget sharing the text and trying to make sense of the words; I was counting the seconds until the lesson’s end.

The moment of truth took an eternity to arrive, and as every other student shuffled out of the room, a few shooting her dirty glances just for the hell of it, I inched closer to her desk, my body buzzing as I met her eyes.

“Did I come on too strong?” she asked with a light laugh.

“I thought it was awesome,” I said. “Like something out of a movie.”

“Thanks,” she said as she packed up and leaned in to my ear, her breath warm and sweet as it washed over my flushed face. “You want to know a secret?”

“Sure!”

That came out a little too eager and I was ready for her to roll her eyes and say that she had something else to be late for when her fingers grazed the surface of my sleeve. I felt my skin tingle under my denim jacket and hoped that I could keep from falling over when she gave me a sly wink.

“After the Hawthorne and right before the Poe, I spent the rest of the night binge watching Julia Roberts. Maybe this was me making like Erin Brockovich. Funny how some things get stuck in your mind and make you want to bring them to life.”

Truer words were never spoken by another living soul.

“So you… I guess you like multi-task,” I said as I bounced from one foot to the other. Why were my hands suddenly so sweaty? It wasn’t like she was Michael Warren, my unrequited love from Saint Mary’s who failed to ask me to prom. I still went to the dance and hoped he might see me with new eyes and twirl me around the floor as the DJ spun his sounds.

Never happened. And right now I didn’t even care.

“I’m a girl with many talents,” she said. “Sorry. I didn’t catch your name.”

“Oh, I’m… my name is…”

It took me longer than I cared to admit to actually remember what it was, and Ashley rested her hand on my shoulder, her touch flowing through me again as the fog left my mind and I felt like I might drown in her deep blue eyes.

“It’s Emma,” I muttered.

“I love that!” she said. “Right out of Austen. So much better than sharing a name with the so-called hero that pretty little Scarlett O’Hara spends way too much time sniffing around.”

To my shame, I hadn’t read the book. But I had the movie as a point of reference. Maybe it was my aversion to mustaches, but the pale gentleman with more manners than moxie never seemed like the worst bet, and I gasped when she reached down and gave my hand a tiny squeeze.

“Where are you off to next?” Ashley asked. “I don’t have another class until after lunch.”

“Same here,” I said.

“Perfect! That bagel was just not enough. You want to split a plate of fries?”

“That’s a lot of carbs before noon,” I said. “How do you manage to stay up so late if you---?”

“All about the coffee,” she said. “Caffeine is a girl’s best friend.”

God how I wanted to play that role. The feel of her arm locking around mine seemed as normal as breathing as we hit the cafeteria and shared what sort of felt like a meal.

And a first date.

“So, Emma,” she said as she dabbed the corners of those lush lips with a flimsy napkin and tapped her nails of many colors against the tabletop. “Tell me you story.”

“My story?”

“Your hopes and your dreams. Where you come from and where you see yourself once we’re out of this institutional setting and making waves in the world.”

The music in her voice made me think that there was no way that she would not make that much and more happen. I was here because it was the next logical step. I had no major and imagined that I would end up like my mother. The running joke in my family was that she had gone to college only to catch my dad’s eye at a frat party and fall in love. She was kind of smart about it; they dated well past graduation and only married once he was landscaping fulltime and she managed a dentist’s office. They never seemed anything but happy. Maybe I would be as lucky and catch a prince before my first semester was out.

Or a princess.

“Interesting,” Ashley said as she munched on another fry. “I really do love those types of stories.”

“What type?” I asked.

“Two separate souls seeing each other from across a dark room. And they just know. You know?”

“Yes,” I whispered as my knees knocked together under the table. What would it feel like to run my fingers through her fiery hair? I had to sit on my hands to fight the urge, and my mind drifted into directions that signaled sin. If Sister Virginia were to suddenly enter the room with her glasses just perched on the edge of her nose, no doubt she would whip out a ruler and remind me how hot the fires of hell could burn for the damned.

Yet fire meant heat which was always good for keeping out the cold.

“But you have it all figured out, right?” I said. “Let me guess. You… you’re going to write your own stories. Or… or something for Julia Roberts to play. Maybe get her a chance at another Oscar?”

Ashley laughed out loud as she slapped her hand to the frayed jeans at her thigh, and I joined in as she coiled her fingers around mine.

“Looks like you already have my number,” she said. “Maybe this is the meeting that will make the next four years well worth the hassle.”

“That’s a story I’d like to read,” I muttered.

Or better yet, inhabit.

I spent every waking moment with Ashley. We always met up before Parker’s lectures, and he started to call us the wonder twins when we offered insightful analysis on everything from Melville to Bobbie Ann Mason. In the space of the latter’s most famous short story, going to Shiloh seemed like a kind of death sentence, but after a weekend spent in her dorm watching Ken Burns’ Civil War series, she suggested that we check it out come the summer. I liked the idea of a trip that was just the two of us so we could leave the rest of the world behind.

I shared her single bed in what felt like a perpetual sleepover, and Ashley loved to snuggle under the sheets. Sometimes I wondered why she didn’t make another move, but simply being her with was almost enough. Of course I couldn’t help but slip my fingers into my panties and imagine what her hand would feel like on my body. Inside me.

A supposed sin never felt so sweet.

Friday nights were for the mixers, and I learned how to drop it like it was hot under her tutelage. It wasn’t the prom waltz I had been denied, but there was something so much sweeter in dancing beside her and having the freedom to try my own moves as she clapped her hands to the beat and whistled her approval at every turn of my hips.

Did I dare make the next move and take this a step further? Winter break was right around the corner, and I needed something to sustain me in the weeks to come without her.

I bought a blue dress and spent more time than at any other point in my life on my makeup as I approached her dorm room, ready to tell her that she didn’t have to treat me with kid gloves.  I had watched her lips spin theory into cold hard facts and seen them curl around straws as she stayed sober and always made me feel safe. Time to return the favor and I got my hands on a bottle of cinnamon whiskey for us to share. Taking the steps two at a time, I spied her door open and pressed my body to the nearest wall as the sound of muffled voices left the room.

“I’m serious, Ash. I get it now. You were always the one. And I’m not going to let you slip through my fingers again.”

Stretching forward as I held my tongue, I saw a lanky boy with spiky blonde hair kneeling at the foot of her bed as he held her hand and bathed her cheeks with soft kisses.

Who the hell was he? And what right did he have to show up at this moment and spoil that night that was meant to be ours?

“Peter, it’s too late,” she said. “You lied to me. You said we… Christ. We were going to get married.”

I saw her eyes soften as my heart froze, and I silently tried to tell her to slap the boy’s face away when she sighed and settled into his shoulder.

And his long arm worked its way around her waist…

“We still can,” Peter whispered. “Just… all you have to do is come home with me. I’ll take care of you. You’ll never cry again, and I---”

“No!”

Unable to contain myself, I busted into the room and looked into Ashley’s eyes. She gasped as soon as she saw me, and I wanted to be strong enough to lift her into my arms and carry her far away from someone that had hurt her.

“Emma?”

She was on her feet, and I smiled at her touch when she hung her head and glanced over her shoulder.

“Emma this…this is Peter,” she said in a voice so soft that I had to strain my ears to make out her words. “He’s… he is---”

“Not supposed to be here,” I sneered. “I… you should sent him away and let me…”

As my voice trailed off, I was ready to claim her lips and show her what she meant to me despite her wayward lover’s spying eyes. Ashley seemed ready to fall into my mouth when the boy stood tall at our side.

And my world came crashing down around me as she reached back for his hand.

“I’m sorry, Emma,” she murmured. “Guess we’re never going to make it to Shiloh.”

Peter shot me a smug stare, and I suddenly felt like a fool in my blue dress as I turned away and couldn’t tune out the sound of her voice.

“She’s my friend, Peter. She’s… she kept me going.”

“Okay. But now you have me.”

I spent the night in a wave of tears and downed the entire bottle of whiskey until I passed out.

To say that things were strained between us as we worked our way through our finals was the definition of an understatement. Even Professor Parker seemed to sense the chill that rivaled the wind whipping outside the classroom, and he actually pulled me aside to ask me if everything was alright.

“Yes, Sir,” I lied. “Just waking up from a dream is all.”

He frowned and asked if there was anything he could do to help. Did he have the power to turn back time? That would make for a hell of story, but it was the stuff of fantasy. Maybe if I’d told her sooner, let her know that I would fall to my knees at the first chance I wouldn’t be looking forward to going home. I was ready to head for the bus stop, wondering if I even wanted to come back to campus without her…

When Ashley stood before me with wide blue eyes and parted plump lips.

“Thank God you’re still here!”

She lunged forward and took me into her arms, stunning me with the force of her embrace. Her head slipped to the crook of my neck, and I started to ask her if this was her way of saying goodbye when she crushed her mouth against mine. I relished the taste of her hot kiss tinged with coffee and beer as she kicked my door closed and fell to her knees as she burrowed her copper locks in my lap.

“I’m so sorry,” Ashley whispered. “Forgive me.” Threading my fingers through her hair, I blinked back a few tears as she slowly looked up at me and waited for me to speak.

“I… you should be,” I said softly. She climbed up my body and cupped my chin in her hands. Could I just kiss her again? My tongue ached to tangle with hers. But I backed off and sat on the edge of the bed as I hugged my legs to my chest.

“What the hell, Ashley?” I asked. “You… I thought we had… I thought that you wanted me---”

“I do!” she insisted. “Peter was… I mean he was my first love or whatever. Mixed me up a little to see him again. Like you never had a first love, Emma.”

There was the memory of Michael Warren. But truth be told…

“Yes,” I whispered. “You.”

Ashley smiled at that and wiped a stray tear from her face. Cuddling close to my side, she held me in her arms and peppered my neck with kisses that made me whimper before she finally met my eyes again.

“Then give me another chance,” she said. “Because I… I can’t… I don’t want to lose you.”

Her kiss thawed the ice that had worked its way around my heart, and her fingers drifted under the waist of my jeans as she pushed her hand between my thighs and caressed my cunt as she kept showering my hair with her tender lips.

““I don’t want to play games here, Ashley,” I muttered. “I… if you’re just here to have some fun and get back to your boyfriend, I---”

“No!” she cried. “I’m not playing with you.”

Again our lips locked, and I chased after her kiss when she removed her blouse and let my eyes linger on her ample breasts.

“Play with me,” she teased. “I need you so much. I… I want your hands on me.”

Stretching forward, I traced the line of her slender neck and let my fingers fall down her sides until they hitched under her paisley skirt. The feel of her creamy thighs made me sigh, and I touched her taut belly as she nodded her head.

“Just like that,” Ashley said. “Keep going.”

But suddenly I paused and pulled my hands away as I softly shook my head.

“You… you do get that this is my first time doing this,” I said. “I mean with a girl.”

“You’re off to a great start Emma,” she said with a smile. “Here I… how about I make it nice and easy for you.”

Ashley shot up and discarded her skirt. No panties. I had stolen glimpses of her body here and there as she pulled sweaters over her head and shimmied into fresh jeans. But now it was so much more than a moment. Her perfect body was on full display, and she lay back on the mattress and grabbed my hand.

“As you were,” she said. “Do with me what you will.”

Biting down on my lip, I started at her ankles and let my hands glide up the length of her legs. The urge to nip at her flesh followed each stroke, and she giggled as I kissed her and made the move to wrap my arms around her waist. Ashley arched her hips as I tickled her ass, and her mouth was hot as she followed my lead. Trembling as she suckled my breasts, my head started to spin as we drifted back to the bed and lingered in each other’s arms.

“I’ve wanted this from the first moment I saw you,” I said.

“Maybe you’re more like your mother than you care to think. You wanted to be sure.”

“And is this?” I asked.

“A sure thing? Feel me.”

Ashley guided my hand between her legs. Her damp cunt was all that I needed to know, and I explored her folds as she turned her body to let me take her deeper. The feel of her pleasure was rivalled by the light in her eyes, and as they started to fall back in her head, I grabbed her face and stared at her hard.

“I… I need to you to touch me,” I said.

“How about you level the playing field?” she asked.

I started to undress when I stopped and reached for her hands.

“You do it,” I said. “Don’t worry about hurting me or anything.”

“Because I’ve already done that?” she asked with a sad sigh.

“Yeah,” I confessed. “But we’re past that now, right?”

“In every way, baby.”

She tore at me sweater and relieved me of my jeans with a quick tug. The sight of my panties made her frown, and she snapped the elastic about my waist.

“Not that I blame you or anything,” she teased. “But these are getting in the way.”

“Then take them off,” I said. I was ready for her fingers to make the move when she bowed her head and tugged the silk away with her teeth. Laughing as I wrapped my arms around her, I moaned as she softly touched my thighs and grazed the short hairs surrounding my pussy.

“How does that feel?” she asked.

“Perfect,” I said as I struggled to breathe. Ashley’s stroke was a tender taunt. Every time I felt like she was about to consume me, she backed off and fell into a sweet caress. It was delicious torment and I wanted this moment for the rest of my life when she cradled my head in her hand.

“You go,” she whispered. “Like when we dance. I love the way you move, Emma.”

Kissing her thighs, I clung to her legs. My mouth roamed up her middle, and I buried my head in her breasts, lapping at her body as I grinded my nails into her back, only stopping when I heard her gasp.

“Did I hurt you?” I asked.

“Nothing that I don’t deserve,” she quipped. “Or can’t handle. But go down now, Emma.”

“Go down?”

“On me, baby.”

Ashley spread her legs, and I blinked at the sight of her cunt. Mine for the taking, and I rubbed her soft flesh as my head fell to her middle. The vibrations pouring from her flesh might have lulled me to sleep in her fingers didn’t keep carding through my hair, and I wanted to be everything to her when I slinked up her frame and rested my head against hers.

“Need a little help here,” I said. “Show me how it works.”

Rolling her eyes with a gentle smirk, Ashley guided me to my back and captured my wrists in her palms.

“Pay attention, Emma,” she said. “Parker doesn’t give lectures on this.”

“Thank god for small miracles.”

We shared a laugh at the old man’s expense, and my wonder twin went to work. Her tongue started to sip my essence.  She darted in and out of my cunt and licked the cum dripping between my thighs. She moaned with each move, and I left her hold to grasp the sheets under my body as she looked up and narrowed her eyes.

“You can scream,” she said. “Dorm’s almost empty.”

“I think… I know I’d like that,” I said. “Ashley, please.”

She kissed one breast and then the other before diving back between my legs.

“Still multi-tasking?” I asked with a weak laugh.

“Maybe I should get some focus here.”

I trembled as she licked and nipped and sent my senses reeling. How did her tongue move so fast? My mound melted into her ministrations, and I wondered why the hell she would ever want to waste such skills on a cock.

“That’s good,” I said. “That… Christ, this is the right thing.”

I felt her head nod as she sucked my pussy dry, and my voice hit the ceiling as she finished me off with a gentle kiss and lifted her head to meet my eyes. I lingered in her stare and let her fingers caress my face as she laid her head in my neck and sighed into my skin.

“All good, Emma?” she asked.

Her lips curled around the sound of my name passing through her lips, and I held her hard and fast as her the red strands of her hair fell before my eyes. I kissed at her locks and wrapped my arm around her neck as she lifted her face to mine, her breath floating into my ears as I listened to the low hum of her whisper.

“I… I always knew that holding you would feel like this.”

“Like what?” I asked. Ashley was silent as her hold grew tighter, and I savored her kisses as she worked her way down my neck and pushed me deeper into the bed.

“Like the best thing,” she said. “Girls… they always smelled so sweet. And then you were right there. A dream come true. Almost.”

“Ashley…”

Was she having second thoughts? Would Peter come back and spoil the show?

“You… are you afraid of this?” I asked as I stroked her sides and savored the feel of her turning into my touch as she closed her eyes.

“No,” she said. “This is the story to tell.”

“Think Parker will ever add it to the syllabus?” I asked.

“Depends on how you play your part,” Ashley said. “Can you please do me now?”

Propping my body up, I kissed her hair and let my fingers settle between her legs. Ashley felt like an extension of my own body as I probed her soft flesh and remembered the moments when I touched myself to the point of screaming.

“I.. I used to think that this was a sin,” I said. “I prayed for it to go away because of the pictures in my mind”

“Tell me what you saw,” Ashley begged as she kissed my hand and fluttered her eyelashes.

“I imagined an angel taking me under her wings. Folding me in so many feathers until I couldn’t breathe.”

“And I’m the writer?” she asked.

“I only want to be yours.”

Ashley kissed me, and I met her mouth and loved the feel of her body on mine. Soft flesh. Her red strands falling through my fingers.

“Let me show you how much,” I said. She giggled as I parted her legs and kissed her inner thighs. Her legs quaked with each peck, and I delighted in the faint scent of flowers flowing from her cunt as I kissed her mound.

I parted my lips.

The taste of her heat falling over and around my tongue felt like coming home. I loved the way she grew wider and let me know her inside as well as out when her flood came hard and fast, like she’d been the one watching me sleep and wanting…

“Why…why did you stop?” she begged as I pulled out and looked down at her with brimming eyes.

“You really won’t leave me?” I asked. “Because I can’t take---”

“Emma, breathe with me.”

Sighing into her hair, I felt her fingers trickling down my sides as she guided me back to her cunt and sweetly kissed the top of my head.

“I’m not going anywhere,” she said. “Come home with me for break. Or I’ll follow you. Or we’ll go to Shiloh.”

“All of the above,” I said as I moved into her depths and swallowed her desire. Ashley writhed underneath my hands, my body, and I heard her scream as she pushed me to my back. Her cunt stayed on my face, and my kisses blazed across her folds. I stayed between her legs until she calmed, and I winded my arms around her body to keep her close as she settled at my side.

“How did I do?” I asked.

“Like an angel,” Ashley said. The feel of her nod made me curve my neck back as I kept touching her hair.

“You’re real sweet,” I said. “When you’re not breaking my heart.”

“Right about here?” Ashley asked as she placed her hand just above my bare breast and I thrummed under her touch. “Feels good and strong now.”

“Thanks to you,” I purred. Giving her a quick kiss, I let the heat from her body warm me like the most brilliant fire, and Ashley lifted her lips to my ear.

“Two separate souls seeing each other from across a dark room. And they just know. You know?”

I did, and as I lay at her side and looked up at the window, I wondered how I would explain missing family Christmas for Shiloh. How we could finagle a double room for next semester.

And how I was going to be happy with her for the rest of my life.


6. My Notebook of Revenge: Lesbian Revenge Sex with My Ex's Girlfriend by Ellie North

Miranda is having a bad day. Her (ex)husband Keith, eternal asshole, roasts her in court in order to cheat her out of the money she is owed from their marriage. Meanwhile, he flaunts his gorgeous new girlfriend, Camille, in front of her like a trophy. Miranda had hoped that Keith would change his mind, but her time in front of the bench only serves to drown that hope like she drowns her sorrows that evening. But when Camille shows up at her door, late at night, Miranda can’t figure out what this goddess could possibly want from her. After all - what could Miranda have to give that Keith hadn’t already taken?

I gazed at myself in the mirror, my hands planted firmly on the marble countertop. My auburn hair was drawn into an austere bun at the back of my head, and I had ensured that my eyebrows were perfectly shaped, my makeup perfectly applied; I could find no fault in my appearance. Then why did I feel so vulnerable?

Get it together, Miranda.

I cursed, reaching into my bag for a tube of lipstick. I had already applied it liberally only half an hour before, but it never hurt to apply more war paint. Then, I smoothed out the one or two tiny creases in my dress, and prepared to walk out on shaky legs. I was glad I had worn heels, needing the height, but the unsteadiness they caused was certainly a drawback.

The door to the bathroom swung open just as I approached it, nearly hitting me in the face. I flailed backwards, managing to stay upright after a couple moments of swinging my arms wildly.

“I’m so sorry,” the intruder said.

I looked up to meet sea green eyes. It was her.

“That’s okay,” I said, plastering on a fake smile. “You just startled me, is all.”

I watched my husband’s—ex-husband’s, I supposed—new girlfriend sidle up to the mirror. She was everything I had always wished to be, and I hated my husband—ex-husband—for rubbing it in my face constantly that he had upgraded.

And what an upgrade. Camille was tall, very tall. I supposed she must have been at least six feet without heels. In heels? She was practically a skyscraper when compared to my measly five foot six. Those long, tan legs stretched for days. I, being of Irish descent, couldn’t hope for a tan if I sat outside in the Bahamas all summer long. Camille’s features were sharp yet feminine, and her blonde hair looked perpetually sun-kissed. That was one thing I wouldn’t trade, though—my own hair. Keith may have gotten a leggy model with beautiful, pouty lips, but I would always have my fiery mane.

I made an attempt for the door again.

“Miranda,” Camille called from behind her.

I spun on my toes, fixing Camille with a questioning look.

“You look really great.” She smiled. “You’re going to do great out there.”

What kind of psychological warfare is this? I thought. Is she trying to undermine my confidence?

Camille looked so genuine though; her mouth grinned, but not in the way I had seen in her photo shoots. It was reassuring, kind.

I nodded to the taller girl, pursing my lips together in what I hoped was a smile. I ducked out of the bathroom and proceeded down the hall, feet complaining the whole way.

When I reached Courtroom B I paused, trying to decide whether it was worth going through with it. I could always disappear, I mused—cut my losses and vanish forever.

I sighed. It didn’t matter how far I ran; Keith would always find me. There was nothing that would get between that man and this divorce.

I entered the room with my head held high, trying desperately not to slip on the tile floor. I walked with purpose, with poise, straight past the rows of my former friends and relatives, all the way to the front of the room. I went to the table where my lawyer stood, nervously shuffling papers.

That’s not a good sign…

The beady-eyed man looked at me from behind his thick spectacles.

“Ah, Melissa,” he greeted. “How are the children?”

I glared at him.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I said flatly.

The man looked down again, reshuffling, and pulled another folder out from his files.

“Ah!” he exclaimed happily. “Miranda, not Melissa. Sorry for the mix-up.” He smiled jovially at me, seemingly presuming that all was well. “All these ‘M’ names. And you’re all getting divorced! I’m sure you can see how a mistake like that could happen.” 
I ignored him, taking the moment instead to ask God for a little bit of courage. I wasn’t a religious woman by any token, but it seemed, at that moment, that a potentially fictional deity was more likely to help me out in that room than my bumbling fool of a lawyer was.

I shot a glare at my husband. Ex-husband. He had been the one to insist on taking care of my lawyer for the proceedings.

“It’s not fair,” he had said, “that I get to hire the best lawyer that money can buy, but you’re forced to use a state-funded attorney because you don’t have any of your own money.”

I would have been better off at Legal Aid. I had accepted it, though, at the time. I had also chosen not to mention that I used to have money. The inheritance I received from my parents’ death, unfortunately, had been somehow ‘lost’ with his other investments in the Crash in 2008. I had never invested it.

Why not mention it then? Why allow him to walk all over me? I had asked myself these questions many times in the recent months. The answers were as silly as the questions were obvious. At first, it was the hope that he would change his mind. I had always been full of hope. Then, when that ran out, it was wishful thinking that kept me going; the kind of wishful thinking that would see him take pity on me, allow me some sort of recompense for my years of service at his side.

The fact that my lawyer had revealed himself to be a bumbling fool, right around the time that it became too late for me to find another lawyer, had already stoned those particular dreams. Keith has been so kind the entire time. Well, as kind as one can be when leaving one’s wife.

“It’s for the best,” he had said. “You have so many dreams. I don’t want to hold you back. And I have my dreams too.” More importantly, he had said, “I will always love you.”

I had been so stupid to believe him—to think for even one second that he had been interested in doing anything for anyone other than himself. That’s what happens when you’re in love, though. You hear what you want to hear, and you believe what you want to believe, regardless of what evidence lies in front of you.

That realization had hit me hard the first time my lawyer had screwed up. It had just been a small paperwork issue, but all the same I was damned sure that Keith’s lawyer wouldn’t have made the mistake. It was then I first knew that Keith was out for me, and what had started as a simple dividing of assets had turned into a full-blown attack on my character and constitution. Keith was out for blood.

Across the aisle, he smiled at me; it appeared sweet, but I knew it was a thinly veiled smirk. He looked so handsome in his tailored suit, tall and regal, even in the small courtroom. His salt and pepper hair showed his age, but he had always looked so young. He had been mine, and when he wanted to move on he was conscious of the fact that he had lost the other thing that had been mine—my inheritance. He was there to make sure that I would never see a dime of it.

I glanced backwards as the doors opened, admitting Camille just before the judge took his seat. She hurried along the aisle and Keith glared at her, furious that she was late.

I smiled. After all, you had to take the victories where you could.

Camille shifted along the row of benches behind Keith, finally choosing a spot close to where he sat. Her face was drawn; she looked decidedly unhappy to be there.

That didn’t surprise me. After all, how much fun could it be catching a glimpse of your future? What bothered me most was that I could have seen this coming, too, if I had been smart. After all, hadn’t I been in the exact same situation only five years ago? How stupid I had been, how young. I wanted to reach out to Camille and urge her to run. I couldn’t hate her, though lord knows I had tried. It was impossible to hate someone when you had once been in her shoes.

I remembered exactly how sweet the forbidden fruit had tasted when Keith first seduced me. I remembered his divorce proceedings with his first wife. I remembered how he had left her penniless. More than anything, I remembered how that woman had stared at me with hollow eyes. I remembered feeling guilty but not judged, like she was too world weary to hand me the torch of blame. Now I was in a similar position.

Keith, of course, was careful to cover his tracks while he was still in a relationship. I had no solid evidence that he was with Camille while we were together, just like Cassandra had had no evidence of our lunchtime trysts and late night texts. It wasn’t until a few months after our separation that he went public with her. He was smart like that, always cautious of the law. I should’ve known better than to marry a psychopath.

The proceedings went exactly as I had known they would, deep inside, from the moment he told me that he wanted something else. To the last, I had hoped. If wishes were horses, beggars would ride.

I got almost nothing. I was lucky to leave with the designer clothes on my back. I watched solemnly as his lawyer systematically destroyed every claim I had to the remnants of our life together, destroyed my credibility in front of ex-friends, ex-family, and my ex-husband. I walked out with my head high though–knowing that despite what it felt like then, my life wasn’t over. I was only twenty-six after all. I was too young to be divorced, in my mind, but also too young to give up all hope.

I spared a glance at the peanut gallery as I left. Camille had the oddest expression on her face, one that I doubt Cassandra had seen from me when she left after her day was over. It was more than just pity, and it certainly wasn’t relief. I don’t know how to explain it, exactly, but she looked at me like a resolved sister. I felt silly for it, believing that my dreams were getting the better of me once more, but she didn’t look like a woman who had just won the right to be with the man she loved. She looked like a woman who had just climbed to the top of a mountain, and was preparing for a steep and rigorous descent.

***

I was drunk. After all, what better way to celebrate your anti-nuptials?

I staggered into the living room of the crappy apartment I had been renting for the past year, pizza box in one hand, and bottle of wine in the other. Why bother with a glass? I collapsed onto the couch, feeling something hard and rectangular beneath me. I rolled to the side and pulled out my notebook.

Ah yes, I mused, my notebook of revenge.

I grinned evilly, remembering the night my best friend and I had crafted a hilarious (and quite cathartic) list of all the things I could do to get back at my husband. Ex-husband.

Not that I’m in a position to actually follow through with any of it.

A knock on the door pulled me out of my drunken reverie. I looked at the pizza box in my hand. I wondered if perhaps I had ordered more by mistake.

“Just a minute!” I slurred, finding a spot on my coffee table for my food, notebook, and wine. I checked to make sure I was wearing pants and then stumbled to the door. I opened the door and leaned against it, swaying back and forth slightly.

“Oh dear,” Camille observed. 
My face immediately turned beet red. Here was this siren, dressed casually but tastefully in a pair of dark skinny jeans and a mauve blouse, and I was wearing pajama shorts and a t-shirt stained with pizza.

“Wha—what are you doing here?” I sputtered. The door swung towards her as I failed to remember to stand up straight.

She put out an arm to steady it, grimacing. “I came to talk,” she explained. “I would come back at a better time but there isn’t really one.” 
Intrigued, I did my best, drunk version of a welcoming gesture and leaned back to allow the door and I to swing inwards.

Camille chuckled and entered, slinking past me gracefully. I closed the door behind her.

She sat on the couch, and I couldn’t help but notice that her dignified presence actually seemed to class up my apartment a bit. And damn, she looked good. I had never been with a girl, besides the typical college make-outs one would expect of the nerdy girl in high school who suddenly got hot before college, but in that moment I found myself wondering how her lips tasted. I shook my head in an attempt to clear it.

She ignored my strange behavior, instead patting the spot on the couch next to her. I obliged, enjoying the sensation of her denim jeans on my bare thigh a little bit too much.

“I’m going to be succinct because I don’t have the time to be messing around.” She fixed me with a hard stare, her eyes green and unyielding. Even in the shitty lighting of my apartment she looked good. “Do you hate Keith?”

I didn’t know what to say. “I…” I looked down at my lap. “I hate what he did to me.” That seemed like the best answer.

“Okay, perhaps I should be more direct—do you want him to pay for it.”

I reeled back, suspicious. “Is this a trick?” I accused. “What are you trying to achieve here? What else could that bastard possibly want from me?”

I went to grab at my wine, suddenly feeling anxious for a drink, but Camille grabbed it from my hand.

“Miranda, honey, I need you to sober up by tomorrow, and if you drink through the night that’s not in the cards for me.”

My brow furrowed. “Camille, just tell me what’s going on.”

She sighed, rubbing her temples. “Here’s the deal, Miranda.” She looked up at me again, placing her hands on either side of my face to look me squarely in the eye. “Your ex-husband, my current boyfriend, fucked you over, just like he fucked over my mom. Let that sink in for a moment.”

I let it sink in.

“Nod if you’re understanding me so far,” she continued.

I nodded.

“Keith is a piece of shit and I have just ruined him. He’ll be going down for insider trading within the week. I also procured a hefty sum of money that my mother and I want to share with you. If you accept my offer though, we need to leave.”

I stared at her. I gulped.

“When do we need to leave?”

Should I have been questioning her more? Probably. Did I care at that point? Absolutely not. I had lost everything. My parents were long dead, I had no siblings, and I had given up my career to be Keith’s perfect wife.

Camille smirked at me. “I wanted to leave tonight but we can wait until the morning. Keith’s gone until midday tomorrow but he won’t find out what I did until at least tomorrow night. We’ll be halfway to Mexico by then.” 
“Mexico?” I said groggily, the last batch of wine I had drunk slowly settling in. “Shit, are we like Thelma and Louise’ing it outta here?”

“A little something like that,” she said, smirking. “Now let’s get you to bed, we’ve got a long day tomorrow.” 
I murmured something incomprehensible as she hoisted me up off of the sofa, allowing her to lead me to my bedroom. She didn’t comment on the mess—god bless her. Instead, she tucked me in sweetly and asked where she could find the spare blankets and pillows. I slurred out their location and she got up to leave.

“Camille, one more thing!” I cried after her. She stopped by the doorway, leaning against it with her arms crossed, a mischievous smile gracing those full lips. “Why help me? Why not just disappear? Why take the risk?” 
“Like I said, Miranda,” she said, “he did this to my mother too. She gave me up for adoption when she was a teenager, and I only found her a couple of years ago. It was the hardest thing she ever had to do, she told me. Giving me up, that is. But you know what she said was almost as hard?” 
“What?”

“Watching Keith’s wheel of psychosis take another turn with you.”

I didn’t know what to say to that; it was probably the nicest thing anybody had ever said to me—and meant it, at least. Keith had said his fair share of bullshit sweet-nothings.

“Good night, Camille.” I decided that would have to convey my sentiment for now, until I was sober enough to thank her properly. 
“Good night, Miranda.”

When I awoke it was clearly early morning. So early, in fact, that the winter sun had not yet risen above the horizon. Damn, though, was I ever thirsty.

I hobbled up into a standing position, beginning my slow journey across the room. Although tired, I couldn’t say that I felt particularly hung over. That was a relief. I made my way into the kitchen, downing three glasses of water greedily once I got there. I filled the glass again and turned to retreat back to my room.

It was then that I saw Camille, lying on the couch with reading glasses perched on her nose. Like a tidal wave, memories from the night before hit me in succession.

Shit, I realized. It wasn’t all some freaky dream.

Camille dropped her head to the side to look over at me, smirking as she did so. It was only then that I noticed what she was reading.

“Don’t read that!” I said, pouncing forward. I tried to pluck the notebook from her hand but she was much faster than me. She stood on the couch and held it away from me. Even when I got up on the couch next to her, trying to scramble up her lanky form, I still was unable to reach it. “That’s personal!” 
“You have a wicked imagination,” she teased. “I particularly enjoyed idea number three.” 
I blanched. “You made it that far?”

“It was only third on the list, babycakes,” she snickered. “Oh, don’t be so embarrassed. I’m sure we’ve all made a list of ways to get back at our ex at some point or another.”

“Camille,” I whined, “give it back!”

She dropped me. When I say that, I don’t mean she was carrying me and she put me down. I mean that she kicked my leg from underneath me, causing me to fall back on the pillowy couch like a sack of potatoes.

She didn’t waste a moment. Clambering on top of me, she pinned me down while she read from my list. I was almost too embarrassed to listen.

“Idea number one,” she read. “Cut his break lines.” She smirked down at me, her face only inches from mine. “I like that you’ve added a little side note: could possibly go to jail—maybe not.”

I groaned in frustration, unable to move. She was slight, but damn was she strong. Pressed against her as I was, my senses were pervaded by the smell of coconut and hibiscus. She smelled heavenly.

“Idea number two,” she continued. “Order a bunch of pizzas to his house, extra anchovies.” She chortled. “I like that he had the anchovy rant with you, too.”

I scrambled against her, not wanting to listen to the third item. She held me stronger.

“And finally,” she said, grinning wickedly. “Idea number three: fuck his girlfriend.”

I was suddenly conscious of our closeness, and her intense eyes on mine. “I...I was drunk,” I stammered. “So very drunk.”

“Are you sure?” she asked. Her voice was low, suddenly sultry. She looked down at me through half-lidded eyes, and I felt heat pool between my thighs. 
“Yes?” I squeaked.

“It would be an awfully good way to get back at him,” she drawled. “Don’t you think?” She let go of my wrists, running her hands slowly down my arms, then further down my side. I was only wearing a t-shirt and pajama shorts, and felt suddenly self-conscious about how pert my nipples had become.

“I’m…not…” I tried to say, but the sensation of her hand gliding across the skin of my hip, where my t-shirt didn’t cover, cut me off.

“What was that?” she asked.

Her face hovered mere centimeters from mine. She dragged her hand lazily back up my side, her fingernails lightly scratching my exposed skin once more. I shivered.

“You’ll have to speak up darling,” she whispered seductively. She bent to my ear. “Do you think it would be a good way to get back at that smug prick?”

Her lips just barely grazed my earlobe when she spoke, her voice no more than a sultry breath. I could feel her fingertips on my hip, sliding up my shirt inch-by-inch, leaving goose bumps in their wake.

“Yes…” I moaned, unable to contain myself.

Camille drew back from my ear, fixing me once more with that sultry stare. “I thought you’d never ask.” 
She dipped her head, crashing her lips against mine. I felt her weight adjust on top of me as she settled down. Her sizable breasts pressed against mine, and she slid her denim-clothed knee between my legs. Her tongue licked at my lips and I opened my mouth, which she probed greedily.

A shudder ran through me then, as one of Camille’s hands slid up under my shirt to capture my breast. She ran her fingers over my erect nipples, teasing them. As she did this she ground her leg into my crotch, eliciting another moan from me.

“Do you like that?” she asked breathily. 
“Yes…” I hissed as she ground her knee into me again. I could feel myself getting wet, and I rode her knee in wild abandon as we kissed.

She stretched upwards for a moment, removing her tank top to reveal a lacy black bra. I admired the smooth plane of her belly, the roundness of her tits as they spilled over the top of the cups. She reached down to pull my shirt off of me, and as my breasts spilled out she smiled like the cat that got the cream.

Camille bent her head down and captured one of my nipples in her mouth, sucking and nipping on it. I looked down to see her staring up at me, that same smile still etched onto her face. She moved to my other breast, reaching her hand down the top of my shorts. When she grazed my slit with her fingers I arched my back, and she clamped down her teeth gently on my exposed nipple.

Electricity shot through me. Then she slid a finger in. Her deft fingers probed me, teasing my entrance while also rubbing across the nub of my clit.

I moaned again.

Camille moved her face back to mine, bringing me in for another passionate kiss, as she thrust a finger inside of me. She worked on my clit at the same time as she thrust, and I could have sworn her hands were magic. I felt an orgasm building, but she pulled away before I could finish.

I looked at her quizzically, but she just stood quickly and discarded the rest of her clothes. Her breasts jiggled as she released them from their confines, and then she slid her jeans down those long, tanned legs. When she was finished stripping, she crouched down and pulled my shorts off of me. Then, she pressed me back into the cushions of the couch, lifted my legs in the air, and settled down between my thighs.

She didn’t start slow, as I had expected. She devoured me hungrily, like she was starving and the honey between my legs was sustenance. She licked up and down my slit, occasionally plunging her tongue inside of me, as she stared into my eyes to gauge my pleasure. I dipped my head back and let out a loud moan; I had never had such amazing head before. It was like she knew exactly where I wanted to be touched, when I wanted to be touched.

She began to focus on my clit, licking and suckling on the little nub of pleasure in a way that caused my orgasm to build again. When she stuck a finger inside of me I nearly lost it. My breathing was ragged as she thrust one, then two fingers, in and out of me, rubbing my G-spot with every stroke. I began to push towards her fingers, feeling the need rising and rising. I was approaching the peak of that blessed mountain, and I was going to ride her fingers all the way there.

She picked up the speed of her thrusts. My breasts jiggled as I bounced backward and forward on the couch, feverishly approaching my climax. Sensing I was nearly there, she licked faster than ever before, finally pushing me other the edge. 
My eyes watered from the pure pleasure of it, and I ground myself down on her fingers to eke out my orgasm for as long as possible. Again and again, waves of pleasure slammed into me, my whole body shaking from the release.

When I finally came down, she was still between my thighs, looking up at me with that sly grin on her face. She pulled her fingers out of me, brushing them lightly across my lips before she sucked on them seductively. I licked at my lips, slowly, tasting the sweetness of my own juices. I wanted more.

“Your turn,” I said, smiling coyly.

“I’m afraid not,” she sighed, standing. “We’ve got places to be, a man’s life to ruin.” She bent down to give me a peck on the lips as she grabbed her clothes, putting them on quickly. 
“Right,” I confirmed. I stood and walked towards my bedroom. “What does one pack for an extended vacation to Mexico?”

Camille pulled me back toward her before I could leave, wrapping her an arm around my middle and resting her chin on my shoulder.

“I can tell you one thing,” she whispered in my ear. “You won’t be needing many clothes.”

I smiled. For the first time in months I felt like things were about to take a turn for the better. I felt like my wrongs had been righted, like I had been avenged. Most importantly, I felt hope.


7. Frankie The I.T. Girl: Hot First Time Lesbian Sex at the Office by Lora Lane

Anyone who has ever been an object of affection for someone else would know the way I felt recently when coupled with a coworker. On a few occasions I have been in that position but never in the same way as this. Long story short, the person who had it bad for me is a girl. I didn't even know she was interested until we were forced to work late together one night. What happened that evening wound up being one of the hottest and most amazing nights in my life. 

Don't you just have to love work? No, you don't. Okay, maybe a few lucky people love what they do every day but I certainly don't. Work has its place in life. It pays the bills, it gives me something to keep busy with during the week and it grounds me in normal life a bit as well. All in all I view work as a necessity that serves its purpose well but I could do without it and it certainly doesn't really matter where I work or who with. My work life underwent a change recently however.

For background purposes, my name is Jessica and I work with computers. You know, I'm an I.T. guy with boobs and long blonde hair. I also happen to be gifted with good genetics, meaning I am a couple of inches over five feet six inches tall and can basically eat nearly anything I want and keep a great body. That gets me a lot of attention from the other computer geeks at work. I mean, it's not like I am the only girl in history who has been good at computers but in my personal circle of the world, it makes me fairly unique and gets me a ton of attention.

Things changed a bit a few months ago however. The place I work is one of those mid-size companies that is views as a small company by everyone other than the boss – who views it as being only weeks away from exploding on the world's stage at every moment. Because the big guy views the place as god's gift to fabric or whatever other products we specialize in, he decided recently that I needed help with the brand new fancy network we were installing. He actually believed that after five years of keeping his precious company from certain death via network problems that I couldn't handle whatever new tech the new system had to offer – and he was wrong.

But bosses don't generally listen to the smaller people in their company and despite my best protests, he hired the new I.T. specialist to aid me with the new system. He was going to come by a few times each week and teach me things I didn't know about it or something like that. In the end – because I didn't really have a choice – I decided to go along with it. By the time the first meeting was scheduled, I had actually worked myself into a place where I was almost excited to learn something new. That was until the guy walked in.

He was not a he, but a she – an I.T. guy with boobs like me. Sure there was a bit of irony in the fact that I naturally assumed it would be a guy coming along to teach me things but that wasn't why I didn't like her. Frankie walked in a few inches shorter than me with her brown curly hair pulled back into a stubby pony tail. She wore old brown boots that might have once been fashionable, blue jeans and a black sleeveless t-shirt. To complete the look she wore dark rim glasses that were clearly the cutest thing she had ever put on. The rest of her was a living 'what-not-to-wear' bulletin to the world around her.

I know what you're thinking. By my description she probably sounds cute, quite attractive even and you think I was just jealous. Most would naturally assume that my problem with her came down to another case or one girl feeling threatened by another girl of equal or greater intelligence arriving on the scene. That wasn't it though. Oh, I had a problem with her and a big one. It just wasn't a physical thing. It was more that I could clearly see she was a nice, likeable, smart and capable person who could do exactly what I could do. Sure, I might have reacted a bit because I wasn't the only girl around anymore but most of it came down to me worrying about my place within the company itself because the girl was good.

Frankie knew her stuff but I couldn't let myself like the way she went about her work. She wasn't like me. Sometimes she was nice, sure, but other times she was abrupt or even rude in the way she interacted with me and others. They didn't seem to notice as much as I did but trust me, it was true. Frankie did her job so well that it was hard even for me to find fault with but two things did bother me. She was too direct in her discussions with me and unprofessional in a very surprising way. At least it seemed completely unprofessional at the time.

The trouble really started when we were two months into our time working together. It was around then that Frankie started coming by every day instead of a few times each week. The more the boss asked her to come by the more she assumed she was in control of, which led to her assuming she could tell me what to do. The first real confrontation happened when I decided to let her know exactly where I thought she stood.

“Are you going to come over here so I can show this to you?” Frankie demanded. “It's difficult for me to teach this to you when you refuse to be taught. Get your shit together Jenkins.”

I stood up and glared at her in disbelief, “Excuse me! What gives you the right to talk to me that way? If it matters to you at all, I was trying to finish this email that I was sending to the CEO of Fiberworks before I started following your every wish.” I trotted over towards her, “Now that I have my so-called shit together, why don't you stop bossing me around and start doing your job.”

At first I expected her to hit back with just as much heat as I gave her but she didn't. Instead she smiled at me and flung a single strand of curly brown hair out of her face. “Good, you're here. Now,” she leaned over and began to show the right way to go about running the software she had brought up to the screen. I only kind of paid attention partly because I already knew how to do most of what she was doing and partly because I was angry.

After months of holding it inside I had finally let go of a small part of the frustration I had felt and Frankie didn't seem to mind at all. Instead she just kept showing me things as if she was only doing her job while I was about to lose my head completely. Just looking at the way she bent over the desk chair and the way she was typing so fast to show me whatever she wanted to show me made me even more angry. Finally I just stopped looking and allowed my focus to go out the side window of the office.

“Jenkins? Jenkins! Are you listening to me at all?”

I can still feel the warmth that came to my cheeks as I realized that I had completely missed whatever she had said to me. At the time I knew what I should have done. The right thing for me to do would have been to admit I was daydreaming and to ask her to repeat what she had said. The way she yelled my last name and embarrassed me however would not allow me to do the right thing. Instead the red that had crawled onto my cheeks exploded into my second angry outburst of that morning.

“Where do you get off calling me Jenkins like I'm a linebacker or something? My name,” I got closer to her, “Is Jessica. You may call me Jessica and that is all you may call me! Do you understand me?”

Frankie's cheeks flared a non-blushing shade of pink and I saw a different look in her eyes. I just knew she was about to come back at me with something. She stood closer to me for a second but only so that she could back up again and take a breath, “I'm sorry Jessica. Now, Jessica, did you hear what I said that I needed you to do? I realize that you don't see me as a supervisor over you and that is fine Jessica but you need to learn the hidden intricacies of this software and you need to learn it in the next few weeks. Were you listening to what I was teaching you just now or do I need to repeat it, Jessica?”

It's not all that difficult to figure out where the conversation went from there. What could I do but admit I hadn't heard her and ask her nicely to repeat herself? Frankie might not be a supervisor but that day she proved to me why she was the one teaching something to me instead of the other way around. In truth, my blowout and the way she reacted actually helped the two of us. Maybe it just helped me but either way, we didn't argue all that much after that.

As far as the software goes, she was right that I needed to learn a lot more than I thought I did from her. After that day I did just that and all was going extremely well. Don't get me wrong, we were never friends in any way, didn't share lunch or chat over coffee. We did work well together however and it meant that things were going well for the company and for me all the way around.

That one popular saying suggests that all good things must end and the feel-good times between Frankie and I most certainly did end not all that long ago. At least it seemed like we were having the worst argument we could have until things took a most unexpected turn. Allow me to explain how the situation was set up first.

The moment that Frankie had prepared me for was right around the corner, or rather it was right around the other side of the weekend. We were switching from the old network to the new one starting first thing Monday morning. According to what she told me, I knew Frankie was planning to work on preparations over the weekend. Network changeover is always nasty so I wanted to have a little fun instead so I would be ready for what was coming.

But of course nothing like that happened.

Trevor is the name of the hunk of man who I was planning on seeing that Saturday. Whether we are serious about each other or just a pair of people who enjoy hanging out and relieving tensions – so to speak – at the end of the night depends on who you ask. Trevor would probably quickly say that we are fairly serious. A little too quickly. For me, it seems that we are somewhere in-between. We are not just friends who bang against each other but we certainly aren't serious about each other either.

Anyway, I dressed up nicely for the evening with tight jeans, a loose and fancy red top with an open back and sequins all over, cute little boots and all the right jewelry to finish it off. I even fished my creative little bra out so that I could wear the top and did my hair to the nines. I was in my car on the way to the chosen meeting place – our favorite restaurant – when my phone rang. It wasn't a number I had saved but it was one of those I knew I knew and didn't like and I felt anxious as I pressed the button to answer it.

“Jessica?” came the all too familiar voice, “I hope you don't have plans.”

I cringed. It was my boss.

“Jenkins? Jessica, you there?”

As much as I wanted to yell into the phone that I did have plans or to just end the call, I regrettably said, “I am, sir. What's going on?”

“How are you this weekend?”

After pausing for a moment and wondering why any boss would ask that question when calling on the weekend I just said, “Fine.” He went on this long rant about how great things would be with the company just as soon as the new network was up and running. It would bring in more money and everyone would prosper. It all just went on and on and on until I thought I was going to either be sick or scream at him to shut up. Neither would have been a very good option since I really had no option whatsoever.

Finally he finished with his sales pitch and hit me with the directive he had driven towards the entire time. "Jessica, I need you to go in and help at the office tonight."

"I thought Frankie was handling the prep," I said barely hiding my irritation at the entire matter.

"She is but she called and has a problem that only someone who knows a lot about the old network can fix. This is critical to the changeover not causing too much downtime this week Jessica. It will be a great help for you to run over and help out. Okay?"

I reluctantly agreed and pulled over both to turn around and to text Trevor that we would have to reschedule. He took a bit to reply that he understood which probably meant he didn't. But I couldn't really blame him for that because I was having trouble understanding too.

How could such an expert like Frankie – and she had proven herself very knowledgeable about all sorts of network issues – run into a problem so dire that it couldn't wait until Monday? Why couldn't it at least have waited until Sunday? Maybe Sunday afternoon so I could have time to recover from another wild night with Trevor?

Rehashing all the things I hated about going in on that Saturday or any make-believe options that I wished I had only made me more angry so I forced myself to stop and accept that the company needed me and it would pay off – literally – in the end.

By the time I pulled up to the office, I had nearly calmed to the point that the pulsing of my blood through my veins would not be easily heard from a block away. I was still miffed though and having to walk in to see that smug and confident little smile on Frankie's face was not going to help matters. Unfortunately I still had to go inside.

The office was nice enough, especially the room we were going to use for the massive network upgrade. Other than monthly meetings – during which I usually ended up standing to one side trying not to go to sleep – I rarely stepped foot in the room, much less with the ability to possibly enjoy one of the comfy couches that they positioned to one side of the space. All the same, when I walked into that room and saw Frankie sitting on one of those couches just waiting for me, I nearly lost my mind.

Luckily I was able to hold it together long enough to walk across the room, heave a heavy sigh and smile as I said, "Why, Frankie, how nice of you to sit here and do nothing so that I could be called in to do your work for you! How will I ever thank you enough?"

Frankie smiled an obviously false smile, "Well, how very bitchy of you Jessica. I am fine by the way and how are you this fine evening?"

Responding in kind would be all too easy in the mood I was in that night so instead I simply shook my head, put my hand up towards her and walked on towards the computer monitors that rested on the far side of the room. I tossed my purse – clearly too small to hold anything but an I.D. and a napkin – on the desk and sat down to begin working.

There was only one problem.

"Let me know when you finish brooding so I can tell you what the problem is and what I need for you to do."

And there it was – the problem – spoken so simply by Frankie from her comfy perch behind me. I knew everything there was to know about the old system of networking that we were about to switch away from except for whatever the problem was at that moment in particular. Still, I wasn't about to just give in, turn around and ask her.

"I've got nothing but time and I know my way around this old heap," I said as I started clicking away at the layers of security that protected the inner workings of the network's main CPU, "I will figure it out eventually."

Frankie made a huff noise and scampered over to stand just behind me, "Wait! Stop, you'll lock us out for good!" When I kept going she grabbed the chair I was sitting in and forcefully rolled me away from the computer. "Christ! Don't you ever just listen? What's your problem anyway?"

I flew past my tipping point before I even walked into the room so when she drug me across the floor in the rolling chair I planted my feet and spun around to face her. "My problem is you! You volunteered to take the weekend work on yourself in front of the big boss man just so you could plant your cute little ass on that sofa and call me when it came time to do the real work. I'm not like you, Frankie. I have a life! I actually had plans tonight which I had to cancel because you like your spot on the couch!"

Frankie always replied with the most irritating niceties but not that time. That time she came up to me, face to face and yelled right back, "For your information I have worked my fingers to the bone all freaking day while you were sleeping it off all morning and getting ready for a booty call tonight. How dare you waltz in here and act like I've been doing nothing all day. Do you really think I have nothing better to do than sit here all day on a Saturday just to irritate you?"

"Yes!" I said bluntly.

"Oh my god," Frankie said with her hand planted on her head, "You are such a bitch sometimes. Why don't you just spin your hot ass around, sit in the damn chair and let me show you the problem that I cannot seem to get passed."

I pointed my finger in her face, "Don't tell me what to do Frankie and don't talk about my ass."

She grinned as if she knew she had gotten to me and loved it, "It's kind of hard to ignore Jessica – the way it rounds perfectly into those sexy legs of yours."

"Shut up, Frankie," I said as I turned around and started back towards the network

"Oh, now you're trying to tell me what to do," Frankie said as she hurried to cut me off before I reached the chair, "I sense a double standard. Or maybe you just like to play hard to get."

Forced to stop my forward progress, I sighed heavily. "Okay, what, you want me to admit that I need you to tell me what to do? Fine, Frankie, please tell me what to do so I can fix this damn thing and get away from your little bitchy butt."

Frankie tilted her head to one side and smirked, "Oh, you're giving up too quickly. I find it much more of a turn on when you bring out the claws." She shrugged and took a step backwards, "You want me to tell you what I need from you?" Frankie stepped forward and lightly shoved me, "Make me."

I was nearly in shock. Did she really just shove me? I knew she was acting strange but that was too far. Lifting my hands up as if in surrender I said, "Frankie, I don't think that was a good idea." Something about the way she was staring at me made me feel a bit uneasy but I couldn't put my finger on what it was. She approached closer again and I refused to meet her gaze.

"What's the matter Jessica? You were all ready to get all over me moments ago but now you're all scared of me? Do I intimidate you? Maybe I do."

Something in me switched at that point and I directed my stare right at her while pushed against her smaller frame, "I'm not intimidated by anyone." With my finger suddenly in her face, "Let alone you. Now show me what the problem is!"

She didn't come back with anything but she didn't back away either. Something about the look on her face was strangely different as she finally licked her lips and quietly said, "How bad do you want to kiss right now?"

The shock easily showed on my face as I looked at her in a very odd way and replied, "Um, none at all."

She still didn't back away and in fact pushed closer to me as she said, "So just me huh?" Before I could ask her what she was going on about or try to convince her to stop messing with me, Frankie reached and grabbed the back of my head and slammed her lips against mine with force. My hands flew out to the sides and my eyes widened in shock as her other hand grabbed my butt. I began to protest and she finally pulled away and licked her lips.

She said, "Not so bad huh? Ever kiss a girl before Jessica?"

"What?" I stepped backwards but she came right after me, "No."

"Really?" she said, "I have. Done a lot more than kiss a girl too. You ever fantasize about being with a girl Jessica?"

I continued to back away and tried to ignore the excitement of the moment that was building. "No," I lied, "No I haven't."

Frankie continued to stalk after me as I backed across the room slowly, "I think you have fantasized about being with a girl."

"What?" I could feel the red tone that had risen to my cheeks and my breath was short as I backed into the conference table and stopped. "What are you getting at? What do you want?"

Frankie didn't stop until she was rubbing against me, forcing me to lean backwards. She glared at me with a sultry stare and said, "I think you know." With that she charged towards me, driving me back into the edge of the table. This time when her lips came towards mine she pulled my head towards hers and I felt her tongue wanting to explore my lips. She gripped my hair tightly and I moaned aloud. The moment I did she pushed her tongue into my mouth and despite my surprise, I returned the kiss after a few seconds.

Her other hand was on my breast and I couldn't believe how hard my nipples were already. I groaned a little as she nibbled on my lip and pulled away. With a single jerk, before I could protest the kiss at all, she lifted my top off completely and threw it to the side before taking her shirt off as well.

I watched in shocked excitement as she removed her bra then glared at mine and moved to take it off next. Still in shock, and more turned on than I could have imagined, I didn't object when she lifted me onto the conference table and pushed me backwards. I was laying with my back stretched out on the table and my knees bent at the edge of the table. Frankie reached and unbuttoned my jeans and began to slowly pull them off. With one hand I reached for hers in a weak attempt to stop her but she merely pushed my hand away and I didn't protest again as she removed both my jeans and my shoes.

She lightly grabbed my foot and I felt her warm breath on my toes as she whispered, "Just relax," and began to kiss the top of my foot, working her way upwards. To my surprise, I found it very easy to relax because each time her lips touched my skin it sent a wave of tingles up and down my body. The kisses were delicate but she wasn't going slowly at all.

Frankie's breathing was heavy and her kisses of my shin because a breathy smooch of my inner thigh and then she licked her way up the rest of my inner thigh. I figured she was going to take it easy and tease what she wanted to do but I was wrong. With a sudden movement she rose up above me, pulled my legs up at the knee and shoved them open wide. Her nails scratched at my thigh as she jerked my panties over to the side and placed her hand on my pussy.

I thought for sure that when she took it that far I would have revolted and ordered her to stop but nothing could have been farther from the truth. My breath caught as she rubbed her fingers across my slit, quickly moistening me in the process. It was nice and slow at last but not for long as she surprised me again by shoving a finger and then two fingers into my pussy.

Groans left my lips as she increased her pace and began pinching my nipples at the same time. Everything she did was aggressive and all of it felt amazing, like I would never have imagined. By the time she lowered her mouth to aggressively suck on my nipples – her fingers shoving inside of me at a blistering pace – I had completely forgotten that I had ever been with another woman before. All I knew was that she was making me feel amazing.

It went on for a wonderful few minutes like that and just as I felt an orgasm beginning to build, she moved up my body again. Her lips danced over my neck and then she whispered into my ear, "If you liked that then you're going to love this."

Slowly she worked her way down my chest, paying close attention to my nipples, breasts and finally my stomach on the way down between my thighs. I kept them spread wide apart as she pulled my panties to one side again. Inexperienced though I was, I knew well what she was about to do but even knowing and being excited about how it may feel didn't prepare me for how great it was.

She started with her tongue circling my pussy as her finger worked easily towards my clit then licked her way back up my slit to where she was licking around my clit and her finger went down and entered into my wet pussy. I was lost to pure erotic bliss as she showed me the absolute best that oral sex could be. Before she could even get deeper with her finger or begin a quicker pace, the orgasm I had felt before built up quickly once again. This time there was no stopping it as my body jerked with the force of the climax.

Frankie licked it all up and rose up to lick her lips as well. She stood off of the table and for a second I worried she might be finished but all she was doing was removing the rest of her clothing. I quickly sat up and pushed my panties off and she climbed back up on the conference table. Leading me backwards towards the center of the table, she lifted one of my legs up and intertwined her hips with mine so that our legs were over one another and our pussies were only an inch apart.

I propped up on my elbows as she did the same and then she moved towards me. She rocked her hips up and down and I began to follow her lead. For the first time she threw her head back in pleasure which showed it felt just as good to her as it did to me. Our pussies rubbed against each other for another solid few minutes before I felt another orgasm build more quickly than the last.

We continued the motion until Frankie was yelling even louder than I was towards the ceiling. Finally she clinched closer to me and looked at me and I knew she was ready to cum. Words weren't needed as I quickened the pace along with her. Shortly we both climaxed at almost the same time and collapsed on the top of the table.

I don't know how long we laid there but after several minutes I was the first to get up and put clothes back on. You might think it would have been weird in the room after the wild sexual encounter but actually the two of us got along and worked together better than we ever had before. Apparently Frankie had wanted to do something like that with me since the first time she saw me. I hadn't been but I certainly would have if I would have known how great my first lesbian encounter was going to be. Needless to say, I am in no hurry for Frankie to be anywhere but the same office as I am and I cannot wait for the next all-night emergency to hit.


8. Office Party with a Twist: Lesbian Sex with the Boss by Kaylee Jones

Gina is becoming more and more aware of the strange little looks from her assistant, Cathy.  She finally puts together what those looks mean, and she pushed the boundaries just a little.  Will Cathy take the bait or is Gina just imagining everything?

I was bound and determined to finish one last report before I left that evening, but all day long things just kept coming up and interrupting my entire thought process.  It was starting to drive me insane, and I was about to call it a day when my new assistant softly knocked on the doorframe of my office.

“Hiya boss,” she grinned.

I waved halfheartedly and sighed heavily.

“Boss?” the young woman knitted her brows together.

I smiled weakly and beckoned her to enter.

“I’m sorry, it’s not you, Cathy.  Just been one of those days.”

She nodded as she perched on the edge of the chair in front of my desk, “It seemed that way, Gina.  Anything I can do to help?”

I studied her young face, its smooth skin, bright eyes, and full lips.  I found her intriguing and I had no idea why.  She wore men’s slacks and button-downs, and kept her hair closely cropped.  She certainly did not look like any other assistant I had ever had, but she was smart and competent and eager to please.

She’s not a damn cocker spaniel, I chastised myself, she is your very sweet and capable assistant.  We just don’t pay attention to the odd looks she gives you when you think you aren’t paying attention…

“Well, I was trying to finish this last report before I headed out, but I just think I’m better off facing it fresh in the morning,” I finally replied.

“That makes sense.  Is it anything I can help with?”

“No, that’s very kind of you to offer but I think I have to handle it myself.”

She nodded, “If you want to stay, let me know and I can stay too.  We can order dinner and knock it out.”

I laughed, “So to speak?”

Her cheeks flushed pink and she studied her black oxfords sheepishly.

“I’m only joking, but I appreciate the offer.”

She headed out for the evening, and I decided to take half of her advice.  I ordered in dinner from a nearby Italian restaurant that actually delivered, and set about the task at hand.  I was yanked out of my spreadsheet by the jangling phone and I darted to the lobby to retrieve my long-overdue meal.  When the scent of fresh garlic bread hit my nose, I realized that I had not had lunch.  I tipped the delivery boy generously and carried my overstuffed bag back to my office.

I spread out the containers on my desk and surveyed my feast.  I was grateful to be the only one in the office since I had ordered so much food.  The antipasto plate looked amazing, and my Caprese salad was calling my name.  As I chewed a bit of one of the garlic knots, I topped a thin cracker with slices of prosciutto, a wedge of provolone, and thin strips of roasted red peppers.  I was not too concerned about working late; after all I was salary and had no one waiting at home other than my little kitten.

I repeatedly try to tell myself that these were just the years to focus on my career, but I was just hesitant to admit to myself or anyone else that I was just not interested in dating.  I had signed up on several of the dating sites.  I suppose my picture was nice enough, and my profile garnered me a little attention.  But the few dates I had been on were so terribly boring that I found my spreadsheets more titillating.

It was so bad that I even dreaded going home for the holidays to face the questions from my three married sisters.  Not that I didn’t love my family or the insane brood of nieces and nephews, but I was just in a different place than everyone else on the planet.  I liked my cozy little life.  I had a tidy two-bedroom, a sweet cat, a good job, and the ability to do whatever I wanted within reason.

I was halfway through my Caprese salad when I realized that I had completely spaced out from my spreadsheet with all my ruminations.  I refocused my eyes as the balsamic-soaked mozzarella eased my growling tummy.

By the time I polished off the marinated mushrooms, prosciutto, and provolone, I was finished.  I fired off the final presentation and packed up for the evening.  There really was no one left in the office besides myself, so I headed out without having to wish anyone a saccharine good night.

As I opened the door to my inviting little apartment, my poor little cat screeched to the entire complex that she was overdue for dinner.  I laughed as I set down my purse and laptop bag, and walked immediately into the kitchen to open a can of her favorite wet food as an apology.  She wolfed it down as I changed into a tee shirt and yoga pants.  It was still relatively early, so I poured myself a glass of red wine and curled up on the couch to watch television.  As soon as I selected a terrible movie from the 80s that was already about half-way through, my content little fur baby curled up in my lap to accept my apology.

About an hour later, the credits rolled and I gathered a very sleepy ball of fur so that we could head to bed.  I deposited her on the bed then washed my face and brushed my teeth.  When I returned to the bedroom, I laughed when I saw that she had opted to sleep on my pillow for the night.  I pulled an extra one out of the closet and stretched out next to her, dozing off as she purred happily in my ear.  As I drifted off, the strangest thoughts floated through my mind.  I was seeing Cathy’s face over mine, her smooth skin warm against my own and her green eyes dancing at whatever my other hand was doing.

****

I was a little nervous to see Cathy the next morning, given my thoughts from the previous night.  My dreams had extended from those thoughts and were even less appropriate for a boss about her assistant.

I arrived early, but still not earlier than her, and I strode purposefully into my office.

“I have to finish that report,” I clipped off each word.

She looked at me curiously, but did not respond.

I shut my office door behind me to keep up the pretense of being busy, and sank into my chair behind my desk.  I rested my cool hands against my warm forehead and took several deep breaths.  I stayed hidden in my office for the next several hours, afraid to look Cathy in the eye.  She had done nothing wrong except give me a few odd glances.  Sure, those glances happened to be at bare legs or my blouse when I bent over but that didn’t mean anything.  Right?

Just before lunchtime, I took a deep breath and finally emerged to pick up a sandwich downstairs.  As I headed to the elevator bank, I caught a whiff of Cathy’s cologne and realized that she was following me.

“II you’re busy, I can run get your lunch,” she offered.

I stopped and turned towards her, “I appreciate that, but I can use the break.”

She nodded and kept walking with me.

“You okay, boss?” she smiled.

“Yeah, just busy lately.”

“Dinner in the office last night?” she asked with a smirk.

I nodded, “How did you know?”

“Saw the receipt on your desk this morning while I was tidying up.”

“Ah, I don’t hide my secrets very well, do I?”

She looked at me sideways and wiggled her eyebrows, “Such as?”

It was my turn to flush pink, “T-Too many hours in the office.”

“Uh huh,” she nodded but I could tell she did not believe me.

We rode in the elevator together in awkward silence as I stood ramrod straight and she lounged against the wall of the car.

She finally broke the silence, “So… you looking forward to the office party on Friday night?”

“What?  Oh shit, is that this week?” I had completely forgotten about the event.

She chuckled, “Yup, just after work here in the office on Friday.”

“Well crap.  Yeah, I guess I’m going but obviously not looking forward to it.”

“Why’s that?  Open bar you know…”

“Oh that’s never a good idea at a work function,” I cautioned the younger woman.

“No?  What do you think might happen?”

Cathy crossed her arms over her chest and I could not help but notice the way her arms filled out the shirt sleeves.  Her figure was muscular but trim, and despite the fact that she wore her shirts loose, she seemed to have nice curves underneath.

My heart thudded in my chest at the idea of looking at her that way.  Not just the fact that she was my assistant, but she was another woman period.  It made me nervous but I can’t say that it bothered me.  The entire scenario was new to me, and from the little gleam in Cathy’s eyes, she seemed to know something that I was still unaware of.

The elevator finally came to a halt, and we headed our separate ways to forage for food.  I beat her back to the office, and shut my door again.  My body felt flush and my heart was racing.  And she was the cause.

The rest of the day went uneventfully.  Well as uneventfully as it can when your entire world is in question.  But the work part, now that was uneventful.

I curled up with my kitten that night and asked her the question that had been rolling around in my mind all afternoon.

What is going on with me and Cathy?

Silly little ball of fur just looked up at me and squeaked.

For the rest of the week, I tried to just button up everything and stay professional.  But Cathy was not helping.  She seemed extra attentive those days, and it just made me more and more nervous.  And her eyes were definitely wandering.  On Thursday I even tested my suspicions, and wore a skirt that was a little shorter than normal.  When I sat down, it easily rose to mid-thigh on my toned legs.  That day she really was in my office quite a bit.  She was very careful not to be too obvious, but she made a point to stand next to me when we spoke rather than across from me.  And her eyes did wander to my exposed thighs frequently.  It made my heart flutter and my skin tingle.

That evening I headed out right on time to run a few errands before the party the next day.  I stopped a bought a new blouse for under my suit.  It was not quite professional enough to wear on its own, but would be fine under a jacket.  It was dark blue and fitted to perfectly hug my firm breasts.  It had several buttons up the front, so for day time I could make it more modest.  And for the party, I could make it less modest.  I also stopped and had my toenails painted shiny bright red.  They would look amazing in the pair of peep toe heels that I rarely wore.

I was going to push the girl to the limits and see what happened.

All day Friday, I played it cool.  I had the extra button done up to hide the cleavage that my push-up bra produced and I kept my feet tucked under my desk to hide my bare toes.  Cathy was dressed nicely in her black slacks and maroon button-down, and it looked as though she had taken a little extra time with her feathery brown hair.

At five o’clock, she poked her head in to my office.

“You ready, boss?”

“Sure, just give me five minutes.”

She nodded and disappeared back around the corner.

I slipped out of my jacket and ran a brush through my hair before popping one additional button loose.  I dabbed on a slick pink lip gloss and grinned at my reflection in the compact mirror.  It was a now-or-never moment.

****

When I stepped out of my office, Cathy’s eyes went wide as they scanned my revamped outfit.  The dark blue silky top hugged the curves of my breasts and with the additional button unfastened, I was showing a generous amount of cleavage.  My skirt skimmed over the swell of my hips and stopped about mid-thigh.  My shiny red toenails peeked out of my high-heeled sandals.  She shuffled nervously in place with a goofy grin on her full lips.

“Shall we?” I grinned at her with my hip cocked to one side.

She nodded eagerly and gestured to the conference room with a sweep of her arm.

The room was not really decorated, but the table was covered with an amazing spread of delectable food, and the back credenza was covered in liquor, wine, and mixers.  Cathy and I hit the food first, loading down our plates with cheese cubes, fresh fruit, marinated mushrooms, shrimp salad, and crostini.  We stopped at the ‘bar’ next to grab a glass of wine.

We huddled into a corner and watched the room.  Everyone was milling around aimlessly and making the kind of small talk you make with people you see every day.

“Wow, this is really awkward,” I whispered to Cathy.  She smirked back at me.

“Want to make our own party?” she whispered back.

I looked into her green eyes for a long moment and nodded.  She grinned and snatched two open bottles of red wine from the counter and we crept out with our food and our complimentary wine.  We ended up heading back to my office where we spread out our bounty on my desk after shutting my door.  We both took up seats in the chairs outside of my desk area.  It seemed entirely too formal for me to sit actually at my desk.  She set one bottle in front of me and one in front of herself.

“What?  No straws?” I joked.

She laughed, “Drink it straight.  So to speak…”

I paused mid-swig to stare at her, confused and intrigued by her pun.  Her cheeks flushed but she did not look away.  I set the bottle down and took a deep breath.

“Any assumptions you are making are true,” she offered.

I raised one eyebrow at her, “What do you mean?”

“You know what I mean,” she dodged the question.

“Cathy, what are you trying to say?”

She set her bottle down and leaned over with her forearms resting on her knees.  She was still avoiding the direct question.  I think I jumped a little when I felt her fingertips graze my leg.

“Gina,” she breathed softly.

I held my breath but could not make myself pull away from her touch.  It sent tingling ripples from the point of contact throughout my entire body.  Her fingers slid higher and I shivered at her whisper touch.  She was openly caressing my leg now, stroking softly from my knee to the hem of my skirt.  I suppose she was brazened by my lack of distress.

My whole body was alive with radiating heat, and it was starting to collect in my core.

“Cathy?” I asked quietly.

“What is it?”

“What are we doing?  I-I-I’ve never…”

She nodded, “I know.”

Cathy moved to kneel between my parted thighs and slowly threaded one hand to the nape of my neck.  When I felt her mouth touch mine, I sighed and parted my lips to her exploring tongue.  She felt soft and tasted of red wine.  I wrapped my arms around her shoulders and returned her tentative passion.

She sighed softly into my mouth just as her hands crept up the outside of my thighs.  She had nearly pushed my skirt to my waist and I was grateful to have worn nice panties.  They were red lace to match my bra.  She paused and pulled back from kissing me.

“Cathy?” I was worried I had done something wrong.

“I just have to see these,” she grinned as she unfastened the remaining buttons that held my silky top against me.

When she slid the blouse off my shoulders, she exhaled loudly.

“God, they are amazing,” she breathed as she ran her hands lightly over the outer curves of my breasts.

Unconsciously, I arched my back into her hands and her fingers gripped my full breasts firmly, her thumbs taunting my taut nipples through the lace, rubbing the scratchy material against my sensitive flesh.

She raked her nails around my ribs until she reached the clasp and with one practiced flick, she popped my bra open.  I wriggled out of the lingerie and as it fell away from my skin, she fell forward to nuzzle against the warmth.  I laced my fingers through her hair and held her against my body as her tongue teased my nipples back and forth.

“Cathy,” I moaned softly, relishing the feel of her soft skin against mine.

While most guys like breasts, they tend to make quick work of them during sex and prefer to move on to the main course.  Cathy, however, took her time.  She was attentive in her teasing, urging each tight rosebud to a diamond-hard point before sliding to the other one.  Back and forth she tormented them until I was writhing in my chair.  Finally, she wrapped her hands around the soft globes as she kissed her way down my smooth flat tummy.  I leaned back against the chair and slid slightly forward, my legs now nearly wrapped around her completely.

When her licks and kisses reached the waistband of my skirt, she stopped and bent over to the floor.  I felt her tongue brush against my calf and I squirmed from the tickling.  She slowly licked and nibbled her way up one leg and back down the other, then repeated it all over again.

I could feel my heart pounding and the heat in my bloodstream was nearly boiling over.  The top of her nose lightly nuzzled the wet spot on my red lace panties and I bucked.

“Oh god,” I murmured.

She paused in her torment and looked up at me.

“Gina?  Are you sure?”

I nodded since there was no way we were getting out of this now.

Cathy hooked her thumbs into the strings on my hips and slid the damp lace down until I was spread out and bare in front of her.  She tossed the panties somewhere and again I was grateful for personal maintenance.  I knew that I was smooth and silky save the small triangle at the top.

She kissed the joint of my thigh, mere millimeters from my throbbing pussy.  Back and forth, from side to side, rendering it very difficult for me to breathe.  I finally felt her tongue swipe lightly up the smooth lips of my pussy and I groaned loudly.  She licked and nibbled every drop, every fold, until I was digging my nails into the arm of the chair.

The tip of her tongue grazed my aching clit and I had to bite back a scream.  She flicked and circled and teased.  My legs were shaking and my tummy trembled as she slowly worked me towards the edge of the cliff.  I felt her shift and was close to begging her not to stop until I felt her slide two fingers deep inside my wetness.

She curled and twisted them inside me, pressing against that soft ridge within me.  When she found that spot, she rubbed just as she caught my taut little clit between her lips.  As her fingers pushed against me from the inside, she flicked her tongue against the swollen surface hard and fast.  I teetered on the edge, enjoying everything almost enough that I did not want to finish.

But then it exploded out of me.  I bucked and writhed and dug my fingers into her scalp as I soaked her face and the chair.  I’m sure I mewed and groaned but I can’t remember from the force of it.

She eased me down slowly and withdrew with a goofy grin.  Cathy rose up to her knees and stroked my hair out of my eyes gently.

“Oh god,” I moaned, fighting to find oxygen in the very warm room.

She nuzzled my neck and I clasped my hand to the back of her head to hold her against my body.

“Wh-Wh-What can I do for you?” I muttered hazily.

She chuckled softly, “Nothing at all.”

“No, I must.  You made me feel amazing.  I want to do the same for you.”

She kissed my throat and stroked my tummy as she whispered back, “Are you sure?”

I nodded, running my fingers through her feathery soft hair.

“I’ve just never…” I admitted quietly.

“We’ll start slow,” she grinned at me.

She moved back to her chair and suddenly I was awake and alive with wanting to please her.  I crouched down in front of her, still wearing nothing but my skirt and heels.

“God, that outfit is killing me,” she moaned.

I pressed my palms against her legs and slowly ran them up her thighs.

“What do you like?” I wanted to know how to please her best.

She partially sat up and unbuttoned her shirt, letting it slide off her arms.  I knew she was toned, but I loved the slight bulge of her biceps and her taut stomach.  Her breasts swelled under her tank top, small and perky and perfect.  I ran my hands over everything I could touch and she quivered beneath me.

When I raked my nails up under her undershirt, she groaned and arched into me.  I was surprised when I felt the lower curve of her bare breasts.

“No bra?” I giggled.

“Nah, I don’t have enough to make it worthwhile.”

I shoved the shirt up to her neck and engulfed one stiff nipple in my mouth, teasing and tormenting her the way she had done to me.

“Oh they are perfect,” I whispered as I moved from one to the other.

My hand teased one while my tongue tasted the warmth of her skin.  Finally I ran my lips down her flat stomach, feeling the slight ripples of her abs.

“You are gorgeous,” I breathed.

She flushed pink and could not meet my admiring gaze.

I fumbled a little with her belt and slacks, but she helped me along.  She wriggled her slim hips as I yanked her pants and underwear off in one swoop.  I bowed my head to taste her but she squirmed away.

“Another time,” she mumbled and slowly guided my hand to her wetness.

She felt smooth and warm and slippery under my fingers.  Despite my toe-curling orgasm from just a little earlier, I was very aroused to feel how much she was turned on.  I slid my fingers around in the wetness, making her hips shimmy and buck.  I must have been teasing her something fierce although that was not my intention at the time.

I felt the tiny nub yearning for attention and I massaged it lightly, eliciting a beautiful moan from her lips as her eyes closed.  I felt her tight hot opening and slowly slid one finger inside her.  I marveled at the feel of her pussy muscles clenching against my invading finger, as though they did not want me to ever leave her body.

I slid my finger back and forth, watching as her hips started to buck in rhythm.  My thumb naturally fell against her swollen clit and I managed to rub it while I fingered her.  Cathy was making the most amazing little gasping noises, and they were growing quicker and quicker.  I did not know what to watch for but suddenly her body went rigid and the muscles gripped my finger tightly as she groaned from deep in her chest.  When her body fell back into the chair, I slowly withdrew and rested my head on her chest as she had done with me.

After we both came back to our senses, we struggled back into our clothing and surveyed the food and wine.

“I’m starving,” I blurted out.

She laughed loudly, “So am I!  Let’s finish this and go get some real food.”

I looked at her and brushed a stray hair from her forehead.  As I studied her young face and sparkling green eyes, I could not help but kiss her.

“It’s a date…  But I think we got it backwards.”

She laughed as she popped a strawberry in her mouth.

****

So as you can obviously tell, Cathy’s and my first date was a touch unorthodox.  Not to mention she was my assistant and I was her direct boss.  After we finished the food from the party, we ended up at a wonderful little Mexican place and spent several hours actually getting to know each other over tacos and guacamole.  Luckily that had been a Friday night so we both had the weekend to think things through.

On Monday morning, she strolled into my office acting surprisingly normal.

“Good morning,” I smiled up at her.

She shut the office door behind her.

“Cathy?  Really?  Now?”

She laughed, “No, I do have some self-control.  It’s difficult not to rip your clothes off, but I’m a big girl, I can deal with it.”

I laughed.  I liked and appreciated the fact that she was dealing with it directly, instead of acting like Friday night had never happened.

“So now what?” I addressed her just as directly.

“I think I might apply for a different position here at the bank.”

“What?  Why?  Because of me?”  I was horrified to think I had run her off.

“Yes, because of you.  I want to keep seeing you, and I think it would be best if we didn’t work directly together.  I want to ask you out, formally and officially.  Will you have dinner with me?”

I stared at this attractive young woman who was clamoring to date me.  And for the life of me, I could not invent a reason to say no.  I didn’t want to.  I wanted to go out to dinner with her; I wanted to laugh myself silly at the movies with her; I wanted to make her pancakes on Sunday mornings.  Those were the thoughts that I had spent my weekend with.  It was not a straight or gay thing; it simply boiled down to the fact that I wanted to spend more time with her.  Yes, I did want to hold her hostage in my bedroom until she begged me to stop pleasuring her.  But mostly I just wanted to get to know her more.  But I knew it was way too soon to blurt all of that out.  So I went with the simple answer.

“Then I accept,” I grinned.


9. My Doctor's Skilled Hands: First Time Lesbian Bondage by Sofia Miller

I really wanted my first time to be special.  That’s why my boyfriend and I had waited so long.  But now I was ready to try something new, and I wanted to reward his patience.  I didn’t know much about my body--I had always been a very good girl.  So I did what any responsible girl would do:  I made an appointment with Dr. Ruth, a highly recommended gynecologist.  I was nervous going in, worried about revealing myself to a complete stranger.   But I never expected her expertise to come at such a high price:  Giving her complete control of my body.  But once she got her skilled hands on me, it was a price I was more than willing to pay!

I was nervous at the doctor’s office in my white, paper gown, waiting for the doctor as I sat on the table.  I was 20 years old, and I’d never been examined down there before.  But my boyfriend and I had been talking about taking the next step a lot lately, and I felt I was ready to let him be my first.  We’d been together since senior year of high school, and he’d been so sweet to wait for me all of those years.  So, I made an appointment with a gynecologist who went by Dr. Ruth.

“You’re in good hands,” my friend had said, giving me her card with a wink.  She knew how nervous I was to go in.  I knew I probably should have had my first gyno appointment years ago, but having a stranger touch my body filled me with butterflies and nerves, so I’d put it off.

Those nerves were overtaking me now.  I obsessively checked the back of my gown to make sure it was closed.  The minutes ticked on and I felt more anxiety with every stroke of the clock, but finally, the door swung open and Dr. Ruth appeared.

“Oh, dear.  You have your gown on backwards,” she said in her deep, authoritative voice.  She was a severe woman in her mid forties, beautiful, but cold in demeanor.  “It needs to open in the front so I can do the breast exam.”

“Oh--you do a breast exam, too?”

“We have to be thorough,” she said, pulling on a rubber glove and letting it snap on her wrist.  “Let’s get you suited up the right way.”

I waited for her to leave so I could change, but she only stared at me.

“Do you need to be given instructions?  Well, alright,” she said with an exasperated edge in her voice.  “Come, stand in front of me.”

I got up, my legs shaking, and stood before Dr. Ruth.  She towered over me--she must have been 5’11.  I was just barely 5’1.  I went to college on a cheerleading scholarship, and they always had me at the top of the pyramid because I was so petite.

“Now untie your gown,” she instructed, and I did so, sliding out of it awkwardly as I held my breasts with one hand so she wouldn’t see.

“Dear, how did you expect me to conduct an exam with your panties still on?” she said with a wry smile.  She pointed to my white, cotton panties and said, “You’ll need to take those off.”

“Can’t you...turn around?” I said, my voice nearly a whisper.  I was so nervous.  I’d never undressed in front of anyone before.

“I’ll be seeing everything very soon.  Better to just face the dragon.  Take them off.”

I tried at first to remove them one handed, my right arm still clutching my breasts.  Unfortunately, my thin arms were no match for my heavy, double D’s--they were impossible to hide!  I could hear Dr. Ruth getting impatient with my squirming, sighing as she was, tapping her foot.  So I took in a deep breath, let go of my breasts, and quickly pulled my panties off.  I stood naked before Dr. Ruth for a moment, but all at once I panicked and hid myself as best I could with my hands again.

“Now get back up on the table and put your feet in the stirrups,” she instructed.

“Am I--I’m sorry--am I not supposed to put the gown back on the other way?”

“I’m looking at your chart,” she said, looking over my medical history.  “This is your very first gynecological exam?” she asked.

“Yes, it is,” I was wildly uncomfortable standing there, naked.

“The first exam is always the most thorough.  No gown.  Just get on the table and put your feet on the stirrups.  This way I can examine you head to foot.”

I didn’t relish the idea of having my body examined so thoroughly.  I was overwhelmed already.  But I took comfort from how sure of herself Dr. Ruth seemed.  She was the doctor, afterall.  So I did as she said:  I hopped up on the table, awkwardly, and put my feet in the stirrups.  The cool air conditioning blowing between my legs shocked me.  I had never felt so open and vulnerable.  My knees instinctively tried to close, and my arms hugged my big breasts protectively.

“Legs apart, arms over your head,” she said, pulling on another glove.  I did as I was told--it was excruciatingly vulnerable.  But to my surprise, she bent over me, a tender look on her face, and she said, “You have nothing to be embarrassed about.  You have a gorgeous body.  And I’ve seen my fair share.”

I blushed, embarrassed and happy at her kindness.  But once again, my limbs, acting of their own accord, modestly tried to hide me.  My body wasn’t used to such attention.

“I can see you’re going to need a little help relaxing,” she said, smiling.  “Now, I have to examine your body.  There’s no choice about this.  Do you understand?”

“Yes, I do--I’m sorry, I can’t help it!  It’s just a reflex!”  I felt like a little kid.  This is what grown up women do! I shouted at myself.  Stop being so afraid!

“We’ll just have to make sure your reflexes don’t get in the way, then,” she said.  She grabbed an arm and began tying it in a restraint, and then moved on to the other.

“...Is this necessary?”  I asked.

“Yes it is.”  No more discussion about it.

She came down between my legs.  She sat on a stool, and I couldn’t quite see her, but I felt her reposition the stirrups wider.  “Tell me if it’s uncomfortable,” she said.

“I’m a cheerleader.  I can do the splits,” I said.  I was just trying to make conversation, but I immediately regretted my words when she pressed the stirrups so wide my legs made a straight line.  I was wide open and on display.

“I should be able to get a great view, now,” said the voice between my legs.  “Your chart told me you’ve had no sexual partners?”

“That’s right,” my voice shook.

“But you engage in oral sex?”

“No--we haven’t done anything….down there.” I said.  It was all so embarrassing!  Answering questions about oral sex while she stared between my legs.  I felt her gloved finger graze my mound softly, and I jumped a little, surprised.

“But your pussy is so smooth,” she said, petting me.  “I assumed you were showing off the view to somebody.  Who do you shave for?”

My pussy. Do doctors say “pussy”?

“Our uniforms--when we do high kicks you can see our bikini lines,” I stammered out.  “We all get waxes together once a month.”

“Do you like getting waxed?”  she asked.

“I mean...it’s not as bad as people say it is.”  Why was she fixated on this?

“I can see your pussy getting wet when you talk about it.”

“Uh...I mean...I’m just nervous,” My voice was rising shrilly with nerves.  She laughed, a low, sultry laugh.

“There’s no need to be nervous.  Let me start the breast exam.”  She stood up and walked to my side, grinning mischievously.  She thinks you’re being childish--she’s laughing at you!, I said to myself.  Just act like you’ve done this before.

She ran a hand over my left breast, softly, letting her thumb graze my nipple.  “These are beautiful,” she said admiringly.

“Thank you,” I said, blushing with embarrassment.  “They’re--you know--they’re always getting in the way.  Sometimes I think they’re too big for my frame--”

“Honey,” she said, putting her hand on my face sweetly, looking into my eyes with compassion.  “Please, relax and trust me.  You’re so nervous, you’re shaking.  Do you think you can relax?”

“I don’t...I don’t know.  I don’t know what’s wrong with me.”

She put a hand on my breast again, but this time she grabbed my nipple between her thumb and forefinger and squeezed gently.  I gasped sharply as the sensation shot straight to my open pussy like a lightning bolt.

“Your nipples are so hard.  You’re nervous because you’re aroused.  But that’s okay.  It’s a perfectly natural response to being touched.  You can’t help it.   It happens all of the time.”

“It does?”

“Yes, it does.  It’s simply part of the examination.  The best thing that you can do is trust me and let it happen so I can examine you.  Do you trust me?”

“Yes, I do.”

“Because for the rest of our time together, I can’t do my job unless I have full control of your body.  Do you give me full control of your body?”

Her fingers were rolling my tender nipple back and forth in a way that made me dizzy.  I didn’t think this was normal--this couldn’t be normal, could it?  Nobody ever tells you about this part of the exam.  Maybe they were just embarrassed?  I couldn’t think.  I could only feel--I was beginning to sweat, and my down there was contracting in a way I’d never felt before.

“What--what are you doing?”  It was hard to think in words, let alone speak them.

“I’m checking your reflexes,” she said as she gave my now almost pained nipple a squeeze.  “Now give me your consent to do what I need to do.”

“Yeeessss….” I said in a long, gasping sigh.

“Good girl.”  She gave my breast a little spank, right on my straining nipple, to give her words emphasis.

Dr. Ruth sat on the chair between my legs.  My hips were starting to hurt, and I was anxious about what would happen next.  She inserted one finger inside of me and began to feel around, gently.  “It feels good in here,” she said.  “I think you’ve got a very healthy pussy.”

“That’s good,” I said.

“It’s extremely tight,” she slipped in another finger, and it hurt a little.  I’d never had anything inside of me bigger than a tampon, and her fingers stretched me a little.  She slid them in and out, and I couldn’t help but feel my body get warm.  “And it’s very responsive.”  She slid in another finger, and I winced in pain.

“It will only hurt for a minute,” she said.  “I assume you’re planning to have sex with your boyfriend soon?  That’s why you’re here?”

“Yes,” I said, trying not to betray how good I felt.

“There are certain things your body needs during sex.  I don’t want you to let him forgo his duties and take advantage of you just because you’re inexperienced.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

She slid her fingers out of me and let one graze towards my bulging clit.  She began rubbing it slowly, and I couldn’t help but let out a sigh.  “That feels good, doesn’t it?  When I rub your clit slowly like this?”

“It...yes, it’s fine,” I said, though my face was red and my head was swimming.

“I can see your little fuckhole start to open up,” she said.  “Before he inserts himself inside of you, he’s going to want to open you up by stimulating you here,” she said, pressing down hard into my clit.  My pussy spasmed.

“Is this...is this normal?”  I asked.  “You doing this?”

“Doing what?” she asked, as she grabbed me by the lips and stretched me open.

“What you’re doing…”  It was hard for me to talk.

“What am I doing?” she said, innocently, and I felt something hot and wet press against my slit.

“I don’t...I don’t know…” I stammered.  My body was vibrating.  My hips began to buck of their own accord.  I felt the thick, stiff wet thing dance on my clitoris.  Then two soft pillows pressed down and began sucking on my gently.  She moaned, and I realized she had her mouth on me.

“Aaaaah!” I cried out.  It was more sensation than I had ever felt in my life.  Every cell in my body felt vibrant and insane.

“What am I doing?” she pulled away to ask again, before diving back in, this time letting her tongue thrust deeply inside of me.

“You’re...you’re licking me…” I said.

“What am I licking?” she let one finger enter me to hold her place, and kept it there as she focused her tongue on my clit, flicking quickly and wetly.

“You’re licking my little clitty….” I breathed out.

“Do you like it?”

I was embarrassed….How could I tell her what I really felt?  I had a boyfriend!  What was I doing?  I mean, I wasn’t a lesbian, or anything.

“It’s okay…” I said.  Then her gloved hand came down hard on my clit in a mean little spank.

“Don’t lie to me, you little slut.  Your pussy is gushing for me.”  She shoved two fingers inside of me, roughly, and withdrew.  She stood up and walked up to me, then smeared the thick cream from her fingers onto my nipple.  She pressed my big, full breast all the way up, until my nipple came near to my mouth.  “Stick out your tongue and taste it,” she said.

“This is...this isn’t…” I was so confused.  I didn’t know what to do.

“If you don’t lick it up, I’m not going to continue playing with your pussy,” she threatened.

It shouldn’t have had any effect on me.  I shouldn’t have wanted her to continue playing with me--it was all so strange.  But nonethless, at her words, I suddenly felt panic.  I realized I couldn’t possibly let her stop now--my pussy was actually throbbing.  I stuck out my tongue, and tasted the clean, viscous cream on my titty.

“Good girl she said,” pressing my tit further towards my mouth.  It was so big that even though it was a stretch, with her help I could take the whole of my fat areola in my mouth, which I did.  I began sucking up the cream hungrily, and when it was clean, I kept right on sucking.

“You’re a hungry little slut, aren’t you?” she asked.  I responded by continuing to tease my nipple, flicking it with my tongue as I sucked.  I was embarrassed at my behavior--it was humiliating to have her see me like this--but I truly couldn’t stop.  I had no control--I just wanted more sensation.

“Did you like the taste of pussy?” she asked.

“Yes!” I gasped, as she released my breast, letting it fall out of my mouth and back down to its rightful place.  She reached between my legs, inserted two fingers, and began petting me from the inside, digging at just one, perfect spot that made my wide-spread legs shake uncontrollably.

“Oh, oh, oh!” I cried out, my voice rising.  She withdrew her fingers, this time with even more of my cream on them, and slid them into my mouth.  I sucked myself down, hungrily.

She bent down and put her mouth to my ear.  Her breath was hot and made me tingle everywhere.  She said, in her low, vibrating, authoritarian pitch, “Now, when he’s licking your pussy, getting it ready for him to enter you, do you know how to instruct him?  Do you know what someone is supposed to do with a pussy?”

“No...I...I don’t think I could,” I said.

“That’s because you’ve never eaten a pussy before,” she breathed.  “But you’re about to.”

“No...no, that’s too much.”  I couldn’t eat her pussy--I just couldn’t!  I was scared, I didn’t know what I was doing.  It was too much--I had to put a stop to this.  “Maybe we should finish the exam?”

But she was already disrobing, and to my disbelief, underneath her white coat, her crisp button up, her pencil skirt, she was wearing black stockings, with garters that attached to a belt, a retro 1950’s style bra, and no panties whatsoever, her gorgeous, pussy rosy and glistening right before my eyes.  “I think I know what’s best for you,” she said, climbing up onto the table, straddling me, crawling up, her body so close to mine, until she was kneeling, a knee on either side of my head, her open, dark slit hovering over my face.  It was gorgeous.

“You have to learn to ask for what you want,” she said.  “Now tell me what you want.”

“I can’t,” I said.  “I can’t say it.”  God, how I wished my hands were untied.  The sight of her rose colored pussy was making my own jump and spasm.  I wanted so badly to thrust my fingers inside, do to myself what she had done to me just moments before.

“I see you aching for it.  Don’t lie to me.  What do you want?”

“I don’t want to want you…”

“But you do, don’t you pet?”  She moved her hips back and forth, and I was entranced by the view.  I wanted to thrust my tongue inside of her so badly, taste her, gulp her down.  “So beg for it.”

“Please…”

“Please, what?”

“Please let me tongue-fuck you!” I said. I had no idea where those words came from, but one thing was certain:  I didn’t care about modesty anymore.  I didn’t know what I was, I didn’t know if this was right or wrong, I only knew that if I didn’t bury myself in her pussy immediately, I would lose my mind.  I felt on the verge of tears, I wanted her so badly.  Then she unhooked her bra, and two beautiful breasts came tumbling out.  Viewing them from below, dangling above me gloriously, made my hips buck.  My body felt nothing but tragic longing for her body.

“Please!  Please!” I cried, my voice trembling.  “Sit down, please.  I want to taste you….”

“Do you promise to be a good pet and make me cum in your mouth?” she asked.

“Yes!  Please!”

“Will you do everything I say?” she asked.

“Yes, I want your pussy so badly!”

“And you’ll do anything for it, won’t you?”  Her pussy began to descend upon me.  It smelled as fresh as the ocean as it came nearer and nearer my mouth.  My tongue strained to meet it, eagerly.  When her clit was mere millimeters from the tip of my tongue, she swung her leg over my body and jumped off the table.  “You’ll have to earn the privilege of tasting my pussy, pet,” she smiled sinisterly.  “We still have work to do.”

She sat back down between my legs and I waited with anticipation.  I heard a buzzing, and something hard and vibrating traced along one of my lips, down, down, until I realized she was pressing it right up against my virgin asshole.  I realized it was entering me.

Whatever the device was, it was thicker than I originally thought.  She was working it in slowly, and I felt myself stretch, then tear a little, and I cried out in pain.  Bit by bit she worked it in, and I felt myself fill with  the giant vibrating rod.  I felt a little like I had to go to the bathroom.  But more than that, I felt my whole body shake with vibrations.  Next I heard the tear of duct tape, which she placed over the device and adhered to my cheeks, securing the vibrating monster deep inside of me.  My body bucked against the restraints, though with my legs spread as they were, I couldn’t move too far.  Beads of sweat were streaming from my forehead, and I felt a wave begin to rise within me.  My mouth opened, and an animalistic howl escaped my lips.  She laughed at me, and I felt ashamed, but there was nothing I could do.  The sensation was too great to ignore.

Next, I felt something cold and metal, something like tongs, begin to slide into my open pussy.  I’d never felt so full in my life.  They went in deeper and deeper and I felt something break with in me.  The sensation was sharp and painful, but Dr. Ruth said, “Just relax….” and I let the pain wash over me and quickly subside.  I felt them begin to pry me open, stretching me wide.

“I don’t think I can take it,” I said, my voice broken and hoarse.

“You can and you will, she said,” and the cold metal stretched me wider, wider, wider than I thought I could stretch--and then stopped.  My pussy was pried open and waiting as the vibrations in my ass rippled through me.  Then, to my immense pleasure, I felt something warm and viscous being poured into me--thick and slow like honey.

“Oh my God, what is that?’ I asked.  I felt it pour into me, my pussy brimming and dripping with warmth.  I spasmed, and I felt a rush of it overflow and my ass cheeks, slow and hot like lava.

“It’s an all natural-lubricant.  This is what you’re going to feel when your boyfriend cums inside of you,” she said.

“I want more of it…please…” I pleaded.  She stood and dribbled the liquid out of its jar and onto my naked body, up my stomach, between my breasts, my neck, on my face.  She smeared it with her fingers, massaging my breasts with it and said, “You’re such a little slut and you didn’t even know it, did you?”

“I want to taste your pussy…” I moaned.  It was torturing me.  The smell of it was lingering in my nose.  My mouth watered at the thought of tasting her.

“Are you making demands now?” she said, sternly, walking back to my pussy.  She ripped the cold metal from my pussy swiftly, leaving me vacant and wanting.  Then she spanked my clit hard.  “How badly do you want it?”

“Ah!  Please!” I moaned.  The sting mixed with the vibrations brought me so close to the edge, I wondered if I wasn’t having some sort of attack--I had never felt this wild before.  She dove down between my legs and began sucking at my clit furiously, taking my whole pussy in her mouth, drinking me in.

I was completely out of control now.  I opened my mouth and a scream emerged the likes of which I’d never heard come out of me.  My spread eagle legs were shaking uncontrollably as she sucked with all of her might and began fucking my ass with the huge vibrating rod.  I was raw and wild, wanting more, more, more.  But all at once she stopped.

“I need to keep going!  Don’t do this to me!”  I cried.  I couldn’t take it.  It was torture--sheer torture.

“You’re going to cum, my pet,” she said.  “But not yet.  Now do as I say--you’re almost there.”

She climbed up onto the table and repositioned herself over my face, but this time she dropped down immediately, and I felt suffocated in her dripping wet pussy.

“Breathe through your nose, and open your mouth,” she instructed, perfectly composed.  “You’re going to kiss my pussy--just like you kiss your boyfriend.”  She let up the pressure a little bit by raising up slightly, and I pressed my lips into hers, parting her with my tongue, running it slowly up and down her watering slit, and pressing it into her opening.  It tasted just a little bit sweet.  I loved the smooth, slippery feeling of her on my tongue.  “Kiss me deeper,” she said.  She leaned down and put a hand on my wrist.

“If I untie your hand, will you do exactly what I say with it?”  she asked.

“Yes…” I hissed into her vagina.

“Be a good girl for me.  Keep licking.”

She tasted so incredible.  She trickled steadily into my mouth as I kissed her, and I drank it down, feeling her seep down my throat and to the very core of me.  My clit was throbbing, my pussy was contracting again, and I felt like I could cum right then.  My hand was now free, and it lunged for my aching pussy.  But all at once Dr. Ruth grabbed my blonde ponytail and pulled, harshly, eliciting a yelp of pain from me.

“No touching,” she said.  “Just feel it.  I want your hand to hold me open.”

I spread her with two fingers and plunged my tongue as deeply into her as I could go, feeling the walls of her close in, grasping and pulling at my tongue.  I thought about my boyfriend.  If he could see me now, this gorgeous older woman straddling my face while I laid back, my legs straining, the pussy he’s never seen wide and open, my ass filled up, my cheeks shaking with the vibrations.  He would never believe it.  Not in a million years.

“Will you cum on my face?” I pleaded, turning my face to the side so I could talk, her wet pussy grinding onto my cheek.  I wanted her all over me.

“Has your boyfriend ever cum on your face?”  she asked.

“No.”

“Have you ever even seen your boyfriend exposed?” she asked.

“Never.”

“And you never will.  Isn’t that right?”

“I don’t want him anymore,” I heard myself say.  “I don’t care about him.”

She stood up on her knees and began playing with herself as I watched.  My free hand reached up and caressed her beautiful ass.  My cunt was on fire, and I was squirming beneath her, watching her open up, watching her pussy beat like a heart before my very eyes.  She rubbed her clit quickly, her face a little flushed, but still perfectly composed.  She looked down at me with dangerous, smiling eyes, which closed just as a rainstorm began to fall from her powerful pussy.

Instructions be damned, this was my chance.  My fingers lunged at my aching fuckhole--that’s what it was to me now--a place for her to fill-- and dug in deep.  Two fingers, then three, plunged in and out and I gushed right along with her, a pool of myself forming beneath me as my mouth opened with a scream.  Her cum rained down into my mouth in droplets that I caught with my tongue like snowflakes.

Eventually, the rain died down, and Dr. Ruth removed herself from the table, graceful as a ballerina even with her tall and powerful frame.  She untied my hands and feet, and my legs ached as I tried to put them together again after being so stretched out.  I slid, wobbily, drunkenly, off of the table.

“I need my clothes,” I said, reaching behind me to remove the tape that held in the giant vibrating rod.

“Stop right there,” she said.  “Don’t even think about removing that.  Pick up the hospital gown and put it on the right way.  Open in the front.”

“What?” I said, confused.

“I said no touching and you touched yourself,” her eyes were stern.  “And I didn’t tell you to remove that, and you tried to anyway.  You need to be punished.”

“You...you want me to go home like this?”  My face was glistening with her cum.  My legs were sticky.  My hair was a mess.  And now, she wanted me to drive home in a hospital gown, open in the front.

“You’ll put on the gown,” she continued.  “You’ll drive to your boyfriend’s house.  You’ll tell him you can’t see him anymore.  And you won’t remove that vibrator until it’s done.  You’ll retrieve your clothes at your follow up appointment with me.”

“I can’t do that!” I cried.  “What will I tell him?  He’ll want to know why!”

“Simply tell him the truth.  Tell him you’re my little slut and you belong to me, now.  Isn’t that right?”

I didn’t want to hurt my boyfriend that way.  But I knew she was right.  I couldn’t go back to him and I belonged to her.  Vibrations continued running through me and my head was in a haze.  I would do what she said.  It was what I really wanted, deep down.  I wanted him to see me like this.  I wanted him to know who I was.

I picked up the gown and pulled it on.  There was a tie at the top, which Dr. Ruth manipulated into a bow.  The rest hung open in a V, revealing my cleavage all the way down.

“Now put on your panties,” she instructed.

As soon as I did, I felt them grow wet and soiled with me.

“Now go.  I’ll be sending you the date for your next appointment.  Be on time.”

I know I should have been planning my speech to my boyfriend.  I should have been preparing for how I would explain myself.  But as I drove home, people staring during red lights, all I could do was envision Dr. Ruth writhing above me.  It was a waste of time to spend the drive finding a way to soften the blow.  Instead, I prayed for more rain.


10. Not Just Another Wedding: Lesbian Seduction at my Best Friend’s Wedding by Riley Davis

It was always another wedding. Another friend, another co-worker, another family member. And I was always a bridesmaid or just a guest at the singles’ table.  My love life was in shambles but I still had to watch people blissfully in love and pretend to be happy for them. Then at my best friend’s wedding, the one wedding I had been dreading due to having no date, something happened. I found some bliss for myself that I would never have expected…

I lay in bed, staring up at the ceiling. My stomach was rolling, having spent half the night kissing the porcelain throne. Hailey’s bachelorette party last night was a fucking blast. I didn’t expect to have as much as fun as I did. Maybe that is the trick. Not to expect too much and then you get more than you thought you would. The only thing that sucks is now I am paying big time. And I didn’t have much time to recuperate. Today was our final dress fittings, even though all the alterations are complete, Hailey wants to make sure we all look perfect. Then it was the rehearsal at the church and the rehearsal dinner. Tomorrow was the big day so of course the day was full of pampering at the salon complete with hair, nails, and massages. Then off to the big event.

Did I mention that I hate weddings? I used to not hate them. When I was a little girl, I dreamed of my wedding all the time. I would be in the most gorgeous gown with lace and beads covering the front of the dress, and a long train that would trail behind me. Flowers would be everywhere, rose petals falling from the sky, and calla lilies decorating every inch of the church. My Barbie’s would reenact my wedding, Barbie being the most gorgeous bride and Ken being the handsome groom. But then I grew up and realized true love is bullshit.

I shouldn’t be a total cynic. It works for some people. Just not me. My high school sweetheart broke my heart, leaving me for his new boss, her tits so big I am surprised she didn’t fall over. I tried a few more relationships but decided fuck it. It’s just not worth it. Why end up with a broken heart at the end after all the work you put into it? I then began just thinking of myself and fucking my way through college. Let me tell you, it was the best experience. I wasn’t tied down and I enjoyed plenty of men. And since then, I have slowed down on my sexual experiences but I still don’t commit. It’s not worth it.

As part of my punishment for being such a naughty girl, I get to watch everyone in my life get married. And I mean everyone. I feel like it is a curse. That is why I am calling it a punishment. But that’s okay, as hard as fate may punish me, I give it right back by fucking the next guy even harder and dirtier. I smile to myself at my last memory. That was fun. Anyway, family member after family member, co-worker after co-worker, and friend after friend. They all got hitched and then the babies came. I just wasn’t ready for that; didn’t think I would ever be. So I put on a happy face and went with it.

This weekend’s wedding is slightly more special. Hailey and I have been friends since third grade when we met by chance on the playground. A girl was pushing her around and I came to the rescue. We have been locked tight since. I am the head bridesmaid in this wedding, Hailey’s sister being the maid of honor. I took a deep breath and tried to calm the waves of nausea in my stomach. I needed to fix this hangover from hell so I could get on with today’s activities. Thankfully we didn’t have to meet at the dress fitting until three so I had plenty of time.

I slowly rose from bed, making my way to the kitchen. The room was spinning and I still felt slightly drunk. Shit. This was not good. I don’t even remember how many drinks I had last night, or shots. I had lost count. I think we all lost count. I quickly swallow some ibuprofen and chug a few glasses of water to get myself back to being hydrated. Then I get back in bed and pass back out.

****

My hangover was better when I woke up for the second time.  I made it through the dress fitting and the rehearsal and now I was sitting at dinner. I was at the head table with all of the bridesmaids and everyone kept rehashing last night. I didn’t want to think about it. It made my stomach turn thinking about all of the alcohol we consumed. How ironic of me to think that as I take a swig of my wine. Wine is different than hard core shots. “Jackie! Earth to Jackie!” Shit. I snap out of my head and look to see Katie, a fellow bridesmaid, calling my name. “Sorry, off in my own world.” Katie laughed. “I’ll say. You are quiet tonight. Did you have fun last night?” Katie is Hailey’s friend from college but I am well acquainted with her as well as we have done a lot of partying together. Hailey’s big group of friends from college always mingled with my group of friends. “I did have fun. I am just paying for it today. Can’t party like we used to.” I smiled at her. “I know; I was so hungover this morning. Remember the days where we could party all night and then just hop out of bed in the morning and start all over?”

I shook my head, laughter taking a hold of me. “Yes, yes. Ah those were the days. I feel so old now.” Katie giggled. “Me too, sister, me too.” Hailey then came sweeping over to our table, her eyes wide and bright. She looked so happy, it made me happy to see her that way. Hailey never stopped believing in love. She was determined to find it for herself and she did. She deserved it. Matt was a great guy for her. They were perfect together. “Ladies, ladies. Time for the toasts. Are any of you planning on making one?” She looked around the table at us.

Hailey’s sister, Jen, raised her hand. “I am going to.” Hailey smiled at her, going over and giving her a hug. “Thank you lovie, I didn’t think anyone was going to.” “Don’t worry,” Jen said as she patted Hailey’s arm. “I would always have been your backup.” I sighed a quiet sigh of relief. Not that I wouldn’t want to make a toast for Hailey, I just sucked at public speaking. I would fuck it all up, especially if I had a couple of drinks in me.

As the conversation swirled around me, I glanced around the room, taking in my surroundings. A striking woman caught my attention across the room. She was staring at me intently. I broke my gaze, her stare making me shift in my seat. It is so intense; I wonder if I know her. Why else would she be looking at me in that way? I glance back at her and she is still looking at me, her eyes looking like they want to devour me. I feel a sizzle of lust roll through me. I have never felt lust for a woman before, the feeling is strange, but hot at the same time. She is gorgeous with long, blonde waves tumbling down her shoulders and back. She has a tight silver sparkly dress on, her cleavage pushing out of the top. She doesn’t look to be here with anyone. She is just sipping her drink and staring at me. Suddenly, she smiled, her eyes darkening. I looked away then, feeling really unsure of what was going on. I have never been with a woman before and the way this woman was making me feel was scaring the shit out of me. It was such a foreign feeling, but one I wanted to explore. When I looked back over, she was gone.

The night continued on without much action and I was ready to fly out of there. I was meeting my latest fuck buddy at my apartment in an hour and I was beyond ready to get my rocks off. This guy was a funny one. His name was Joe and I met him at a bar a few weeks ago. We first just talked a few times and then had dinner one night. He took me back to my apartment and we fucked like bunnies. I swear, I asked that man if he had energizer batteries in his back. He just kept going and going. I must’ve cummed over ten times that one night. And he could eat me out like a champ, practically making out with my entire pussy. I was hooked.

We have been meeting up for sex every couple of days and it has been blissful. I was itching to go see him now, alcohol fueling my horniness. He just sent me a naked picture of himself and that almost tipped me right over the edge. His body is pure muscle; he works out constantly from being in the army. The dinner finally wrapped up and after saying my goodbyes, I scooted out.

****

I walked up to my apartment steps and there was Joe, grinning at me from the steps. “Hey there sexy lady. What brings you out here?” I smiled and shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t really know, some guy called me and told me to meet him over here.” Joe narrowed his eyes playfully, “Really. Some guy? And who is this guy?” I stood right in front of him, letting him drink in my short mini dress and stiletto heels, my legs traveling up for days. “I think he may be standing right in front of me.” I lean down to show him my cleavage and next thing I know, Joe stands, sweeping me into his arms and carrying me into my apartment. I squeal in delight.

We spent the next four straight hours fucking each other’s brains out. I thought I was going to explode from the pleasure. I had no idea I could cum that many times in such a short time frame. And so did Joe. He would get hard so quickly after orgasming. It was insane. My mind was spinning. Maybe Joe could be something for me after all…

Nah, what was I thinking??

The next morning came quickly, and Joe had to scoot out early to go to work. I was glad as I needed to be at the salon by eleven. I showered and dressed, downing a few cups of coffee in between. I made it to the salon just on time, Hailey excited to see me. She came rushing to the door, sweeping me inside with a huge hug. “Oh Jax, I am so glad you are here. I need you.” I hug her back, surprised at her gesture. She usually only acted like this when she was drunk. I pulled back, looking into her face. “Are you okay, Hailey? Wedding nerves?” She nodded, her eyes misting. “I have only had one glass of champagne and I don’t know if it was the bubbles or what but I am totally emotional right now.” She begins to breath fast, her chest beginning to hyperventilate. “Okay hunnie, it’s okay. It’s normal to feel this way. Today is a big, important day. Let’s just sit down and calm down.”

I brought her over to where our area was, only a few others here so far. I plopped her down and we all looked at her with concern. Joe’s mother, Cecilia, asked if everything was okay. “What’s wrong Hailey love?” Hailey barely smiled as she collapsed into her chair. “I just feel so emotional.” A new dam of tears burst through, pouring down her cheeks. I went over to her, rubbing her back. “It’s okay, sweetie, it’s okay. It’s just the overwhelming feeling of everything. It’s a big day, you have done a lot of work to get here as we all have, and now it’s here and it can be scary. This is a huge step for you and Matt. But I have every confidence that it will work out. You two are perfect for each other. He fulfills what’s lacking for you and you do the same for him. Who wouldn’t want that? Just take a deep breath and try to relax. You have an amazing day ahead of you.” Hailey nodded as she smiled through her tears up at me. “You are right Jax, you are right. Thank you so much for being here for me.” She stood up and we hugged again.

The rest of the morning and afternoon continued without a hitch. We were primped to the nines, every inch of us beautified. It was so relaxing, I enjoyed myself completely. I also was feeling quite good from the mimosas the salon kept bringing us. We kept getting refill after refill. After the salon, we headed over to state park down the street from the church. Hailey rented the two cabins sitting on the property for our dressing areas and then we were going to take pictures throughout the park. It was gorgeous outside, not hot at all and perfect for outdoor pictures. Then the limo would take us to the church and finally to the reception at the country club. I was ready to party again.

****

We had all just arrived at the country club and we were waiting in the wings to be announced into the reception. Most of the guests were already in there, enjoying cocktail hour complete with appetizers. The wedding was gorgeous, Hailey and Matt were such a beautiful couple. The pictures we took were stunning in the park and the church ceremony was breath taking. I must say, I was enjoying this wedding. I was so happy to see Hailey so happy.

A few moments later, the DJ began announcing us and the cheering began. We all made our way inside and the party was underway. Course after course of dinner came through, toasts were made, and the drinks were endless. Halfway through dinner, I must have had at least four glasses of wine already. I was feeling quite fuzzy. Across the way, something, or I should say someone caught my attention.

It was the woman again and she was looking even more stunning than last time. Her hair was pulled up this time, just a few tendrils hanging down around her face. She had on a long, shimmering gold dress, the neck split down very low, showing ample cleavage. She was sitting at the singles table, again showing no signs of a date, and again staring at me like she hadn’t eaten in days and I was the only food she craved.

I finished up the last course of dinner and decided to get a breather outside. The woman never let up her intense gazing at me and I was starting to feel slightly uncomfortable. Plus, it was a little stuffy in here with everyone talking, eating, and dancing. I figured some fresh air would do me good. As soon as I stood up, I felt my buzz kick in and I grasped the table for support to steady myself. I giggled to myself, the alcohol coursing through me. Shit how many glasses did I have?

I made it to the door and stepped out onto the deck, the cool breeze from the water hitting my face instantly. It felt so nice, I immediately sighed in relief. I walked over to the edge, where you could see a great view of the water, and leaned against it. I closed my eyes, letting the breeze caress my face. I felt the air shift next to me suddenly and I knew someone was standing next to me. A woman in fact, her perfume smelling divine.

I opened my eyes and sure enough, it was the woman who kept eye-fucking me. And she was staring right at me. Her eyes grew even darker as I stared back at her, afraid to say anything. She whispered, “Hi,” and then reached out and touched my arm. I jumped at the contact, the electricity from her touch shocking me. “Hi,” I whispered back, unable to form any other words.

She smiled, licking her pretty pink lips slowly. “I know, I am being totally creepy, but I can’t help but to stare at you. You are the most gorgeous woman I have ever seen and I feel totally drawn to you.” I flush, her words filling my core with desire. I have never had a woman say that to me before. She reached out once again, this time offering her hand for me to shake. “I’m Piper. Nice to meet you. And you are?” I shook her hand, the same electricity flowing through me. “Jax. I’m...I mean, I’m Jackie. Jax for short. Nice to meet you.” Jesus, Jax, shut the fuck up. You sound like an idiot.

Piper laughed, her whole body shaking. “Do I make you nervous, Jax? I just was admiring your beauty. Nothing more, nothing less. I am not expecting anything. Let me guess, you are straight as an arrow right?” I nodded at her and she grinned. “I knew it. I just can’t help who I find beautiful. I just wanted to meet you is all. Nothing is expected.” I smiled, feeling myself relax. I knew I wouldn’t have had to do anything but that being said, I feel the pressure is off. “Well thank you for thinking I am so beautiful. You are stunning as well, Piper.” She smiled, her while teeth perfect and straight. “Thank you. So are you a friend or family of the bride or groom?”

“The bride; she is my best friend from elementary school. And you?” Piper chuckled. “I am actually the wedding planner.” We both laughed out loud at that, me not expecting her to say that. “Really?” I asked her, unable to hide my shock. It’s not strange, I just never expected her to say that. She nodded. “Yes, but I am also a good family friend of the groom. His mother and my mother are good friends. So I was a family recommendation and therefore, invited.” “Well, I love what you have done with the preparation. It has been a beautiful wedding.” Piper’s eyes gleamed at me and I felt myself flushing again. She let her eyes trail down my body, desire quickly flashing in them.

After running them down my entire body, she snapped them quickly back up to my face without missing a beat. “Would you follow me? I want to show you something.” Show me something? What the hell could this woman want to show me? But I found myself nodding and following her as she walked off the deck, down the stairs leading to the grassy lawn below. There were chairs and tables set up in various locations around the area, a few patio spots, and even an outside bar that had a few people milling around it. This place was absolutely gorgeous. If I were to ever get married, it would probably be here. Wait, what? Did I just say that? I shook my head to clear it. Must be the alcohol.

Piper was leading me around the front, but once we rounded the corner we entered a side door. She slid a card in that unlocked it and my eyebrows raised in question. She already was ready to answer me, “I am a member here. Certain doors can be accessed with our member card.” “I see, so you’re a member like Matt’s family? Is that how your mothers are friends?” “Yes, they mingle here together a lot. I’ve known Matt for a long time, he’s like a brother to me, he’s a good guy, and I am really happy for him. Hailey completes him.” Warmth flooded through me at her genuine words. Piper was really sweet to say that.

As we walked through the member’s area, I noticed there were several activity rooms and member private rooms down here. There were also a couple of fitness areas and an indoor pool and sauna. I bet this place was expensive as hell to be a member of. Finally, we stopped at a door called the Art Room. Piper slid her card in and the door opened. She flicked on the lighting and the room illuminated with a soft, gold glow. I stepped inside and closed the door behind me. As I turned around, my eyes searched the room, and I gasped at the beauty. There were several paintings of all different flowers in various states of bloom and in various containers. There were vases, baskets, plates. The paintings were so gorgeous. But on top of all of that, there were gorgeous real flowers everywhere too. In the same vases, baskets, and plates. It was amazing. “Oh wow, Piper. This room is stunning.”

Piper smiled at me. “I created this room.” My eyes flicked to hers and she registered the shock but admiration on my face. “Wow. Just wow. You are an amazing artist. Thank you for showing me this.” I looked back at the paintings, letting my eyes travel over them. Then I felt a hand on my arm. Piper pulled me towards her and leaned in, letting her soft lips fall onto mine. I leaned back in shock, my eyes wide. I never expected her to kiss me. Piper’s eyes searched mine, wanting me to approve, to kiss her back. I never thought I would, but fuck it. She was gorgeous and I wanted to taste her.

****

I closed the gap between us, crushing my lips to hers. Our hands flew to each other’s faces, the strong desire pulling us closer together. We frantically kissed, each one hotter than the previous. I slipped my tongue inside her mouth, wanting to explore and taste inside. Piper was delicious, sweet and inviting. Our kisses deepened growing hungrier by the second. Piper’s hands slide down my sides, feeling the silkiness of my dress. She made her way back up, cupping my tits and massaging them. I moaned into her mouth, biting softly on her bottom lip. I broke away, my breath heaving.

Piper stared at me, the lust so thick for each other. My eyes traveled down to her tits, I wanted to see them, touch them. They were straining inside her dress. I placed my hands on top of her shoulders and slid her straps down her arms, letting my hands follow. She slipped her arms out of her dress, and I pulled it down to her waist, revealing her gorgeous tits. Her nipples instantly stood erect from the cold air and I couldn’t wait to taste them. I cupped her tits first, rubbing and massaging them, letting my thumb rub over the nipple again and again. She threw her head back, moaning in pleasure. I took the pass to her neck and let my mouth attack it, kissing and licking and sucking all over it. I slowly trailed my way down her neck, over her chest, and to her beautiful tits. I kissed, licked, and sucked on them, causing Piper to buck against me, desire growing strong and deep. I sucked on her nipples for so long, swirling my tongue around them over and over again.

Piper moaned as I moved my mouth down her belly and had my hands begin caressing her tits. I slid her dress all the way down, revealing just her thong underneath. Even her thong and legs were gorgeous. I slipped her thong down and started at her gorgeous hairless pussy. I couldn’t wait to taste it. I wanted this woman screaming my name. I pulled her down onto the floor, laying her down gently in front of me. “Mmm, Piper, you are absolutely delectable.” I bend her knees and then have her flatten her legs towards the ground, her bare pussy open in front of me. I began licking her clit, sucking and flicking it with my mouth and tongue. Piper hissed and moaned above me, bucking her hips into the air. This only fuels me more, as I let my tongue slide up and down her clit, darting into her hole. She was so wet and tasted delicious, sweet just like her mouth did. I kept at my attack until a few moments later, Piper was screaming my name as her orgasm crashed through her. I slid my finger inside her, slowly moving it in and out as she came, causing her to orgasm again. I didn’t stop as she rode the orgasm out, another one breaking free.

When Piper had finally settled she sat up, a huge grin playing on her face. “Holy shit, Jax. That was the best oral sex I have ever had. And you don’t fuck women?” I laughed. “Nope, this is my first time.” She shook her head at me. “Wow. Now let me return the favor. Lay down, you hot little thing.” I began to lay down but Piper caught my arm. She brought us both to our knees and she began undressing me, slowing unzipping and removing my dress. Once it was off, she slipped off my bra and thong, her eyes never leaving my body the entire time. She then laid me down gently, kissing my mouth as her hands traveled down to my tits. She kissed me, deeply and passionately, while her hands cupped and massaged my tits, pulling and prodding at my nipples.

She broke her mouth away and slid down to my tits, taking each one in her mouth, sucking hard on my nipples. I gasped, the sharp sensations going straight to my core. I was going to orgasm so quickly. I was already so turned on from Piper. She kept going at my tits, driving me wild. I was getting so built up I was going to need a release soon before I would explode. Piper then began drifting down my stomach, her mouth finally reaching my sweet spot. She went right in, her tongue tracing my seam, her fingers spreading my lips. She licked and sucked on my clit, my body trembling from pure lust. Her mouth felt amazing, I began bucking my hips as if I was fucking her mouth.

Piper then stuck her tongue inside my hole, as deep as she could go, and began fucking me with her tongue, in and out. I gasped, the sensation so different yet so good. I knew I was going to come any time now. I could feel it building, I was right on the edge. Next thing I knew, she was back to sucking my clit, her fingers now inside me instead of her tongue. She pounded me in and out, sucking on my clit hard. I finally couldn’t take it anymore. I let go and my orgasm ripped through me, waves and waves of it crashing down. I rode the orgasm hard, Piper never letting up speed, until I felt another one build quick, and came crashing through me again. I was shuddering from the sheer intensity of it.

I collapsed against the floor as the orgasm died away and Piper collapsed right beside me. She looked at me and I turned to look at her. “Wow, Jax, since when did you become a lesbian? You sure do know how to eat pussy and get your partner off while she’s eating yours!” We both laughed, this experience being one for the books.

And you know what? Even though I kept having my men fuck buddies, I also now had a woman fuck buddy.


11. Claire’s Best Friend: My College Lesbian Lover by Ellie North

She was the most beautiful girl I had ever seen in my life.  We were both 20 years old, in our second year of college.  We played soccer together, and I loved checking her out in the shower.  But the best part was that she was my best friend.  If only she was into girls, or into me…

I had turned 20 a few weeks ago and thought about what that meant as I sat in my dorm room.  I meant that the host of things that most teenagers experience are now forever out of my grasp.  I grew up very conservatively and was always warned against hanging with the wrong crowd.  I felt that it stunted my growth in high school, but during my senior year I started figuring out how to present myself.  At first I started wearing a bit of makeup.  I never needed much, because my skin was always very clean and free of acne or blemishes.  But I was surprised to learn that the right touch can really make you glow, and people noticed.  Guys started treating me differently, and girls did too for that matter.

After I learned the power of just a basic use of makeup, I started expanding my wardrobe.  The first thing that I started doing was wearing more form fitting clothes.  I also started paying good money to buy name brand material that made a surprising difference.  Perhaps it was more just the confidence that it gave me.  But confidence is good, and I enjoyed not being such a conservative nerd.  Now I understood why girls spent so much time picking out what they wear.

I definitely had the body to go with my clothes too.  I was about five feet and seven inches tall, a bit above average for a girl.  It was a great height for soccer, and also for looking great in heels and tight dresses.  I was thin for an athlete, more on the lean muscle side than bulky.  I wasn’t sure if I could build big muscles even if I wanted to, and I was fine with that.  What I never struggled with was definition.  My back and stomach were tight and seemed to exude youthfulness and fitness.  My legs were long and slender, but surprisingly strong and flexible.  I loved my slender arms and hands.  They were very feminine, which was perfect for me, since I loved to play sports and work out, but I also loved to dress up and look like a lady.

I loved that I didn’t have to try too hard to keep my physique, and playing soccer definitely helped.  Other girls were jealous.  I told myself that must be the reason that I always had trouble making a lot of close friends.  The only best friend I had made was Jen.

She was a carefree girl that just seemed to have all of the gifts in life that most girls coveted.  And because we got along so well I figured that she thought I had those gifts too.  That was a good feeling.  And ever since I knew her, I always thought that beyond her sharp mind and social grace, her raw physical attributes stood out as utterly captivating.

She was almost exactly the same height as me with almost the exact same build.  Her eyes were green and so were mine.  The major difference was that I was blonde and she was brunette.  I know that people say that blondes have more fun, and some guys find them more attractive.  I can’t deny that being blonde is nice, but there is something about a sexy brunette to me.  When a brunette is hot, you know they are really hot.  And that was Jen.  She was the type of girl that made you do a double take.  The type of second look where you are convinced you saw an angel or a movie star or something else rare.  It was also the type of look where you tried to search her body for a flaw that would make you feel better about yourself.  But you would never find it.  Her body was absolute perfection.

We showered together all the time after soccer practices, so I knew all too well how perfect her body was.  I hoped that she couldn’t tell that my pussy was getting wet in the shower.  Luckily the water running down my body probably masked it.  They way her body moved, and the way her muscles glistened in the shower were my favorite things in college to that point.  I always tried to shower next to her; I’m sure she just thought I enjoyed talking to her.

I made sure that it was not just in the shower where we hung out.  It was easy to be a really sweet and good friend to her, because I just enjoyed being around her so much.  She was kind too, and to be honest, a lot like me.  We found out pretty soon that we were kindred spirits in a way.  My only fear was that she would catch on how much I love showering next to her, and how much I love being with her and touching her.  I hoped that she would always just think of us as amazing best friends that were really close.  For more to happen between us, for us to get sexual, that was just a dream, and I didn’t put much stock in hoping it would happen.

I imagined what it would be like if Jen was with me in bed.  We had never roomed together because we spend so much time with each other anyway that we felt it was good to have time apart.  At least that’s what I said to her, hoping to keep some semblance of normalcy.  I didn’t want to know I wanted to fall asleep next to her every night.   But I wished now that I could have her with me.  I took a deep breath and closed my eyes.  She had such soft skin, and every time we hugged I got goosebumps.  I always took occasion to touch her as much as I could.  I’m sure that she just thought I was fun and playful.  But the truth of it is that it sent a pulse of pleasure through my body, and sometimes it made me wet.

I took off my shirt and pants and laid on top of my covers in my bra and panties.  I was very confident in how I looked now, and the feeling of being almost naked while thinking about my best friend turned me on even more.  My legs were toned and the muscles rippled underneath my skin as I stretched out and got comfortable.  My breasts felt perfect in my hands.  They were my favorite size, a small C cup that was perhaps just a bit more than a handful.  What made them really great though was their perkiness.

The only girl I knew that wasn’t jealous of them was Jen.  Her boobs were amazing.  They were the only boobs I knew that could simultaneously have all of the positive attributes of a good rack.  They were cute and firm with nice pink nipples, but they were also large enough to not be considered small.  When she wore a shirt they pressed out enough to grab your attention, and when she wore anything showing cleavage it was hard to look at her in the eyes, because they were attracted to her boobs as a particle of iron is attracted to a lodestone.  She could wear a bikini, or a dress, or a tank top at the gym and look like it was designed just for her.  I guessed they were C’s but just a bit larger than mine.  I think every girl secretly hated her, but also wanted to fuck her...I know I did.

I massaged over my panties.  My pussy was tight and small.  I knew that it was beautiful from the way that girls looked at me in the locker room.  They would glance at it from the side, thinking I didn’t notice.  But I also knew because I looked at myself in the mirror and spread my legs to adore it.  It was perfect I thought, with symmetrical lips that were tucked away behind youth and tight skin.  It was a shame that I had never met anyone that could adore it with me.  I wanted someone that could appreciate its beauty.

Again Jen didn’t seem to be jealous of it the way the other girls were.  Her pussy looked like a tiny slit when we were in the shower together.  It looked like there was just nothing there at all, unless you really looked close.  There was  nice space between her thighs too, as if to frame her pussy.  I wondered often about how tight it was and how much she could take with it.  I Imagined that it would be like a vice grip.  As I imagined that, I started to pick up the pace on my own clit.  I put my finger underneath my panties to rev up the sensation.  I was already wet just thinking about my best friend.  I didn’t know if it was her perfect body that sent me over the edge, or if it was her sweet and carefree personality. Maybe it was that I felt that she was truly my best friend that cared about me.  I didn’t care either, because all I knew is the feeling that thinking about her gave me.  I was comforted in bed with merely the thought of her touch and her gaze.  To be able to share these feelings with her would be heaven.

Suddenly there was a knock on the door.  Who could that be? My roommate would have just walked in since she had a key.  I got up and hoped that it would be someone I wanted to see.

“Hey Claire,” said Jen after I opened the door.

My heart skipped a beat.  “Hey Jen,” I said.  “I thought that you were going out with Justin tonight.”

“Oh yeah, about that...,” said Jen as she trailed off.  She jumped on my bed and sprawled out, nothing that was unusual for her.  “...I just don’t think that is going to work.”

“I’m so sorry...Jen.  That stinks, I know you were hopeful about him.”

“No, it’s okay,” said Jen.  “I am not sure that he is my type.”

“Not your type?  I know you well enough to know what you are into.  I thought Justin fit the bill perfectly.”

“It’s not that,” said Jen as she paused to look at me.  She gestured for me to lay down in the bed next to her.  “It’s that I’m just not sure if guys are right for me.  I don’t know if that makes sense at all.”

I laid down next to her and my heart began to beat faster when her words registered with me.  “Oh yeah, and why do you think that,” I asked, trying to be as sweet as I could be.

“I feel like no matter what, a guy can never really get me.  Like a guy is never going to be able to understand what it’s like to be me.  They have different desires and a different view on life.  There’s just no way to feel intimate with them.”

“I totally know what you mean,” I said as I grabbed her hand to give a reassuring squeeze.

“You do?”

“Of course.  You don’t see me dating a bunch of guys do you?  They always try to hit on me, but I’m just not interested.”

“I’ve noticed that,” said Jen.  “Then what are you interested in?”

I knew I had a chance to tell her how I felt about her, but I couldn’t get the words out.  “I am interested in closeness.”

“So am I,” she said squeezing my hand.  “Why haven’t we talked about this before.  I bet we have a lot in common when it comes to how we see relationships.  I think that we are both looking for the same things.”

We turned to look at each other, I into her deep green eyes, and her into mine.  We had felt connected before, but knowing that we felt the same way about relationships, and making eye contact with her, it was as if we were best friends in a way that I had always hoped for.  “I think that you might be right, Jen,” I said as I leaned into her.  My heart was now racing so fast I felt that it might explode.  She leaned into me and I went for it.  We kissed, and it felt so amazing, but I jerked back.  The conservative instinct of my upbringing was kicking in and I needed a second to readjust my thinking.

“What is wrong?” Asked Jen. “I’m sorry, we shouldn’t have done that.”

“No, it’s okay Jen.” I said as I looked at her beautiful face.  She had sharp features that were making me melt in her presence.  I knew that my desire for her would soon be beyond the power of opposition.  “I just didn’t expect that.  I need a second.”

“Okay,” said Jen.

We looked at each other intently and seemed to devour one another with our gaze.  I had seen Jen in the locker room many times before after a soccer match.  I knew that her body was toned and athletic.  I knew that her skin was soft.  But the knowledge wasn’t enough.  A touch wasn’t enough.  I knew that I needed more, that I could not be satisfied.  “Jen, I just have to tell you before we go on.  I have been attracted to you for a long time, and this is just a lot for me to take in.”

“I have felt the same way,” said Jen, as she took my face in her hands and began making out with me.  She pulled back.  “Since the day that I met you I have wanted you.”

Hearing her say that made my pussy quiver.  Her lips were soft on mine.  We rubbed our cheeks together and my body felt light and intoxicated by her scent.  I couldn’t stop myself anymore, and pushed her down onto the bed.  “I want to make you happy.”

Jen smiled at me as I started taking off her dress.  It was tight on her body and I needed her help.  Finally when it was off and I could see her lingerie underneath, I laid on top of her and continued making out with her.  The skin on skin made me feel warm and energized, like I was a fully sexual being.  Our bodies grinded against each other and we intertwined our legs.

“This is so nice,” said Jen.

Hearing that she was enjoying herself made me even more horny and I pressed my pelvis into hers and felt her wet panties against mine.  Our breasts were pressing against each other and our breathing was in rhythm.  My crotch was now burning up as I knew that I needed Jen more than anything in the world right now.  I needed her to attend to my sexual desires.

“Take these off,” I told Jen pointing to my bra and panties.  She didn’t hesitate and immediately began to unhook my bra and then kiss me down my stomach.  “You make me feel so good Jen.”

She just looked up at me and smiled.  I wasn’t sure if she had ever been with another girl before, and I didn’t care.  I knew that her mouth and tongue on my clit would be heaven no matter what.  She pulled down my panties and then began to kiss around my inner thighs.  “You look perfect.  Your pussy is so sweet looking.  I can’t wait to get down there and eat it up.  But first, let me get you squirming.  I want your pussy dripping and swelling for me.

“You are teasing me,” I said.  She was too busy to respond and continued to lick and kiss my inner thighs and lightly scratch them.  Then she began to kiss around my pussy and when she did this I felt I couldn’t take it anymore.  I thrust my hips up to meet her mouth but she just kissed right beside my pussy.  “Please Jen.”

“That’s what I wanted to hear,” she said.  “I want you to beg for it.   I want you to want me, Claire.  Because I want you.  I don’t want you holding anything back from me.”

“I’m not going to hold anything back,” I told Jen.  “I have been hoping that this day would come for a long time.”

Jen grabbed my hips to keep them steady.  “trust me,” she said.  Jen looked up at me and smiled.  “You are in good hands.  I want to make you feel good.”

I did what she said and I stopped squirming.  And sure enough, Jen kissed my pussy.  I was the best feeling I had ever had.  She then began to rub and play with it with her fingers.  She pulled back my lips and exposed my eager clit.  When her tongue touched it directly for the first time I thought I was die from the ecstasy.  “Fuck.”

“You like that,” asked Jen as she spoke for the first time since she started attending to my pussy.

“Fuck yeah,” I moaned.  I arched my hips up to meet her tongue.  She licked deftly and delicately on and around my clit.  Then she began to lap at my pussy and stick her tongue inside my vagina.  I loved the feeling of being invaded by her.  I wanted more of her.

Jen continued to lick and suck on my clit.  Then she put two fingers in my pussy and began rubbing g-spot directly.  I was impressed that she didn’t have any trouble finding it.  But then again, she was a girl, and not only that, she was my best friend.  “You are super tight, Claire,” she said.

“I know.  I’ve never been with a guy, so I should be pretty tight down there.”

Jen started to lick and suck on my clit while she fingered my pussy.  She licked and fingered in and out and then slowed down to rub my g-spot.  I grabbed the sheets of my bed to brace myself as I could feel my orgasm rumbling inside of me. “I’m about to fucking cum,” I moaned.”  I squeezed my legs together around Jen’s head and held her in place as she licked and finger fucked me.  “I’m cumming Jen.”

She began to slide her fingers in and out of me as fast as she could. She finger fucked me in a rage and gave me a massive orgasm. I cried out in pleasure as my pussy spasmed on her finger.  I felt contraction after powerful contraction in my body that sent waves of pleasure to my extremities.  My pussy clenched down on Jen’s finger, wanting to suck on it and make love to it.  I moaned and then grabbed Jen’s finger to take it out of my now super sensitive pussy.

“How was that,” she asked.

“Come here,” is all I could say.  Jen kissed me and I lapped the pussy juices up off of her face.  They tasted so good and pure, the type of juices that come from a powerful orgasm.  “Now it’s your turn.”

I pushed Jen over and looked at her body.  She was about as tall as me, and her body was lean and tan.  She had an athletic muscularity that made her a great soccer player, and now I discovered, a great lover as well.  But her muscle definition was never so pronounced that it made her seem any less feminine.  To some, and to me, it made her distinctly Jen, the hottest girl in school.

“I’ve been looking forward to this for a long time,” I said as I kissed her neck and down to her breasts.  I couldn’t stop smiling as I began to lick Jen’s breasts.  I had imagined doing so many times, but to actually be doing it was beyond comprehension.  Her perky breasts were so soft, supple and perky.  Her nipples were puffy and erect.  I kissed her stomach and down her perfect athletic body.  My pussy was throbbing wet as I was living my fantasy.  I got to her inner thighs and as I kissed her I could hear soft moans.  They were the sounds of a goddess and I knew I couldn’t wait a second longer to get to her juicy pussy.  Licking her juices was like tasting ambrosia from Olympus.

“That feels so fucking good, Claire,” said Jen as she looked down at me with a smile.  Her gaze penetrated me and warmed me, making my juices flow.  I lapped at her tight pussy and put my fingers inside, trying to find her g-spot.  She found mine so easily that I wanted to return the favor.  Finally I found it and massaged the spongy upper wall of her pussy.  I was pressing a button that opened the floodgates of ecstasy to my best friend.  Jen looked at me in a way that made me know this would not be the last time we would be doing this.  I finger fucked her harder now, wanting to bring her to the edge of orgasm.  But I didn’t want her to cum...not yet.

“I’m getting so fucking close,” said Jen.

“Tell me when you are right on the verge of cumming,” I said.

I finger fucked her harder, trying to look into her eyes to see when the pleasure was swelling up inside of her.  I could see her pupils dilate as she tried to take in the moment, and right before she got to the point of no return, I pulled out my fingers.

“Don’t stop,” said Jen.

“I want to have a huge orgasm together,” I told her.  “I want to scissor you.”

“Claire, what has gotten into you.  I never knew you had such a dirty mind.”

“I do for you.”

Jen smiled and spread her legs for me, inviting my pussy in.  I positioned myself and then moved my pussy right next to hers. “I’ve always wanted to do this,” I said.  “It seems so hot.”

“Then do it,” said Jen as she grabbed my hips and pulled me into her pussy.

When our pussy lips touched gasped at the pleasure.  “You are so wet, Jen.”

“So are you.  This feels so fucking good.”

“Keep rubbing your pussy on me, babe.”  We were both rubbing our juices together trying to make sure that our clits touched and kissed.  It felt smooth and squishy.  “I love the sound that it makes,” I said.  The wet, soft, slapping sound made my pussy feel like it was going to gush open.

“Fuck,” said Jen.  “I need to do this more often.”

“Fuck yeah we do,” I said.  I started pounding into her pussy harder now.  “Do you like it like that?”

“Yeah, I want you to fuck me rough like that,” said Jen.  “I want you to ravage me.”

I was so fucking turned on by her words.  I started pounding my snatch into her harder and harder grinding as fast as I could.  I grabbed her hips and pulled her into me closer. She looked so good with her head back moaning in delight.  “Fuck Jen.  I have always wanted to do this with you.”

She picked up her pace and we found a healthy rhythm of grinding and pressing our pussies together.  I could feel the athleticism in her body through her pussy; like every single muscle was focused on the gyrations and sensations between her legs.  Seeing her body squirm and spasm was as erotic as the physical feeling of her lips sliding against mine.  There were now beads of sweat forming on her soft tight skin, making her look even more streamlined and sexy.  I grabbed her legs and then her hips.  I grabbed her ass and realized I could not get enough of her.  Every inch of her felt soft, smooth, wet, and delicious.  It was as if her body was dripping sex and I needed all of it.  I pounded harder into her, and was losing touch with where I was and how long we had been fucking.  All I knew was that I was within the moment that I had longed for.

“I’m getting so fucking close to cumming,” moaned Jen, louder than before.  “I don’t care if the whole fucking dorm hears me.  Oh fuck.”

“I’m close too,” I said as I opened my eyes and lifted my head up.  I met Jen’s gaze and knew she was in another world of pleasure as I was.  “Cum with me.”

We both pounded each other and our bodies arched and tightened.  I grabbed the bed sheets with one hand and squeezed Jen’s leg with another hand. I felt the rumbling of the orgasm deep in my core and then my pussy exploded in bliss and release.  “Fuck, I’m cumming Jen.  I’m fucking cumming for you baby.”

“I’m cumming too,” she said as she pressed her pussy into me even harder this time.

Wave after wave of warm pleasure and erotic release emanated out from my pussy and through my body.  I felt like I was floating off of the bed as the sensation so enraptured me.  The pulses started to slow down and I laid back on the bed, exhausted.  I could barely move a muscle, as it took so much out of me to have such an intense orgasm.  My release was so complete that I felt in that moment more satisfied than I ever had in my life; as if I needed nothing else in the world to feel completed.  And then, after a few seconds of closing my eyes in comfort and the after flow of an orgasm, I opened them to see Jen’s face right above mine, smiling.

“How was that for you?”  She asked.

“Amazing,” I said.  I grabbed her face and pulled her into me.  Now it was not to fulfill the sexual tension, but to thank the girl that made my body feel so good.  “You are perfect,” I told her.

“You are,” whispered Jen.

In that moment we were not college students or soccer players but lovers that had combined into one entity to experience the full measure of pleasures available to those who dare to explore them.  Our kisses were tender and passionate and the skin on skin touch of her body seemed to release hormones into mine that made me know I would be looking at Jen in a different light.

“We should do this in the locker room after practice sometime,” I said.

“That’s a little scandalous, don’t you think?”

“Yes, but it suits us.”

“Oh?”

I smiled at her.  “Because we are different and I want to experience every pleasure possible with you.  I think that what we have been looking for; that deep connection and bond of love is right here.  We don’t have to look anymore.”

“I agree,” said Jen.  She kissed me.

I tried to speak again, but she put a finger to my lips to silence me and then kissed me more.  Our bodies communicated more than my words could.  And so we both rested in each other’s arms, content that we were home, that we could be at rest with each other.


12. Emma's Study Partner: First Time Lesbian Sex in Public by Lora Lane

All you ever hear about now is that college is the time of your life when you are supposed to experience new and amazing things. That is especially supposed to be true when it comes to partying and sexual experiences. It never was the case for me though. No, I was going to be that student who focused completely on my studies almost all the time before graduating early and laughing at all the girls who partied instead of working hard. Then I met Lizzy. She is easily the most charismatic person I have ever met, beautiful as well and she showed me the most amazing night of my life that I will not soon forget.

College was always said to be the best time of my life. All throughout school it was something I was supposed to look forward to for wild times, great friends and even a little studying. The friends I had in high school didn't know me very well if they thought those things were what I planned to get out of college however. I decided to be a nurse on my fourth birthday when a kid choked after accidentally swallowing a toy. One of the parents was a nurse and saved his life right there in my living room. It didn't even slow down the party all that much. It was the coolest thing I had ever seen at that time and still ranks pretty high today.

From that point on I had tunnel vision. It was nursing or bust for me all throughout school. I tended to pay more attention to the subjects dealing with the human body than other things but I sure made certain to pass all of my classes with high enough grades so as to have my choice of a few good nursing programs. The one I finally settled upon was a combination of a local community college then to finish at a local four year college. It might seem like an odd coupling of schools but that tends to be the best way for nursing programs, especially when we have one of the best hospitals in the nation attached to the big school for the last years of the program.

I never dreamed of partying instead of studying. Sure, I went out with friends now and then. I don't want you to think I was a recluse or something. When it came to weekends where I had something serious to hit the books on however, I was nowhere near the fun scene. As a matter of fact the act of studying started to be fun for me after a while. I got to the point where I thought I had it all figured out and smirked at those who didn't understand how much fun throwing yourself at school and studying could really be.

It's kind of funny to look back now and have a little laugh at myself and how true I was to the cause during that time. I wasn't the perfect student but was probably as close as the school had to a perfectly attuned studying machine. The thing is, my grades weren't perfect at all so I kept trying to find new places to study and new ways to study. Little did I know at the time just how important of a decision that would end up being.

Not much was said about it at the time but I wasn't all that healthy when I was throwing myself at the books almost all the time. A friend of mine checked my levels just for fun and I wound up having to admit that the stress was getting to me. There wasn't anything that could be done about it of course but I at least was willing to admit that studying so much and giving nearly zero time to unwinding was not the best for my health. I was young though and when I graduated with honors I would have plenty of time to get my stress level down, or so I figured.

Then one day everything changed when a stunning girl walked into the coffee shop where I spent some free daytime hours hitting the books. She didn't just walk in though, she walked in and sat right next to me.

“Hi!” she said with a beautiful smile, “I'm Elizabeth. My friends call me Lizzy. We haven't met.”

I shook my head, unable to keep the smile from my face, “No, we haven't. Nice to meet you Elizabeth, I'm Emma.”

She shook her head with a sour expression on her face, “I told you my friends call me Lizzy. Get it right girl.”

“We just met though,” I said flippantly. “We aren't friends.”

“Oh, but we will be,” she said with certainty. “So, you may as well go ahead and call me Lizzy.”

I put my pen down and looked at her with a sideways glance, “Alright, Lizzy, let me ask you a question. How can you be so sure we are going to be friends? Do you know more about me than I do about you?”

She smiled and shrugged, “Guilty! I saw you weeks ago when I first transferred here and couldn't take my eyes off of you. Not only are you gorgeous with that long blonde hair – which you should wear down more by the way – and your long thin figure,” she looked me up and down, “You're also probably the best student in the program.”

“Hold on,” I still couldn't get the smile off of my face, “Are you trying to butter me up so that I'll help you study or something?”

“Hot damn, you're smart and psychic!” She finally let the smile fade a little bit but she had one of those faces that almost always looked pleasant whether she was smiling or not. “By the way I've never tried buttering someone up but if that's what you're into sweetie, we'll try it. Look,” she put her hands up, “I was tipped off to your brilliance by Professor Gwen. She said I should get to know you and see if I could learn from your studying habit's. The thing is,” she smiled sweetly, “No offense but I don't want your studying habit's. You never have any fun girl!”

“Fun will come later,” I said.

“Really? Do you have parents or grandparents?” she asked. “Because I do and I don't remember them having time to unwind and have fun very often. This is college Emma! You've got the studying thing down but you need to have some fun too or you'll explode. The way I figure it, we can help each other out. You help me study and I'll help you have some fun. What do you say?”

To make a long story short, I eventually somewhat reluctantly agreed to meet on neutral ground so to speak. She wanted to show me how to party and wanted me to want to show her how to study. While I had no interest in either at first, her smile was infectious and started to grow on me very quickly. I've never had any interest in girls, you know, romantically or anything but there was something about Lizzy that drew me to her. It was as if there was a big part of me that wanted everything she was offering, no matter how much the aloud and verbal part didn't.

Anyway, we wound up studying at a local pub. It certainly wasn't a coffee house or study hall but it also wasn't a bar. That way we had enough light to be able to study a little bit and could enjoy a drink and a little music in the process. For all of the planning I did to steer her towards studying and away from the drinking and music, she wound up convincing me to have a drink before she even considered looking at the books. I still probably wouldn't have had one if it weren't for her having threatened to start screaming that I drugged her drink. At first the threat didn't work but that was only because I didn't yet know just how crazy the girl was. She got as far as screaming help really loud before I relented and accepted a drink. To her credit, we did get some studying in after that.

The next meeting went a little more towards my comfort zone as she came to my place to hit the books in a more standard setting. I'm not a savage or anything so I had some bottled water out and a few snacks to get us through. It went pretty well at first with her answering a lot of my questions correctly and me doing much the same in return. After we had been at it for about an hour, she began to pace around the room. When I asked the next question she needed to answer, no answer was forthcoming.

“Do you ever just get bored studying like this?” Lizzy asked.

“Sure,” I said looking up from the bed where I had been laying on my stomach for much of the previous half hour. “We can take a break if you want. Grab some chips and a bottle of water.”

Lizzy walked over towards the counter that held the snacks. I doubted she ever ate any snacks like that considering the figure she kept. She was a few inches shorter than me with cropped brown hair and a perfect tan – the kind that looked more like she inherited it than got it from the sun. We hadn't really talked much about boys but I was certain she had at least one guy pawning over her. I got my share of looks when I went out but Lizzy was an entirely different story. She grabbed a bag of chips started to dig in. “Nah, it's not that I need a break so much. I just get tired of it. It's always been that way. I can study for a little while and it seems to stick pretty well but then I get distracted or bored and all my focus just leaves.”

Propping myself up on my arms, I asked, “What about when you hit the gym?”

“What about it?”

I smiled, “Do you get bored at the gym? If not maybe you could use the same mindset for studying. Work out your mind like you work out that hot body of yours.”

“You think I'm hot?” Lizzy asked with a smile.

“Uh, yeah,” I smirked, “Who doesn't? But that wasn't really the point, Lizzy.”

“Oh,” she swung back around and then teased a look back over her shoulder, “Are you sure? Because I think you're hot too.”

“Yes,” I nodded as I sat up on the bed, “I'm sure. Wait, you think I'm hot?”

“Well, hell yeah.” She came over and sat down next to me on the bed. “I know what you're getting at and the only thing I really don't get distracted doing is going out to dance, drink and party.”

I smiled, “That's why it worked so well the other night.”

She smiled back as she rubbed her shoulder against mine playfully, “Yeah. I could have told you that Emma. Dim the lights, put on some music and give me enough to drink for a light buzz and we'll study like crazy.” I looked down at the books to the side but she stopped me. “Oh, come on! Wait, isn't it my turn to ask a question anyway?”

I shrugged, “Maybe. You can go first.”

“Alright,” she said with a smile, “Have you ever kissed a girl?”

The question was more shocking than words could express but I turned my head to ask her what in the world she was thinking. I only got half of the first word out though because when my face turned towards hers, Lizzy grabbed the back of my head lightly and planted a kiss right on my lips. She held it there for a few seconds before we both pulled away and Lizzy said, “Never mind.”

My fingers traced my lips in stunned silence as I looked up again, “What the heck was that?”

She was looking down in the book then, acting like she was studying big time before looking up, “What, that? Good lord Emma I just couldn't stop myself. Haven't you ever wanted to kiss a girl before?”

“No!”

“Why not?”

“Well,” I thought about it for a moment before finishing, “I'm not sure but I haven't.”

“Was it all that terrible?”

With a shrug I admitted, “No, not really, but that isn't the point.”

“Oh it was just a little fun to mix things up,” Lizzy said with a wave of her hand. “Relax would you? Look how calm and focused I am now. That little bit of fun will get me another thirty minutes of good study time. Let's hit the books, girl!”

“I don't know,” I shook my head.

“Would you rather I sat across the room sweetie?”

That brought a laugh out, “No, of course not. I'm sorry it's just that I've never done that before.”

“I know,” she said with a smirk.

“You do? How?”

She winked, “Just trust me Emma. I know all kinds of interesting things. For instance,” she looked down in the book, “This bit about the clavicle – I knew that too.”

Part of me wanted to be angry with her in the worst way but I just couldn't be with her smile so sweet. Besides, what was the harm in what she had done? It wasn't the worst kiss ever and it wasn't the most meaningful one either. A little fun messing around and she was raring to go study some more. Maybe that was exactly what both of us needed. After all, my grades had gone up too in the short time Lizzy had been studying with me.

Between that time and the next time we met to study, Lizzy convinced me to go out with her one Friday night to a local bar. They were the kind of bar that didn't call themselves a bar as a way of suggesting that they were slightly higher quality and it worked for them. The lighting wasn't the black-light neon junk that I didn't like at the louder places and they had a live band instead of a DJ wanna be. They even had pretty good food for such a place which helped their case as well.

While we were waiting on an order of mozzarella sticks, the band started playing an old Prince song and Lizzy's eyes went wide. “Oh my god, you have to dance with me!” I started to shake my head, ready to tell her that I wasn't much of a dancer but she grabbed me by the hand and dragged me out there on the floor anyway. Everyone loved the song so the floor was full, though thankfully not too cramped, and I felt pretty comfortable just blending in with what everyone else was doing.

Lizzy had a bad habit of surprising me though and that night was no different. Just as I was getting into the movements, she walked up to me and started dancing against me in a more sultry way. She squatted and ran her hands along my sides then along hers as she danced her way back to standing. Then she turned and put her butt against my crotch and started grinding against me. I looked around expecting others to be looking at us but everyone was doing their own thing and paying us zero attention.

She turned around and danced against me face to face before leaning in to my ear, “Try it. Dance against me. It might be fun, you never know until you try.”

My options ran through my mind. Just a few weeks ago I wouldn't have even been there, much less entertain the idea of dancing a sexy dance with another girl. Still, it did happen and we were both pretty hot that night so I eventually shrugged and decided to go for it. I stepped back and she came towards me, thinking that I was refusing but I pushed her away with a wink and wagged my finger at her. It felt like I was in someone else's body the way I moved my hands along my chest and down my thighs but it also made me feel sexier than I ever had.

I danced around her in a quick circle, brushing my side along her butt and my hand along her thigh while I was at it. She smiled down at me and I smiled back up as I came around in front of her and ran my hands along her in the same way she had done to me. Her body was so amazing that even in my tall and toned body some referred to as model-like, I was envious. Finally I turned around and began to grind my hips against hers, just as the music started to slow and the song came to an end.

The others on the dance floor kept dancing for a minute and then started clapping in appreciation for the great performance as I stood and turned to Lizzy, aiming to let her know that it actually had been a lot of fun. When I turned around she was right in my face and brought her lips to mine again. This time we both had a couple of drinks in us and the kiss lasted longer than it had the time before. Lizzy even snaked her tongue out of her mouth for a second before the next song began and I pulled away.

We made our way over to the table next to the bar we were calling home for the evening and sat down in silence for a few seconds before Lizzy finally broke the silence. “I'm sorry Emma, I just couldn't help myself. God, that dance was amazing!”

“What?” I allowed my confusion to readily show.

“The kiss,” she answered, “I just couldn't stop myself from attacking you out there. Hopefully it didn't scare you too badly.”

I couldn't keep the smile from my face. The kiss was anything but scary. It coupled with the dance had been part of the sexiest moment of my entire life. “Lizzy, I didn't pull away because I didn't like it or because it was scary.”

She allowed an innocent grin, “No?”

I shook my head, “No way, it was more the other direction. I think I liked it too much. If anything scared me, it was that. Whether it was the few drinks I had or the way you looked when you danced, I'm not sure, but it was amazing.”

“Did it make your stomach feel all nervous and make you feel like you didn't know what you were going to do next?” Lizzy asked. “Almost like you couldn't believe the thoughts going through your head?”

“Yeah,” I said wide-eyed, “You ever felt that way?”

She smiled and nodded easily, “Yeah, a couple of times probably but nothing ever quite like that. It didn't scare me but I felt it for sure.”

As far as awkward silences go, the one that dragged out between Lizzy and me right then was pretty hefty. I didn't know exactly what was happening to me but I knew I was changing or that something inside of me was changing. I liked it, that much I was sure about but that was all I was certain of at that moment. It stopped soon enough though and the conversation turned back on when three guys came over to our table.

“Hey,” one of them said with a handsome smile, “You girls nearly lit that dance floor on fire out there. If you'd kept up I think someone would have called the fire department.” The guys behind him nodded and smiled as if they wished they had thought of something so clever to say. “You two want to get out of here and have a little fun?”

I smiled at Lizzy who was smiling back at me and then at the guys flirtatiously. They were cute enough, especially the one in the back and to the right but I really wasn't wanting to have anything in the way of a wild night with them. In the end however, especially with how much fun I was having easing out of my comfort zone lately, I decided to leave it up to Lizzy and shrugged in her direction.

She smiled at me and then winked at the guy in the front before standing and raising herself up to whisper in his ear. His smile was only equaled by that of the guys behind him who all figured they knew what was about to happen. If they did then they had something on me because I had no clue. Finally the guy's smile soured and he shook his head as he turned back to his confused friends saying something about how they could do better.

“What did you say to him?” I asked with a laugh after Lizzy sat back down.

She leaned in with a wide and mischievous smile, “I told him that he and his boys should go 'F' themselves with a big black dildo.” She broke out into big rolling laughter and I joined her. The rest of the night was nothing but the two of us teasing guys and having fun with each other before we finally went back to my place and crashed hard.

The next morning Lizzy left early after we had a little bite to eat and planned our next studying session. One thing both of us knew we wanted was to make sure we kept doing that because it was helping both of us. She was getting more focused on her studying and I was loosening up just enough. It was best for both of us so we agreed to meet at her place the next weekend and she promised to have a fun game planned that would help us have a blast while we hit the books.

The week that followed went pretty well for both my new best friend and me as things continued to improve at school. Professor Gwen even stopped both of us to let us know that she was proud of the work we were both doing – Lizzy to become a great student and me to become the perfect student. I told her she was being too kind but Lizzy slapped me on the rear and said 'good game girl'.

If someone had forced me to guess what was waiting when I pulled up to Lizzy's place that night, I wouldn't have been able to even try. She was so different from me in so many ways and that led to me being not only willing to go to her place and study but to me looking forward to it more than the weekend of fun the week before. Even if I had guessed, I would have been way off. When I walked in the door the lights were dim and music was playing.

“Come right in,” she said, “The game await's.”

“Lizzy,” I said skeptically, “What are you doing?”

“Don't worry,” she smiled as she waved me inside the rest of the way. “You'll like it because it involves studying and I'll like it because it will be wild fun. Everybody wins so relax would you? Come on and lay your stuff down. Take your shoes off too. What are you dressed up for anyway?”

I looked down at my t-shirt, bluejeans and socks and shoes and back up at her. She wore a long t-shirt that looked like a sleep shirt and I couldn't see anything else. I smiled, “Well, I couldn't very well drive in my skivvies Lizzy. What's the game tonight? I'm ready to study! What do you have for me?”

She smiled and I instantly felt nervous. It was that smile. The one she wore just before she surprised me with a kiss and just before she convinced me to do a dirty dancing impression against her. “Are you ready for real?”

“Yes!” I said with a big smile, “Bring it on girl!”

“You sure?”

“Yes!”

Lizzy pulled out the book of the subject we had planned to study that night and said, “Strip studying!”

With a smile and a twisted into one expression I said, “Be serious Lizzy.”

“Oh, Emma, I have never been more serious.”

“You're for real? Strip studying?”

“Scared?”

“With the way you're dressed?” I asked, “I'll win in one question.”

Lizzy lifted her shirt up revealing short shorts and a bra, “I've got a few layers here, same as you actually. So, unless you are afraid that I'll get more answers right than you, we should be good to go.”

For some reason I nodded and looked at her with a mock serious expression, “You're going down girl! Let's do this!”

The questions went back and forth for a few minutes before one of them was answered incorrectly and to my surprise it was me who sported the first wrong answer. Lizzy motioned to my shirt and told me to take it off. I hesitated for a moment and then shrugged and took it off.

“Woo!” she yelled, “Look at that sexy body of yours girl! Makes me want to lick whipped cream off of your chest or something. Oh, and also I'm winning.”

“Laugh it up, Lizzy,” I said. “I won't get another one wrong.”

But I did. The next two wrong answers belonged to me. Luckily I took my belt off with one of the wrong answers so the third incorrect response only had me removing my jeans. “I cannot believe this! You really have been hitting the books haven't you?”

Lizzy smiled at me, “Are you kidding? It meant I would get to see you like this so you bet I studied. You're so sexy, it's turning me on a little bit Emma. Good god.”

“Stop it,” I waved her off.

“I'm serious,” she said and then shook her head. “Back to the game though. I feel a wrong answer coming any minute now.” She had zero wrong answers. Luckily neither did I for a long time. It was probably a half hour before I got another answer wrong. Lizzy clapped her hands and begged me to take it off. Something about how excited she was about seeing my breasts made me want to but it wasn't enough for me to be willing to.

“I don't think I can,” I said.

Lizzy leaned up and walked towards me with an expression I hadn't quite seen on her face. She touched the center of my bra in the back where it fastened and said, “No? How about I do it for you?” Before I could say no or yes, since I hadn't decided yet, Lizzy removed my bra and tossed it over to one side. Her gaze found my breasts and looked back up to my eyes. “You're so damn sexy, Emma. God, I'm so horny for you right now.”

“Easy for you to say,” I quipped in spite of my nervousness. “You're still dressed.”

“Yeah,” she smiled and held her hand up to my face where a list of answers were written on a small sticky pad paper, “But I cheated. So, I guess that means I lose by forfeit.” She stepped back and pulled the large shirt off, then the bra and then the shorts in quick succession. My eyes traveled down to her perfect breasts, her flat stomach and back up to her face. “But wait,” she smiled a sultry grin, “This is still tied and by cheating, I lost. So you know what that means.” She bent down and dropped her panties to the floor then stood up completely naked before me.

I was speechless as her fingers went to her lips, then down to her nipple and then down between her legs. She began to rub herself slowly at first and then more quickly. My breath began to grow shorter as I could feel myself getting turned on too and my nipples were as hard as if ice had been rubbed across them for a few minutes each. “Lizzy.”

She didn't speak but she looked up at me as she continued to rub herself and then looked down between my legs expectantly. My hands instead went directly to my breasts as I felt my body screaming at me to pleasure myself. I pushed my breasts against each other and breathed heavily as I looked down towards her hand and what she was doing. My left hand snaked down the front of my body and under the edge of my panties before my nerves got the better of me and I stopped. “Lizzy, I don't think I can.”

Lizzy pulled her hand from between her legs and rubbed it up towards her breasts. She then put them into her mouth and licked them before moving to me and looking deep into my eyes, “No? How about I do it for you?” She moved her hand down to my panties and eased her fingers beneath the edge. When I didn't stop her she went lower and felt my thinly shaved pussy. “Just relax, Emma.”

My head rolled back to stare at the ceiling as her fingers began to go to work on me. She seemed to know just how to touch me and moved her fingers along and inside the edge of my pussy lips masterfully. I groaned and my knees grew weak when she pressed a finger into the edge of my damp pussy. Finally desire won out and I turned her face towards mine and kissed her hungrily. My tongue teased outward as she did the same and then squeezed my breast with her free hand.

Quickly she moved me back to the couch and I lay back with my thighs spread. Lizzy kissed her way up my inner thighs until she began to lick my pussy lips and I thought I was going to scream. It felt unlike anything I had ever experienced, since not only had I never been with a girl before but had also never had a guy go down on me.

Within a few minutes I was moaning loudly towards the ceiling and massaging my breasts as she worked on my pussy. Somewhere along the line she pulled my panties off the rest of the way and I allowed her to do whatever she wanted. When she moved her tongue away from my crotch I looked up, ready to demand she go back down. Then her hand cupped my lips again, this time pushing one finger deeper inside of me and moving quickly in and out.

My eyes grew wide. I knew something was building inside but it wasn't until then that it exploded out of me. My own juices dampened my thighs and pussy as she continued to work my body over like a lover only could. It was amazing enough that at last I shifted my weight upward and pushed her back so that I could return the favor. I copied much of what she had done and then instinct took over.

Lizzy started to buck her hips and yelp loudly before she pushed me back and shifted her pussy to meet mine directly. Our hips bucked as we rubbed our pussies against one another in the most erotic moment of my entire life. We both yelped and screamed loudly as orgasms built inside each of us. When everything climaxed all at once, I began to actually feel bad for the mess we were making but only colored in the bliss I was swimming in.

I don't know how long we lay there but eventually I moved over and grabbed the sticky note that she had written answers down on. When I got to looking at it, they didn't match many of the answers she gave. I rolled to my side and smiled at her, “Hey, you only cheated on one or two questions.”

She shrugged, “Yeah, I know. How could I know what questions you would choose to ask? I just wanted to try and insure that I would win, even if it meant cheating.”

“You planned all of this?” I asked.

“This?” she asked pointing at the couch, “No way girl. I just wanted to see that body of yours. The rest of this just happened all by it'self. Maybe we should try to keep our clothes on if we actually want to get some studying done from this point forward.”

“Yeah,” I smiled, “Maybe so.”

Lizzy has become my very best friend since that wild beginning to our friendship. We still enjoy each other in all kinds of ways from time to time and we still help each other study too. What can I say? I guess sometimes the right person comes along at just the right time. It certainly was the case for Lizzy and me.


13. The Sweet Bridal Suite: Having a Lesbian Stripper on my Wedding Night by Kaylee Jones

When Briana heads to Las Vegas a few days before her wedding, her friends take her out to celebrate in Vegas style.  Through no fault of hers, they wind up partying with another bachelorette group and end up in a strip club.  Much to Briana’s shock (and arousal), she receives her very first lap dance.  The stripper takes quite a liking to the pretty bride and crashes her wedding night in style.

I am not even sure where to start this story.  I do not know how it all transpired or how it came about, but it happened.  I swear!

It was a few days before the wedding, and my crazy friends all took me out for a bachelorette party.  It is not normally my thing really, but I had to go along.  It was my last chance to be crazy and single!  We had planned it ahead of time.  Since the wedding was in Las Vegas anyway, we all headed out a few days early to celebrate.  I was the first of our group to get married so everyone was very excited about the first bachelorette party.

That first night, we had a relatively sedate dinner, a few bottles of wine but nothing overboard.  Sure we were all dolled up in our sparkly finest for a night on the Vegas strip, but we had to pace ourselves.  Susan was wearing something she called a dress but I think I have worn bigger swimsuits.  Annie decided that she was best dressed in her short-shorts, tube top, and stripper heels.  I opted for a simple little dress and everyone called me the prude for keeping a little modesty.

After dinner, we all headed over to a nearby bar and dammit if they didn’t whip out all of those horrid accessories made for the bride to be.  They had the veil and the sash and several obnoxious pins and buttons that played music and flashed little red lights.  It was horrible but I tried to be a good sport.  After a couple of hours of wearing those things, we had been given more shots than any of us thought to count.  It was a very good thing that we did not have a rental car.

We stumbled from that bar into the next one and the cycle repeated.  In the second one, we even found another blushing bride so our group grew.  I am still not sure how it happened (I mostly blame the ladies that joined our party), but by about midnight we ended up in a strip club.

Not men stripping, mind you, women.  But I had had what felt like an entire bottle of vodka, so to me all of the ladies shaking their asses and jiggling their tits appeared to have four boobs and like eight legs.  There was a table full of guys near our group and they started with the drinks again.  I was so past gone I did not even pay attention.  But then the night took a turn I was not expecting.

One of the guys offered to buy me and the other bride lap dances if he could watch.  She and I were not seeing straight at all, and just giggled at the idea.  But he kept pushing and soon his friends and our friends were all encouraging us.  Eventually he and one of his friends made it happen, I am not sure how that works even now.

The pushy guy and one of his buddies led us two brides to a back room where there were two strippers waiting for us.  The slim blonde girl was wearing that fetishist schoolgirl outfit and the brunette was wearing a cheerleader version.  The shirts barely covered their large tits and the skirts did not even come close to covering their bare asses.

The guys lightly pushed us down onto a couch and sat down opposite us.  They made sure that they were not anywhere near us.  I guess in case our respective fiancées were in the vicinity.  The blonde sashayed her little ass up to me with a big grin and the brunette sat down on the lap of the other bride.

I had never really looked at women that way but when she straddled my lap and started dancing on top of me, it was pretty sexy.  The other bride looked like she was kind of getting into it too.

The blonde schoolgirl who was rubbing her tits against mine leaned over and whispered in my ear, “Your first lap dance?”

I nodded, too distracted by her hands on my hips.

“I like it when the girls wear skirts,” she whispered again.

With the combination of alcohol in my system and thumping music in my head, her breath on my skin was making me shiver.  My hands floated up to rest on her hips and she clapped her own hands over mine, pressing down into her own skin.  I gripped her harder as she ground into me.

She leaned back so that I could see her tanned flat stomach and then suddenly the little white button-down shirt was gone and her tits were bare.  At the time I was pretty sure they were fake, but suddenly I realized the guys’ obsession with boobs.  Watching hers jiggle and bounce in time with the music made me want to touch them.

She sat up and grinned at me as she slid my hands from her hips up her sides and around the outer curves of those bouncing globes.  I heard a strange groan from behind the dancing girl and peered around her to see the two guys adjusting themselves in their pants.

The stripper in my lap started fiddling with my skirt and then I felt her fingertips tickling my inner thighs.  I probably gasped but she could not have heard it over the music.  Her fingers kept inching up and up and up and I just kept squirming.  I really did not know what she had in mind, but I was pretty sure I did not want her to stop.

One finger barely grazed the cotton of my panties before it withdrew and I wanted more.  I had never slept with another woman in my life, never even kissed one, but I wanted her to touch me again.  Suddenly the song ended and the girl withdrew her hands and stood up off my lap.  I am certain I gave her that same pitiful puppy look that she gets from all of the guys.  But she leaned over and as she suckled at the pulse in my neck, I felt a tickle of something down the front of my dress before she was gone.  I looked up at the two guys who were staring wide-eyed with obvious tents in their pants.

The other bride and I linked arms and teetered out of the private room giggling and laughing.

****

After all of that, the two bridal groups decided to split and mine headed back to our hotel.  I was coming down from my buzz and starting to get very tired.  Besides, there was a different buzz happening between my thighs and I was grateful to have my own hotel room for the evening.

We all hugged good night and disappeared into our respective rooms.  Some of the gals were splitting room costs but since this was my wedding weekend, I opted to have my own.  They gave me a hard time but in the end, I got my way.

I stripped out of my dress and panties, leaving them in a pile on the floor and padded to the bathroom naked.  I took a nice warm shower to rinse off the feeling of Vegas dust, and slipped between the clean sheets in nothing but a clean pair of underwear.  As I lay there, letting the cool air conditioning soothe my skin, I remembered the feel of that stripped against my body.  She was curvy and soft and seemed to know exactly how to touch a woman.  Men never quite know that in the right detail.  Her fingers had been tickling up my inner thighs, and the feel of her lips on my neck was addicting.  Her breasts had bounced and wobbled in front of my face and I only got a small feel.

I remembered how soft yet firm her tits had felt, and how my lips had been so tempted to feel the puckered little pink nipples.  She had been wearing a tiny G-string but it was small enough that I knew she was shaved smooth.  I wondered what someone else’s pussy would feel like, would taste like.

As the thoughts crashed through my head, my swollen clit started pulsing.  I slid my hand inside my little silk panties, and was shocked to find that I was wet and slippery.  I rubbed my fingertips against my clit, trying to calm the need.  I remembered her fingers on my thighs and wondered what it would feel like to have those same fingers touching where I was touching.  The idea of her fingers tickling my pussy and rubbing my clit sent me through the roof with an explosive climax.  I shuddered and shivered, and finally passed out with thoughts of that sexy busty blonde.  All night I dreamed of her stretched out in the bed next to me while I explored every inch of her silky skin.

The next morning, I saw the scrap of paper laying amongst my clothing from the night before.  I picked it up and it had a phone number scrawled on it, in a woman’s handwriting.  It flooded back to me, it must be from the stripper.  Just before she left my lap, she had stuck something in the front of my dress.  I had forgotten to see what it was.  But it was her phone number.  My thighs tightened against each other and a faint pulse started throbbing in my pussy.  She had been hot, and she was handing out her phone number.  I only had a couple more days before I was headed off to the altar.  It was a now or never proposition.  So I called her.

“Hello?” her voice was smooth and throaty, just like it should have been.

“Um, hi.  You don’t know me, but you gave me your number last night at the club,” my heart was racing.

“Ohhh, hi there.  I remember you now.  You let me feel up under your skirt.”

I could hear the smile in her voice.

“Uh huh, that’s me.  Unless you do that with everyone,” I tried to be funny.

She giggled, “Well, most of my clients are men so they rarely wear skirts.  And no, I don’t touch them inside their clothing.  They pay well, but I like women.”

My face felt hot and it was spreading to the rest of my body.

“So, what are you doing in Vegas?”

“I’m here to get married,” I still couldn’t believe I was chatting up a stripper in the hopes of…  what, I didn’t know at the time.

“Oh!  Then we need to celebrate!  Can you get a night off from your friends?”

“Probably, I can tell them I need some time to get ready or something.”

“Perfect.  Can I take you to dinner tonight?”

“I’ll let you know.  Oh, and I’m Briana,” I offered.

“You can call me Tonya.”

We hung up, and I seriously doubted that was her real name.  My friends and I spent the day sunning by the pool and surprisingly enough they let me off for the night.  I hoped none of them knew I had a hot date.  That would just be awkward.

That night Tonya and I met at the bar she suggested.  She was wearing a dress that made the entire room drool, and you should have seen the looks on guy’s faces when she walked up to me and gave me a very intimate hug.  Her body pressed up against mine, with her hands lingering along the swell of my ass.

We had a nice chat through dinner but I have no idea what we talked about.  I was completely distracted by the fact that her hand tickled my thigh through the entire meal.  We headed out afterwards, arm-in-arm.  As soon as we got into a cab to go I-don’t-know-where, she was all over me and I just let her take over.

I’m shocked the cabbie didn’t crash the car, because he was watching as she was kissing me and running her hands over my tits and shoving my skirt up so she could tease around the edges of my thong.  Eventually, the cab pulled up in front of my hotel but I was so breathless and overcome with desire, I didn’t even notice.

“So can I come to the wedding tomorrow?” her voice sounded hoarse with her own need.

I nodded, too turned on to deny her anything.

“Just let me know when and where.”

****

By the time I got back up to my room that night, I was shivering from desire.  I stripped out of my clothing and stepped into the shower to let the cool water calm my aching body.  It was still hard to believe that I was getting married tomorrow and was incredibly turned on by this stripper, Tonya, tonight.  My friends would not have believed me if I could have found the guts to tell them.

As I lay between the silky hotel sheets, I slid my hand inside my panties and imagined her body against mine.  She was firm and soft at the same time, and I got the distinct impression she would be able to do things to me that I could not have even imagined.  I was quivering at the thought of her skin sliding against mine, and my climax hit me like a lightning bolt.  I passed out with thoughts of her in my head.

The next morning, I had a text from Tonya asking about the time and location of the wedding.  I sent it to her with trembling fingers and started off my wedding day with a throbbing between my thighs.  I had just gotten out of the shower when my friends started banging on the hotel room door.

“What?” I laughed as I yanked the door open.

I was met with a chorus of “Oh my gawds” and squeals as the group rushed in.  I knew that somewhere in the hotel was my fiancée since he had arrived in Vegas last night with his group.  The girls’ plan was to get brunch in my room via room service and then head to the on-site spa for hair and nails and makeup.  The wedding chapel was not far away so we did not have to worry much about traveling.

We ordered up a pile of croissants and fresh fruit along with several pots of coffee.  We all sat around in our plush white hotel robes and laughed the morning away.  I was not quite ready to give up my time with the girls but Rick, my fiancée, seemed to understand that I would still need them.  I certainly had no plans of asking him to give up his poker buddies after all.  Then again, I might be jealous if they ever hit a strip club, but for entirely different reasons than most people would think.

After a lazy morning, we all padded down to the spa still wearing our bathrobes for our appointments.  A couple of hours later we returned, all dolled up and still wrapped in plush white terrycloth.  They grabbed their clothes from their own rooms and piled into mine to get ready.  Another hour later, and we were all dressed.  I was in my simple white dress and they in their navy ones.  The concierge downstairs called my room to announce that the car service was there, so we headed out with one last group hug.

The chapel was adorable, and as we snuck into the small bridal room, we saw a few friends start to arrive.  I felt my heart beating faster when I saw Tonya slink in with her blonde mane flowing and her generous tits bouncing underneath her skimpy sundress.  All of the men’s eyes were following her every move and I grinned to myself.

The time finally came and my friends all trailed out one by one for the procession.  Then it was my turn.  Rick looked so handsome up there in his tuxedo, and I loved the way his dark eyes lit up when he saw me.  The vows were a blur and it was over before I knew it.  We sauntered out to the car waiting for us under a flurry of whoops and flower petals.  The reception was back at the hotel where everyone was staying, in one of their private little rooms, and our driver took the long way so that our guests would beat us there.  They all hugged us as we entered and Tonya squeezed me extra firmly.

It was party time now.  We had chosen a Mexican food buffet, so tacos were passed out and the margaritas started flowing.  Rick and I took our requisite spin on the dance floor to some slow song I didn’t recognize and then the dance music filled the room.

Rick was hanging out with his buddies in one corner when Tonya snuck up behind me.

“What is it about the virginal white dress?” she whispered in my ear.

I shivered and leaned back into her, her breath tickling my skin.

“And I plan to have you before your brand-new husband.  I’ll get you all nice and ready.”

I gasped softly as her hands slid over my ass and squeezed it lightly, out of sight to everyone.

“Come on,” she urged, tugging at my hand.

Everyone seemed distracted so I let her pull me out of the banquet room and into a large single-room bathroom.  As soon as she locked the door behind us, she pressed me up against it and kissed me hard.

“God, I’ve wanted you since I danced for you in the club,” she murmured against my lips.

I moaned softly and parted my lips to her invading tongue.  She nibbled my lower lip as her hands explored the contours of my breasts.  I was wearing a simple white slip dress, and she slid the straps off my shoulders to bury her face in my cleavage.  Her fingers rolled and pinched my nipples as she licked my flushed skin and I leaned my head back against the door for support.

As her lips closed around one tight little peak, her hands started working my skirt up towards my waist.

“Ooo, white panties even,” she grinned up at me as her fingers traced the outline of my slim thong.

As she continued to kiss my tits and squeeze my ass, she was slowing moving us over to the small bench against the wall.  With a firm push, I was sitting down with my legs spread around her.  She dropped to her knees in front of me and slowly ran her tongue up my inner thigh.  I gasped and wriggled as she grew closer to the very need she had created.  I could feel myself growing wetter and wetter inside my silk panties.

“Wait,” I pleaded breathlessly.

“What?” she blinked up at me, almost irritated at the interruption.

“Before we go any further, I h-have a request,” I stammered nervously.

“Yes?”

“Can I please touch you too?”

She grinned and straightened up so that her chest was right in front of me.  I tugged at the hem of her thin cotton tank top until her sizeable tits popped free.  I ran my fingers lightly over the outer curves and giggled when she shivered.

“Grab me,” she urged.

I closed my hands around them, letting my fingers pinch the taut little rosebud nipples.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, arching her back into my hands.

I kneaded them and finally bent over to pull one of my nipples into my mouth.  I flickered my tongue over the pebbly surface and loved the moan that she rewarded me with.  Back and forth, I tasted her flesh and teased her the way she had been tormenting me.

“I need to taste you,” she finally groaned breathlessly.

She dropped back down and licked my inner thigh again, this time letting her nose bump up against my soaking wet panties.

“Ohhh,” I moaned.

Tonya hooked her thumbs into the straps at my waist and she yanked those panties off with rough intention.  I pulled up my skirt to my waist so I could watch her beautiful face.  Her blue eyes glimmered and shone with desire for me and I was drunk on the feeling.

When her tongue worked its way between my slippery pussy lips, I groaned deeply and lost the ability to keep my eyes open.  The tip of her tongue teased my throbbing clit lightly, drawing little faint circles around it, barely dancing over the surface.  I wanted to reach down and press her face into my body but I gripped the edge of the bench for balance.  The circles grew harder and faster until I felt the most amazing surge inside.  I was within a hair of coming and she paused.

I groaned painfully but she only waited a moment before resuming the light delicate circles.  She slowly sped back up until I was so close and this time she did not stop.  She caught my clit between her lips and flicked her tongue over it hard and fast until I exploded.  I writhed on that bench and buried my hands in her wild blonde hair so I could pull her face against my dripping pussy.

Halfway through my thunderous climax, she slipped two fingers inside me and found a spot that I didn’t believe existed.  I think I screamed her name as I soaked her face and her hand.  Afterwards, she finally withdrew with a glossy grin on her face.

“God I love your pussy,” she said triumphantly.

I sagged on the bench, still breathless in wonder.  She rested her cheek on my thigh and stroked my skin lightly to calm me down.

“Can I taste you too?” I panted.

She chuckled, “Not all the straight girls offer.”

“I’ve never done it before, but I want to please you too.”

We squirmed and wriggled in the small space until she was sitting on the bench with her thighs spread and I was kneeling in front of her.  Her tight little skirt was pulled up to her waist and she was already missing her panties.

I kissed the velvety skin of her inner thighs, and relished the soft gasping moans that slipped from her talented lips.  She smelled of tart raspberries and feminine desire, and I wanted more.  She was indeed completely smooth and I tentatively pressed the flat of my tongue against her.

Her moans spurred me on and I buried my tongue between the slippery folds to find her swollen little clit.  I rubbed and flicked at it, loving the way her hips writhed and she buried one hand in my hair.  I sucked the tiny nub between my lips and flicked my tongue hard.  Tonya’s body went rigid and then I felt the flow of juices over my chin.  I kept flicking and sucking until she grunted and tried to wriggle away.  I rested my head on her thigh as she had done and she gently stroked a stray curl back from my cheek.

When we both finally stood up, she kissed me hard.  It was intoxicating to taste her on my own lips and to taste me on hers.  We straightened out our clothing and she helped me put my fancy hair-do back in place.  When I tried to grab my discarded white silk thong, she snatched it out of my hand with a grin.

“This I get to keep,” she winked.

I giggled as we opened the bathroom door.  Much to her surprise and my horror, my brand new husband was standing on the other side of the door waiting for me.

“I was wondering where you had gotten off to,” Rick said pointedly.

“I, uh, ahem, well…” I stammered as I felt my face go flush.

He leaned over to kiss me and I knew he could smell her on my lips.  He backed up and crossed his arms over his chest.

“She looks like a stripper,” he observed as he candidly looked Tonya up and down.

“I am,” she said proudly.

His face was expressionless as he looked from her to me and back again.  Then suddenly his face split into a huge grin.

“I’m so glad my new wife has good taste!”

I stared at him open-mouthed while Tonya erupted into laughter.

He squeezed in between us and wrapped an arm around each of our waists.  I stood stiffly against him until I looked down and realized that he was sporting a rather noticeable erection.

“What a wedding night this will be,” he declared as he escorted both of us to the elevator.

****

At first, I was admittedly more hesitant to share Tonya with Rick than to share Rick with Tonya but when I realized that she really was not interested in sleeping with any man let alone my husband, I calmed down just a little.  And on his very own wedding night, Rick got to fulfill two fantasies in one.  He had an amazing threesome with his brand-new wife and he (technically) bedded a stripper.

I had never seen him as hard as when he watched me go down on Tonya again.  He was stroking himself as he watched me play with her tits and tease her pussy.  I could hear him groaning as I buried my tongue inside her pussy.  By the time he entered me from behind, I thought he was going to pound her and I through the headboard.  After we all climaxed repeatedly, she made a polite exit but made sure we still had her phone number.

My husband and I have made an annual trip up to Las Vegas every year for our anniversary since then, and for the first few years, we always called Tonya to celebrate with us.  Last year, she did not respond and we sadly filed her away in our memory banks.

But besides that annual trip down memory lane, I had discovered that while I still love and desire my husband, I also enjoy the company of women.  Sometimes I get to play around on my own, but mostly we enjoy a swingers’ lifestyle together.  I was a little surprised that Rick took to it so readily, but he was truly amazed that I embraced it.  Recently, we have even begun partner swapping and not just inviting a woman as our third.  Rick was a little slower to accept another man fucking me, but the first time it just sort of happened and he was crazy aroused by it.

We have met some amazing lovers through the group, and made some terrific friends.  Besides getting to sleep with my sexy husband and a few hot women, I mostly enjoy spending time with other couples who “get it” and who understand that our marriage arrangement may not be made for everyone, but it is perfect for us.


14. A Very Personal Assistant: Domination and Submission Lesbian Sex by Sofia Miller

Fresh out of college, I was eager to get myself a proper, grown-up job.  So when I saw that Hollywood producer and force to be reckoned with Maxine Powers was in need of a personal assistant, I wanted to make sure the job was mine.  She had a reputation for being demanding, and I was nervous going in, but I had no idea just how demanding she could be, nor how eager I would be to please her in every possible way!  I was inexperienced, sure, but my I was banking on my enthusiasm to carry me through her every humiliating demand! But the big test was yet to be determined:  Could a straight, sheltered girl like myself make her purr with happiness?  Or would I be tossed out on my innocent little behind?

I had just graduated from college, and after spending four years scooping ice cream part time to help pay for my books and tuition, I was so excited to interview for my first job that didn’t require wearing a tye-dyed shirt.  I was vying for the position of personal assistant to a high tier producer in Hollywood named Maxine Powers.

I’d done my research.  I knew she was famous for being precise, meticulous and demanding--but I also knew if she came to like and depend on me, she would be a powerful ally and my career would be set.  I was certain I could make myself indispensable, if given a chance.  But first, I needed to get past the interview.

I had blown my entire summer savings on what I thought was the perfect outfit:  A tailored tweed pencil skirt, a jacket to match and a tailored button up blouse accented with a beautiful, red silk scarf for a pop of color.  Underneath, I wore nude panty-hose under a cream colored body suit.  High-heeled Mary-Jane’s completed the look.   It was incredibly hot in my suit, and I wondered for a moment if perhaps I’d overdone it--but I wanted my outfit to shout, “I’m a professional.  I definitely did NOT spend my summer wearing a baseball cap, getting elbow deep in a vat of ice-cream for tourists.”  Looking in the mirror, I felt a bit like I was a little girl pretending to be a grown-up.  My long, wavy blonde hair was pulled up in a bun that I couldn’t quite get smooth.  I wondered if my lipstick was too dark, my eye-makeup too heavy.  I’d always been into a more natural look.  In college, I’d go to class in yoga pants and a tanktop, then change into my baggy tie-dyed tee shirt at work, only to strip it all off and jump into my bikini and head for the beach to decompress.  But now I was jumping into a world of high-powered people who made millions of dollars.  I wanted to fit in.  So I stood up straight and said to my reflection, “This outfit is you.  There’s no reason you can’t be the woman in this suit.  You can be anything Maxine Powers wants you to be.”  I grabbed the sensible, leather purse I’d spent far too much money on, and my resume, and was on my way.

The minute I got to Ms. Powers office, I realized I had played this all wrong.  The building was modern and filled with light--the walls nothing but large windows, the interior clean, white, and minimal with beautiful, exotic flower arrangements punctuating the lobby in pastel and neon exclamation points.  The receptionist was wearing what I could only describe as a cocktail dress:  A tight, dayglow orange, skin tight number that showed off her ample cleavage and long, tan legs.  I stuck out like a sore-thumb, looking so severe, corporate and uptight.  I thought I could detect a smirk on the receptionist’s face as she said, “Have a seat.  Ms.  Powers will see you in a moment.”

I sat uncomfortably in a low-slung, art deco arm chair--an Eames perhaps?  Gosh, even the furniture was intimidating in its clout.  It seemed designed to make me feel out of place.  It was difficult to sit up straight, the seat being so low, slanting upward in a way that splayed my legs up and open above me, my Mary Jane-clad feet dangling over the edge.  It was an interesting piece, but why on earth would she pick this chair for her waiting room?  It hardly made guests feel comfortable.  Who could go into her office feeling good about themselves after sitting in such a thing?  I wriggled around awkwardly in it, trying to find a way to at least make my feet touch the edge.  It’s true, I had a short frame--I was 5’2 and petite, though my breasts and ass were ample enough--but this should not have been so difficult, and I could hear the receptionist giggle at me a little as she leafed through a magazine.

I finally got myself perched on the edge of the chair, more squatting than sitting, careful not to put too much weight on the edge of the seat, lest it flip over with me in it.  My thigh muscles strained to hold me in this position, but I tried to make it look easy, smiling at the receptionist politely.  A full minute passed--an eternity of holding this position--and beads of sweat were beginning to form on my forehead.  Just when I thought I couldn’t take it anymore, the door of Ms. Powers’ office flung open, but nobody appeared, only a voice that called out, “Send in Mandy Parker!”

“That’s your cue to go in,” the receptionist said.  “Good luck in there.”  At this point I couldn’t tell if she was smirking at me, or if that was the natural resting position of her face, but either way, her good luck wishes didn’t put me at ease.  I lifted myself up from the chair, my legs thanking me for the reprieve from squatting, and I attempted my best confident walk into Ms. Powers’ office.

“This is what you’re wearing?” was the first thing she said to me, her perfectly arched eyebrow cocked, disapprovingly.

“I mean...well...yes?”  I didn’t know what to say.  Of course it was what I was wearing but what could I do about it?

“This isn’t a law firm, this is Hollywood,” she said.  “Take it off.”

“Excuse me?”

“Take off your jacket.”

“Oh--yes, of course,” I said.  I hurriedly removed the tweed jacked, and was horrified to find that I’d sweated through my button up.  I held my arms at my sides in an effort to hide it.

“Let me see your resume,” she said, her manicured hand outstretched.  I handed it to her awkwardly, trying not to raise my arm.

“Oh, for heaven’s sake…” she said.  How had I gotten off on the wrong foot so quickly?  “You do have other clothes, don’t you?  You don’t always dress like an ancient math professor?”

“Yes--yes, of course!  I’m so sorry.  I don’t know what I was thinking.”

“It’s a small mistake.  But I can’t take you seriously when you refuse to even move your arms in that shirt.  It’s August, you’re burning up--take off your shirt and lose the heavy skirt.”

“You...you want me to….I’m sorry, I don’t understand--”

“The girl in that outfit is not someone I want to hire. You do want to get hired?”

“Yes.”

“Then make yourself comfortable and take it off.  I’m giving you a second chance here.”

I didn’t know what else to do--it seemed the choice was strip or leave.  I tried to unbutton my shirt, but my shaking hands fumbled with the buttons, suddenly seeming as though they were too big for the holes.  She watched me, somewhere between amused and annoyed, as my hands scrambled uselessly over the top button.

“I can’t seem to...I’m sorry--is this even necessary?”  I could feel my face turning red in humiliation and frustration.  A part of me simply wanted to run screaming from the room, but as though reading my thoughts, she moved behind me and closed the door.  I heard something like the click of a lock, and turned around.

“Are you nervous?”  she asked.

“Yes...yes, I’m extremely nervous,” I confessed.

“Have you ever been on a job interview before?”

“I mean...not really.  Not for a job like this.”

“There is no other job like this, so don’t worry about that.  There is no script.”  As she spoke, she came up to me and began unbuttoning my buttons, smoothly, nonchalantly, and with poise, like an elegant mother getting her daughter ready for a bath.  Once the buttons were undone, she came behind me and pulled it off of me, hanging it up on the coat rack near the door.

“There we are.  Nobody is going to disturb us now that I have the door locked.  So you can get as comfortable as you like.  Being nervous is no crime,” she said gently, and her tone comforted me greatly.  “So long as it doesn’t get in the way of your work.  And we’re here to determine if you can do the work.  Can you manage the skirt yourself?”  I nodded and  pulled it off, leaving me in the cream body suit, red scarf, hose and my Mary-Janes.

“That’s better.  In fact, that’s very cute.  It shows off your body nicely.,” she said, casually.  I felt a little exposed, having her appraise my body, but I had to admit I was deeply flattered.  She worked with the most beautiful actresses in film and television--and she thought I had a good body.  I started to relax a little bit.  “Now have a seat,” she commanded, and I did so.

“The ice cream shop--that’s your only work experience?”

“Well--I mean there was also the internship, and my work study,” I said.  The chair was just like the one outside.  It was like sitting in a bucket.  “I majored in arts management,” I inserted, trying desperately to get back in control of the situation.

“Well, that would be great if you were angling for my job--but you’re not there quite yet.  What I need is someone who can anticipate my needs.  I need someone who can get done anything and everything that I need done, whether it be of a professional or personal nature.  This is an extremely demanding position--it isn’t scooping ice cream.  Unless, of course, I want ice cream,” she smiled.

“I think you’d be surprised how demanding people who want ice cream can be,” I said.  To my immense relief she laughed.  It was surprisingly light and feminine and it sent a thrill up my spine.

“Fair enough,” she grinned.  I suddenly realized just how beautiful she was with her thick dark hair, cat eyes and cheshire smile.  It was easy to see how she’d gotten so far in the business.  She knew when to be harsh, when to be charming.  I imagined that men would probably give her anything they wanted for the hope of sleeping with her.  And who would blame them?  She wore an elegant, royal blue jumpsuit with a plunging neckline that showed off her perfect cleavage and showcased her fit curves.  From the outline of her nipples I determined she wasn’t wearing a bra.  I wondered if down below she was wearing any panties.  I wondered if her pussy was smooth and hairless--perfectly manicured like her nails?  Or was it a wild mass of thick hair like what she sported on her head?

“Are you listening to me?”

“Yes, of course,” I said, trying to reposition myself in my seat.

“So tell me, then, what would you do in that situation?”

I had no idea what she was talking about.  She had been talking and all I had done was stare at her incredible body.

“Whatever is necessary.  Anything asked of me,” I prayed this was an answer that would suffice.

“Really?  You would do anything asked of you?”

“Anything YOU asked of me,” I clarified.

She stood up and walked towards me, slowly.  She put her hands on each arm of my chair and stared me down.  The top of her jumpsuit fell open, and my eyes strained to take in all they could.

“So if I want you to strip down for him, you will?”

Strip down for whom?  What on earth was she talking about?  Why couldn’t I just listen to what she was saying, instead of focusing my attention on her skin, her flesh, the lines and shadows of her curves?  She was leaning forward even more now, and I thought I saw a glimpse of her pink areola…

“I...I trust your judgment, of course.  I’ve followed your career--you make such excellent choices.  I don’t believe you’d ask something of me that isn’t necessary.”

“What are you looking at?”

“What?”

“You  seem to be searching for something down my top,” she said, her eyebrow cocking again.  “Tell me something, Mandy,” she continued.  “Are you on this interview because you’re a dirty little lezzie who was hoping for a glimpse at my tits?”

“Oh my goodness--no!  I’m not--I mean--I have a boyfriend!” I said.

“Why does the idea offend you?  Don’t you like my tits?”  She pulled her top open just enough to give me a glimpse of her dark pink protrusions, pointing at me, begging me to kiss and suck them.

“I mean...of course--they’re beautiful,” I said, my cheeks getting hot.  “I’m...I think I’m getting a little bit uncomfortable.”

She looked down between my splayed open legs and smiled.  To my surprise, she put a warm hand on my panty-hose covered leg and gently pushed it open a little bit more.  I laid back in the strange chair, feeling her eyes scanning between my legs like lasers.

“I can see why.  You’re all wet down here...”  Then she pursed her thick, moist lips and blew coolly between my legs, the cold air hitting the wet crotch of my bodysuit and shocking me.

“Oh my goodness!” I cried out, and she laughed sadistically.

“Relax.  I always elicit that reaction,” she said.  And of course she did--there was something about her that was so compelling, you simply wanted to give her what she wanted.  I’d been here only a few minutes, but already she had managed to get me out of my clothes--had humiliated me, and the only thing I wanted was to find out what she wanted from me next.  I was scared--and exhilarated.  My heart was beating out of my chest.

“I’m just...I’m just a little nervous.  I think I’ve forgotten the question…”

“The question was:  If I asked you to strip down, would you do it?”

“I suppose...I suppose I already did,” I said, my heart racing.

“Why would you do that?”

“Because...because I want to do whatever I have to to please you.  I want to succeed.”

“Do you want to succeed in your career? Or do you want to succeed at pleasing me?”

“Aren’t they the same thing?”

“Yes, they are,” she said.  Then I watched as her head lowered down, her eyes still on mine, but her mouth achingly close to my pussy.  She breathed in deeply, and the feeling of air rushing between my legs made me dizzy.

“You’ve gushed right through your undergarments,” she said into my pussy.  “ Any assistant of mine has to stay presentable.  Get rid of them.” She stood up and stepped back, her arms folded, waiting for me to do as I was told.

It took a great amount of effort to get out of the chair--it was impossible to do gracefully, and I was wildly embarrassed having her watch me struggle.  But I was desperate to give her what she wanted, and after much effort,  I was finally up and standing.  She nodded at me to continue, and with shaking hands, I pulled down the straps of my body suit, my scarf still wrapped around my neck and draped over my perky, pointy breasts.  I pulled the suit down past my torso, then my panty-hose covered pussy, before dropping the suit and letting it fall to the floor.  I stepped out of it and kicked it aside, feeling suddenly free and happy, having been unleashed from my clothes.

“You’re a very pretty girl,” she said, circling me.  “Have you ever thought about being an actress?”

“No, not really.”

“That’s good.  I want my assistant completely devoted to me,” she breathed in my ear.  My nipples stiffened at once.

“Oh, I definitely would be,” I breathed as she moved behind me.  She tucked her thumbs into the band of my pantyhose and began pulling them down.  My legs shook a little as she pulled them to my ankles, stopping at my Mary Janes.

“Keep those hose right where they are,” she instructed.  I stood, a little wobbly, on legs tethered together with my own hosiery.

She continued to circle me as I stood there, too nervous to speak or move.  My whole body was running hot.  I had never been appraised this way before, and being appraised by such a gorgeous, powerful woman made me both insecure and filled with desire.  I found myself yearning for her to touch me, even as the thought of it frightened me.  I had never before found myself attracted to a woman.  My girlfriends and I had no qualms with stripping down around each other or going skinny dipping at the beach.  They were all beautiful girls, but we were only having innocent fun.  But Maxine’s grey eyes burned like hot, molten metal:  dangerous and foreboding, and yet I longed to submerge myself in those seductive pools, and let the burning metal of her envelope and trap me.  She seemed untouchable--and all that I wanted in the world was to be touched by her.  All I wanted was to touch her where she burned the hottest.  I was frightened and bewildered by my own lecherous, sapphic thoughts.

“You’re shaking,” she said, facing me.  “Do you think you can get anything done for me when you’re shaking like a leaf?”

“Yes,” I said--though she was right.  Even my voice was shaking.

She walked slowly towards me, and her red tipped finger grazed my inner thigh. It was all I could to not squirm and fall over.

“Do you think you have the experience required to do the job?”

“To be honest...I’m not entirely sure what the job is…” I said.

“The job is whatever I want at any time.  Do you think you can give me whatever I want at any time?” her finger trailed upward until it reached my slit, trailing lightly along the crest.

“I really want to…” I whispered.

“Do you think you can anticipate my needs?”  Her eyes were burning into mine.

“Yes, I think I can.”

“Tell me, what do you think it is that I need from you right now?”  Her lips curled up in a sinister smile and her eyes were laughing at me.  She could tell just how desperate I was for her.  God, any answer was sure to be the wrong one…

“You...you want me to worship your body…” I was practically gulping for air, I was so pathetic.

“Almost there, pet.  Right now, I just want to hear you beg for it.  Get on your knees.”

I fell to my knees upon her request, staring up at her.  When she started to pull down the straps of her top, pulling it down slowly until her beautiful, voluminous teardrops were hovering above me, I thought I just might pass out.  I wanted to suck on them so badly--I wanted to nurse on her dark pink nipples like an undernourished rodent at its feeder.  She saw my longing face, and let her red tipped fingers trail over her beautiful orbs, stopping at the nipples, pinching them enticingly.

“Please...please, let me…” I begged.

“Please let you what?” She pulled and stretched her nipples just to make my pussy ache and contract for her.

“Please, let me suck on your beautiful nipples.  Please, let me make you cum…”

“You think you can make me cum, pet?”

“I want to try.”

“There is no trying.  This is all or nothing.  If you can’t make me cum, you’re worthless to me--I’ll toss you out of here just as you are.  But if you can...I may decide to keep you around.  If you do an very good job, I may even give you a little reward.  You’re no good to my business.  But I’m willing to see if you have some sort of use.  Those are my terms.  Do you accept?”

“Yes.  Yes, please!”  I was squeezing my legs together hard, feeling my pussy pulsate and cream in my dirty nylons.  She leaned down to me, her dangling titty in my face.

“Suck on it, my little bitch,” she said, and I dove at it with my mouth, sucking as though my life depended on it.  Feeling her nub grow hard in my mouth made made the pit of my stomach drop out.  My pussy was literally aching, and I wanted to rub and soothe it so badly--though I didn’t dare.  I only focused on making her moan.  I simply had to make her moan.

“Good girl, keep sucking,” she encouraged. I let my tongue dance around her now engorged nipple, then--unable to help myself, wanting to feel it between my teeth--I gave it a little bite, eliciting a gasp of shock from her that thrilled me.

My joy was short-lived, however, as she grabbed the red scarf around my neck and yanked it, momentarily choking me, causing me to release my grasp.  She held the scarf firmly, then grabbed hold of my bun and yanked hard, causing me to cry out.

“You like biting, you little bitch?”  she said harshly.  “You like pain, do you?’  I knew I was in deep trouble.  I feared being thrown out of her office, naked, humiliated--but what I feared most is that I would never taste her skin again.

“I’m sorry...I’m so sorry!” I pleaded, tears springing to my eyes.

“You’re going to be,” she said, pulling me to my feet by the hair and pulling to her desk, my tethered legs causing me to nearly trip and fall.  “Put your head on the desk and your arms behind you,” she commanded, and I obeyed.

She pulled the scarf off of my neck and bound my hands behind me tightly.

“Now get on the desk.”  Her voice was low and sinister.  “On your back.”

I felt like a worm, writhing my way onto her desk, my feet and arms bound.  She watched me squirm without mercy, only telling me to hurry up.  I scrambled harder until finally I was laying on my back, crushing my bound arms beneath me.

I watched as she went around to the drawers beneath, and pulled something out, hidden in her hands.  It wasn’t until I felt a sharp, surging pain in my right nipple, then the left, that I realized they were clothespins.  I moaned in pain, my eyes wet, but even the unforgiving pain of those pins thrilled me--she had very nearly touched my breasts with her own hands!

“How does it feel, pet?”  she said.

“I’m sorry--I’m so sorry!”  the pain was excruciating.  But my pussy was contracting uncontrollably.  My hips began to buck.  She slapped my pussy hard with the flat of her hand in response.

“You are a horny, selfish, little bitch, aren’t you?  Even now, you can only think about your own pleasure.  What good are you to me?”

“I’ll be good.  I’ll be good, I promise!  I’ll give you anything you want!  I’ll make you cum, I’ll be so good, I swear!”  God, if only she would give me a second chance.

“What if I just send you home to your boyfriend like this?  What if I just dump you on his lawn and he sees what a pathetic girl you are?”

“No...no, I just want to be a good girl!” I cried.

“Why do you deserve another chance?” she asked, calmly as she took a clothespin between her thumb and forefinger and gently twisted it.  I yelped loudly like a kicked dog.

“Because...because I can lick your pussy--I can make you cum.  I can make you cum over and over again!  You’ll like it, I swear!”  I had no idea if this was true--I’d never done it before.  But I knew it was the only thing in the world that I wanted.

She slid her jumpsuit to the floor, revealing her perfect, smooth pussy and a decorative little landing strip pointing the way to the slick pinkness that lay between her puffy lips.  God, it drove me wild.  I wanted my tongue, my fingers, all of me inside of her.  I wanted to know what lay inside.

“An inexperienced little girl like you?  You think you can pleasure my pussy?  Do you know how many people would kill for the chance?”

“I can do it--I can do it, let me try!”

“You know your punishment will be harsh if you can’t, don’t you pet?” she said, climbing up on the table with grace.  Her knees were on either side of my face, and she faced my pained, squirming body.  Her gorgeous, ass, her slightly parted pussy was poised over my face, so close, so inviting.

“Sit down--I want to be your throne.  Please--god, sit on your throne!”

“That’s a good pet, “ she said, her pussy inching towards my mouth.  “You only get one more chance…” and then it was all dark.

My nose was buried in her asshole, which smelled earthy and musky, causing my whole body to shake.  Her pussy sat on my open, watering mouth, as I drove my tongue inside of her.  It was the best thing I’d ever tasted--clean and a little sweet, smooth and slick.  I longed for a flood--I longed to be drowned in her cream.

“Not too bad, pet, but I think you can do better…” she ground herself into my face as she grabbed the clothespins and pulled, stretching my nipples past capacity.  I pressed my legs together, hoping to soothe the yearning in my pussy.  With one hand, she spread my lips open.  With the other, she spanked my clit hard and fast, over and over and over.

“Bad girl!  You don’t get pleasure down there until I say you do!”  Each spank of my aching clitty only multiplied my yearning.  I flicked her clit fast with my tongue, then swirled my tongue around it as it grew stiff in my mouth.  I began to suck on it fiercely.

“Oh, that’s a hungry little slut!  Good, girl...good girl…” she was still composed, but I could feel from the viscous cream that was forming that I was on the right track.  “But that’s not all I want from you, little pet…”  She moved her ass forward until her plump cheeks enveloped my mouth.

“Lick my asshole, whore,” she said, and her words made my head spin.   I sucked and licked her rim ravenously, happy to taste the dirtiest part of her.  She let out a low little moan and I drove my tongue deep into my queen’s perfect, pink asshole.

“Good girl...good girl...I think you may get your reward after all, pet…” she said.  And with that, she parted my lips clinically, and with one little finger, she gently rubbed just my clitty, now hugely engorged.

I moaned loudly into her ass, and the vibrations pleased her.  She bore down on my face and rubbed me harder, faster.

“Don’t you dare cum, you little bitch.  Not until I tell you to!”  It was almost too much to bear--my pussy was gushing and contracting and I could feel the wave rising within me.  All at once she lifted her ass and came back down hard on my face, pussy first, and I tongue fucked her the way I wanted her to tongue fuck me.  My mouth was watering, but soon--oh, God, it was the best moment of little, sheltered life!--her pussy was gushing and a steady stream began to pour out of her and into my hungry mouth.

“Good girl...very good girl…” she said, thrusting onto my tongue over and over as she came.  As her body calmed down, she said, “That was almost good enough to let you have an orgasm yourself.  I think by next time, you might be able to earn one.” She hopped off the table as I lay there, my heartbeat reverberating through my whole body, my pussy contracting hopelessly, longing for the orgasm that it wouldn’t receive.

“Be back here at 6:30am.  You’ll do whatever the receptionist asks of you until 10am when I arrive.  And don’t bother showing up if you’re going to wear something as hideous as this again,” she said, tossing me my clothes.  “Congratulations.  Now get going.”

She went to the door and held it open for me.  I realized I wouldn’t be able to get dressed in her office.  Covered in her cream, clad in only my tights and Mary-Janes, I hugged my clothes tight to me and walked out of her office, the receptionist giggling as I walked out the door.


15. My New Friend Lindsey: Maybe I'm a Lesbian by Riley Davis

My nights are always chaotic. But somehow, I find my job boring. I can't stand the yelling and the sticky counters, or how sweaty I always seem to be at the end of the night even though all I do is serve drinks. At a strip club. But my nights were about to change drastically when a lovely lady sits at the bar and expresses interest in me. I believed I was straight once. Now I wasn't so sure.

Friends. They’re there for you when you’re down, they laugh with you, they are happy for you when you find love or get the dream job. At least, that’s what they’re supposed to be.

My name is Alice and I have no friends. Not because I didn’t want them – but after I had them, I decided they weren’t worth the effort. The friends I’d had over my life had caused me nothing but problems and drama. I didn’t care much for them. They had talked behind my back, slandered my reputation, and even got me in trouble with the police when they decided I wasn’t doing well enough according to them. But the joke was on them because I had done nothing wrong. They, however, had gotten caught with drugs. So it all worked out in the end for me. I graduated high school and forgot about them, went to community college for a certification in bartending, and got my first job… at a strip club.

Oh, I’m not a stripper. I’m a bartender. But I decided quickly in my first week that it was a slum. The floors were always slippery, the dishes always sticky even after being washed five times, and the bathrooms always dirty. I wasn’t happy working this job but it was all I had for now. I decided to apply for another job at a higher establishment once I got some experience under my belt. Only… eight more months to go before a whole year of experience could be put on my resume.

It’s not that I hated bartending. I loved it. It’s that you always meet someone who hits on you, or tries to hurt you, or causes trouble for the other patrons. The only good thing about this place was the bouncer. He was a burly guy, not afraid to punch someone’s face in if he needed to. If anyone could be considered my friend it would be that guy. We talked a lot during break times, but we never invited each other out. I preferred it that way. When I went home, all I wanted to do was curl up in bed and sleep. And then when I woke up, relax with my computer of course.

Only five more hours until I could go home and pass out on my bed. The bar was extra loud on weekends and it was a Saturday. Men were hooting and whistling from every corner of the club, throwing bills at the strippers on the stages. I tried to ignore them daily but I couldn’t help but feel like most men were actually a little gross. I’d had my first kiss when I was fourteen. He’d actually been a really good kisser – if I had had any interest in him at all, that is. After him, I didn’t really try again until I was seventeen. It had been nice but it was far less exciting than I’d expected. Normally when you find someone you really like, people describe it as fireworks. You’re supposed to not be able to stop thinking about them. At least, that’s all I’ve ever seen and heard about teenage love. But I hadn’t been like that. It was a good relationship for how long it lasted but I just didn’t feel the urge to have sex with him or be more than friends, quite frankly. I wondered if there was something wrong with me. Maybe I just didn’t like sex, and there was nothing wrong with that… right?

My thoughts were wiped cleaned when a man rudely interrupted me absentmindedly cleaning the counter of crumbs and spilled drink. “Hey, good lookin’,” he slurred. “Can I get another one of them cocktails?”

He could barely hold his balance even while holding onto the counter and leaning on a chair. He was a weekly regular. He looked like a hobo – unshaven, no haircut, and dirty clothes. Normally he looked a little better, but I guessed tonight was extra bad for him. Still, I decided enough was enough for him. “Go home, Travis,” I said. “You need sleep. Your wife probably misses you.”

He growled at my refusal and leaned in a little on me. I scowled. “My wife hates me, why the hell would that bitch miss me? She’s the cheating scum-“

“Go home and work things out with your wife,” I said, cutting him off. I wasn’t in the mood for another one of his self-pity monologues tonight. “And shave that beard, you look gross. No wonder she cheated on you.”

I didn’t have a scrap of sympathy for him. I probably sounded too harsh, and I certainly hoped he would sober up and fix things. I just didn’t have the energy to deal with him yet again. But instead of grumbling and walking away, Travis decided to start yelling at me. “What do you know?! You don’t have anybody! You don’t know what it’s like to work for twenty years and find out she’s boning some freak!”

Travis had gotten up and made his way behind the bar in a threatening manner. I backed up, feeling a little scared now. I saw the bouncer come inside, hearing Travis screaming from all the way out there. I breathed a sigh of relief and folded my arms. “Turn around and walk away or you’re in for it.”

Travis grabbed my arm and pulled me in. “Maybe I should have some revenge on that wife of mine, you’re pretty enough…”

The bouncer rushed over to me and grabbed Travis’ collar, yanking him off of me. “Time for you to go, asshole.”

He took Travis by both arms and led him outside. He’d probably call Travis a cab, because he was nice like that – but we had a zero violence policy here. I would never see Travis again. Still, I hoped for the best for him and his wife. I also hoped his wife had a weapon ready when he got home.

I rubbed my arm, feeling the sting. Even though Travis had been drunk, he was strong. I didn’t like feeling that powerless. I decided then that maybe it was in my best interest to take self-defense classes. Nasty people were everywhere.

“Not a great shift, huh?”

I turned around to face a lady that hadn’t been there when Travis was around. She had big brown eyes and matching hair, but that didn’t make her boring. She had a mystery about her and the brown colors served to give me an image of a tree. Deep rooted and unmoving, but still bore fruit and gave it out freely. I had always had a love of the outdoors but never really got outside much. Perhaps it was because while I loved nature, I hated bugs.

I stumbled over my words a bit as I spoke and I felt clumsy and embarrassed. “Oh, um, yeah. Creepy bastard.”

She smirked at me. “Long island tea.”

My bartending brain kicked into gear and I began mixing her drink. “Don’t you mean a long island iced tea?”

She shrugged. “I don’t like my drinks with ice. Waters it down.”

She was the first person I’d met who objected to ice in their drink. I dumped out the ice I’d immediately put in the glass through force of habit and redid it. While I mixed, she spoke to me. I couldn’t help but feel a little miffed that I had to listen to someone else. I wondered how many drinks it would take her to start whining about how bad her life was.

“The only reason I’m here is because I lost a bet.”

She left it at that but I didn’t feel the need to ask what kind of a bet it was. “That sucks,” I muttered, pouring in the rest of the drink and sticking a straw in it. I gave it to her and went back to cleaning my bar. I hoped she wouldn’t elaborate on it.

She didn’t, but I could feel her eyes on me as I went back and forth, trying desperately to erase some of the gunk. I was a clean person and to work in such disastrous conditions was more than I could handle. Still, it was a job and I couldn’t complain. I had it made, technically speaking. I was a fully-functioning adult – who didn’t have sex nor care to.

I wondered again about that. Was I really an asexual or had I just not found the right person? Most guys were the same to me and all looked the same. They all wore the same things – a polo shirt and shorts, a baggy t-shirt and jeans, or a suit. In other words, they were slobs or they were put together to the point where they weren’t capable of loving anyone. Of course, I didn’t get that just from the way they were dressed. I wasn’t that shallow. I got to know the guys. I just typically matched their personality with their outfits because it was the easiest way to know what type of guy to avoid. Most guys with the same types of personality wore the same things. I felt strange, alienating ninety-eight percent of the male population because they all looked the same. But I figured it was better that way.

“Maybe you’re a lesbian.”

I couldn’t tell if that was my own voice wondering it or someone pointing it out. I blinked and looked over at the lady still sitting at the counter and realized she’d been watching me the whole time and had also said it. Was I really that obvious?

“Do I look like a lesbian?” I asked, genuinely wanting to know. I wore my hair short and wavy, and my clothing was layered and casual chic. I liked to look fancy but effortlessly so. I cared about how I appeared to other people, at least in public. In my house I honestly preferred to wear fuzzy pajamas that were nice and warm in winter or nothing at all in summer. In between wasn’t an option for me.

“You looked like you were contemplating all of your life choices so I just made a guess,” she said, sipping on her drink. It was already half gone.

“Do you drink those as fast as you make guesses?” I asked, sincerely impressed with her rate of drinking.

“No, it’s just extra good this time for some reason.” She smiled at me in a way I’d never seen before so I blushed. “Maybe it’s the bartender.”

I realized then that she was a lesbian. Of course, why hadn’t I thought of that? A straight woman wouldn’t come to a woman’s strip club without a reason, like for their boyfriends or losing a bet. I was suddenly interested in what kind of a bet it was. “So you said you lost a bet,” I said. “Was it really so bad that it landed you in this dump?”

“Well, to be honest, it was a fun bet. We were playing drunk monopoly one day a few weeks ago and we made a bet that whoever loses has to treat the winner to a place of their choice. There were six people playing. I’m the last person to treat said friend. He really won in more ways than just that board game.”

She flipped her hair over her shoulder and drank more. It went down at an alarming rate.

“That was some bet,” I said. “Why’d you all agree to that?”

“Because it was technically a win-win for everyone,” she responded. “Every time someone got a card to put money in the middle of the board, we just put shots in and at the end the winner had to drink them all. Not all in one night, since there were more than thirty shots. We agreed to have him drink them while we were treating him. He’s drinking like six shots tonight alone. Have I mentioned he’s a hilarious drunk?”

“I’ve never heard of something like that. Are you always that crazy?”

She shrugged and sipped the rest of her drink down. “Wanna find out?”

She was hitting on me. I didn’t know how to feel about it but I felt like she was challenging me; challenging me to find out if I was a lesbian myself, to find out just how crazy she was, and betting that I wouldn’t be able to. She had a look in her eyes that told me she expected me to refuse. But because she expected it, obviously, I couldn’t do that.

“When do you go home?” I asked her. “Or would you rather come to my place? It’s a dump, by the way. Shitty apartment for a shitty bartender working at a shitty bar.”

She laughed a little. I’d said ‘shitty’ three times in a row so I wasn’t sure what she found funny. “My place then. I’ll be sure to send my friend home in a cab before this shitty strip club closes so we can go home together. By the way, my name is Lindsey.”

Lindsey. It rolled off my tongue with ease and I found I liked it. It matched her perfectly.

I appreciated the concern she had for her friend. At least she wouldn’t abandon him for me. As a bartender, I’d seen quite a few people just leave the club and strand their friends or acquaintances. I tried to stay out of people’s businesses but I tried to make sure they got home safely either way. I may not have friends but that didn’t mean I couldn’t be a nice person. Generally speaking, anyways.

The night passed slowly and the anticipation was killing me. I served many more people that night, thankfully without any more incidents. The clock ticked away and the club didn’t get any quieter even as it was just minutes to closing time. Eventually the bouncer came and announced that it was time for everyone to pack up and leave, and that was my queue to close the bar. Everyone had exactly ten minutes to leave before the bouncer would forcefully remove them. Some people tried to order one more drink, but I refused and cleaned up instead. They left but not without cussing me out. I didn’t really care. I was used to it.

I cleaned myself up in the bathroom and took my purse, ready to get on with my night. Lindsey was outside waiting for me. I said good night to the bouncer and got into my car. Lindsey sat in the passenger’s seat, making it clear she only took public transport so she didn’t have a car of her own. I didn’t mind that. She told me where she lived and I started driving there.

“So, Lindsey,” I started, hoping to get a conversation in before I discovered if I was a lesbian or not. “What do you do?”

She chuckled. “It’s not an interview. But if you must know, I work at a sex shop.”

“That must be pretty hilarious.”

She watched the buildings go by as she spoke. “Actually, it’s kind of boring. You’d be surprised how empty a sex shop can be.”

“Do you buy from your own store?” I asked.

“Sometimes. I have a goodie drawer just like anyone else.” She smirked at me. “Would you like to see them when we get there?”

I suddenly felt uncomfortable. “I-I don’t know…”

She patted my shoulder. “It’s not like I’m going to use them on you. Relax a bit.”

I forced myself to relax, and as we pulled up to her apartment and entered, I wondered why I was so nervous. Perhaps it was because I wasn’t used to being with someone I was genuinely interested in. I’d hated people for most of my life so to have someone that could help me discover something about myself and be a good person at the same time… it was anxiety-inducing. Still, I didn’t want to let that stop me. So I didn’t let it.

I put my purse on her coffee table as she went to the kitchen. “I got water, juice, milk, and soda. And rose wine. Which one?” she asked.

“Soda,” I responded, looking around and feeling slightly out of place. Her apartment was clean, and she had pretty pictures and posters up on her walls. I had metal band posters and clothes everywhere. But it was my special space and I was happy with it. She clearly had hers as well.

She popped a can and handed it to me. I sipped it as I looked around. “Nice place. How do you clean it?”

“It’s called a broom and a duster,” she said, popping her own soda. We clinked cans and drank. “It’s not hard to do laundry either but I don’t like separating it.”

“Amen. Speaking of laundry…” I looked down at myself. My jeans were covered in spills. “I guess I need to get on that tomorrow.”

Lindsey shrugged. “I think you look fine the way you are. So, want to see my goodies? If only to laugh at how ridiculous their names are.”

“Sure.”

We made our way to her room, where she sat on the bed and opened the top drawer for her end table. Inside, there were three different vibrators, all different attachments and sizes, a massager, and a butt plug. I felt repulsed by the plug but that was less because she used it and more because I didn’t want it in my own ass. I tried anal once – never again.

“This one’s glow-in-the-dark,” she said, picking up a vibe that had a small rubber pole attached in front for massaging the clitoris. “You should see how it looks in the dark sometime. It’s both funny and scary.”

“How can sex be so casual and humorous to you?” I asked suddenly, before I could even comprehend my thoughts. “Hasn’t it ever been special to you?”

Lindsey put the vibrator back and closed the drawer. Her face went dead serious. “I’ve only ever had one lover and it was a girl. It was a serious relationship that lasted three years. That was two years ago now. Sex is special, but it hasn’t been special for a long time for me.”

The sentence came out of my mouth before I could stop myself. “Do you want me to make it special for you?”

I blushed furiously, unable to believe I’d just said that. But at the same time… it was a good opportunity to experiment. Maybe I’d just been looking for the wrong kind of person. Maybe I didn’t like guys at all.

She smiled and scooted closer. “I mean, we only just met… but I could try.”

I fumbled over my next words. “I’ve… never had sex with a woman before.”

“That’s okay. You can let me do most of the work then. I’ll show you how.”

She leaned in, then stopped and waited. I realized she was silently asking me for permission, so I gave it by closing the distance between us. Our lips pressed together softly at first, and I felt my pelvis instantly light on fire. Her lips were so smooth and almost slippery. Her lip balm tasted like chocolate, even though her breath smelled like vodka. The mixture of tastes made me want more, to find out what the rest of her was like. She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and pulled me in for a deeper, more aggressive kiss.

I found myself underneath her within moments, taking in her scent. My vagina began to throb with excitement and anticipation. I felt nervous more than anything but I let her do what she wanted with me. I needed to know more.

She soon moved from my lips to other parts of my body, slowly working my skin with her lips. My shoulders and neck, my collarbone, and then she had to remove my shirt to gain access to my breasts. With every kiss and nibble she made it felt like the patch of skin jumped up to greet her lips, igniting with passion. I hadn’t felt better in my life.

She removed my bra and began to fondle my boobs with her hands, squeezing and rubbing. Her thumbs ran over my nipples and a shock went through my system. I moaned out loud, but quickly stifled myself in embarrassment.

She smirked. “Don’t worry about it, no one’s listening.”

Besides you, I thought inwardly. Still, it was enough to help me relax. Her hands moved downward again, to my stomach. She rubbed it soothingly and my skin reacted, muscles untying and flames spreading. I arched into her touch a little, wanting her to touch me even further down.

She obliged and removed my pants. I quickly decided it wasn’t fair for her to be fully clothed so after she was finished I leaned forward and undid her buttons. She smiled and let me remove all of her clothing without a word. She closed her eyes as I did so, and it made me wonder if it was pleasant for her as well. She was so beautiful and interesting. I wanted her to feel amazing.

She leaned her naked body over my legs then and put her mouth to my thighs, kissing around my vagina. I could feel that I was already so wet for her. She took her time with me, so much so that it was agonizing. I wanted her to taste me so badly. “Please,” I panted out.

Then she obliged, putting her mouth carefully over my lips and kissing them. She licked it, and I gasped in pleasure. Then she poked my entrance with her tongue and slipped it inside. She moved a little just to stimulate my clit, but she looked like she was having the most delicious thing she’d ever taste.

I closed my eyes, taking in the pleasure. I couldn’t believe I was having sex with a woman but at the same time, it made sense. My whole life had been spent trying to make it work with men and I’d felt nothing. Now though… now it felt amazing and I felt like I’d been introduced to cloud nine. I loved it, and I doubted I would ever go back to men.

She ate me out for a while, making sure that my pussy was nice and engorged. Then she slipped over me, more than I’d expected, and showed me just how wet she was just from pleasuring me and hearing me voice it. It looked absolutely stunning and I kissed her pussy, to which she responded with a surprised, pleasured yelp. I bit my lip and did it again, more passionately this time. Then she let herself sit and I ate her out that way. I loved the musky scent and the sweet taste. In fact, I found I couldn’t get enough of it.

She let me eat her for a moment, but then she pulled away. “Move a little,” she said. “So I can get in between.”

I did as she asked and she lifted one of my legs, slipping one of her thighs between mine. She kissed me then and began to rub against me. I felt her clit on my left thigh but that only made me hotter. I felt her skin against me, hoping to pleasure me to orgasm. The friction was amazing and the rest of the night passed in a pleasured haze.

She moved her hips, making sure her thigh was against my pussy and that hers was against my thigh. I thought this might be what they call scissoring but I wasn’t sure. Either way, it felt fucking amazing and I moved with her, letting the sexual inferno take me away.

With each moment that passed my pleasure climbed. She panted and I smelled the vodka on her breath but I didn’t care. I kissed her aggressively, tasting it as well. I felt like I was high, knowing only what was happening in this moment with her. It felt special indeed. I probably wouldn’t have felt this way with a man and it made me feel like she’d chosen me to be with her. While I realized it was probably only a one night stand, it would be a night I would never forget.

She shifted over me and leaned back. She then pressed our pussies together, wet as they were. I inhaled sharply, not expecting the sensation. She rubbed us together and it felt even better than what she’d already been doing. The sensation of her lips and her clit against mine was unlike anything I’d experienced with a man. I bit my lip, feeling myself get closer with every passing second that we pressed against each other.

“Oh… I’m coming!” she said through her heavy breathing. I felt her pussy contract against me and it in turn pushed me over the edge. We finished together, the waves of pleasure so high for a moment in time, and then back to normal as if it had never happened. It ended so quickly I felt disappointed for a moment, until I saw her smiling at me with hazy eyes.

“What?” I panted.

“You definitely are a lesbian,” she said. She moved herself so that she was next to me and held my hand. I hadn’t held anyone’s hand since high school so it felt strange. But in the moment it also felt really nice.

“I guess so,” I muttered. The sweat was drying up quickly and the orgasm had tired me out, so that I felt sleep weigh down on my eyes quickly. “I wonder why I haven’t figured it out until now…”

She cuddled up against me and I obliged, wrapping my arms around her. It felt nice to have someone to hold for once. “Maybe because you haven’t found the right woman…”

Or any woman for that matter. I guess I forgot – I don’t have any friends.

We fell asleep like that without any more words and I woke up in the morning wondering where I was before I remembered what happened. Lindsey was already up and getting ready for her work. She had showered already and her hair was blow-dried, and now she was applying a fresh coat of makeup. Normally I would wake up in the afternoon but her moving had woken me.

Meanwhile, I could still taste the vagina in my mouth from last night in paste form. I got up and dressed myself quickly, and decided to go home before I showered. I didn’t have to go to work for another ten hours, so I took my time. I met Lindsey in the living room when she came out of the bathroom.

“Hey,” I said. “Already up and ready, I see.”

She smiled at me. “Hi. I actually expected you to leave without talking to me.”

I looked at her seriously, feeling slightly insulted but understanding why she felt that way. “Why would I do that? Wasn’t it supposed to be special?” I smirked at her then.

She looked down at the ground, her face going red. “Well… yes. And um, I have to go soon, but… here.”

She pulled out a marker and wrote her number on my wrist. I watched her blushing face as she did so. God, she was so pretty. Why hadn’t I ever realized or seen her before?

“There. If you want to see me again, just call. We’ll um… do something special again?” She smiled sheepishly.

“Depends. What do you consider special?” I asked. I waited for the marker to dry before pulling down my sleeve.

“I don’t know… what we did last night.”

I picked up my purse. “Well… I guess I’ll see you later then. I’ll call you later.”

Disappointment flashed across her eyes. She wasn’t used to anyone actually calling her when they said that. Typical of people. They get what they want and then they leave. “Okay.”

I put a finger on her chin and kissed her softly. It sent butterflies exploding through my body but I loved how it felt. “I’ll call you.”

I left her house and drove home, and when I got there I showered and brushed my teeth. I wondered over what had happened. Had it really been special because I liked her or had it been special because she had been my first and I had just discovered something about myself?

I tried to imagine what it would be like doing that with another woman, or living without Lindsey. And for the first time, I didn’t like it. I wanted her in my life.

So when I was sure she was out of work, I called. And she answered.

“Hello?” she said, unaware of the person on the other end.

“Hey, it’s Alice,” I replied.

“Oh! Hey, what’s up?”

“Oh, nothing…” I felt nervous to ask, but I forced myself through it. After all, what’s the worst she could say if she wanted something special? “Would you like to go on a date soon?”

And after that, I went to work and asked the bouncer if he wanted to hang out sometime. His response was, “I was wondering when we were going to be real friends.”

I guess having people around wasn’t so bad.


16. An Experiment in the Park: First Time Lesbian Sex in Public by Ellie North

I see the same girl at the College library every day. I'm a huge reader, and she studies a lot. One day, I decide to talk to her and we find out we're very compatible friends. When we go to a mutual friend's movie night, we find out we're even more compatible in a very different way.

Reading is a great way to travel, to learn, and to meet new people. At least, that’s how I’ve always seen it. Some of the most romantic relationships in the world started in a library – not that I could name any, because I read fiction. But this girl – she was always studying, taking notes, writing things down. She could probably name a few famous relationships. Heck, she could probably tell me anything I wanted to know. I always saw her learning something different, and she was famous around the University for being a genius. Because of her smarts, she wasn’t required to go to class except for exams or tests.

She always studied in the same room as me. I was a freshman, so I’d only just started coming to the library. There she was, day one of the University, working her ass off. Now it was the second semester. She almost always arrived without fail except on holidays or weekends. She stayed for four hours tops, and then went home to eat or… well, whatever geniuses did when at home. I loved to read so when I finished my homework or classes I came to the library. I didn’t even bother checking most of the books I read out – I always finished it before the day was out. But I was fascinated by this genius girl. How could she manage to do that, every day, without exhausting herself?

So that day, I decided to talk to her. She came in at the same time, as expected. I sat there, reading my book, but I heard her lay her backpack down and start taking her things out to study. So I marked my page and closed my book. I walked over to her and sat down in front of her before she had a chance to start.

Then I got to really look at her face. She seemed like a fragile sort of person, but able to hold her own in a scientific or political debate of some sort. She had soft facial features and a round face, like a child, but with an adult twist on it. Her stick straight, dark red hair was tied back with a large hair clip to keep it out of her face as she worked. I wondered if she even had time to manage her looks with how often she came here to study. Then again, I did the same thing, and I looked just fine. I showered my bland brown hair every so often, and I did my makeup sometimes – not that I really thought I looked good in or out of makeup with my sharp, masculine features.

She didn’t even acknowledge the fact that I was there and set right to work, flipping through pages and writing things down at lightning speeds. I couldn’t even keep up with her so I just cleared my throat to get her attention.

She didn’t seem to notice I’d done it. “Hello?” I said, hoping to say something would catch her attention.

She blinked and stopped for a moment, as if wondering whether there were a ghost in her midst. Then she continued, blatantly ignoring that I was there.

I took her hand to stop her writing. “Excuse me?”

She finally looked up, not pulling her hand away. “Oh. Hello,” she said. It genuinely seemed like she hadn’t known I was there. I guess she really got into her work.

“My name is Lily. What’s yours?” I asked, hoping to get formalities out of the way quickly.

“Um… Dana.” She looked like she didn’t know what to do or say to me, but she was also completely relaxed, as if the words would come to her as she spoke to me. Confident, but somehow awkward at the same time. What a strange girl.

I let go of her hand and sat back down. “Well, that wasn’t so hard. What are you working on?”

She looked down at her work, and then back up at me. She then launched into a tangent I didn’t understand about science and math for all of five minutes before she realized I probably wasn’t as smart as her and then told me what it meant in a simpler way. Even that I didn’t really understand, but I nodded my approval anyways to make her feel better. I wondered if I should be studying with her, if only to get a grasp on what she said.

“Do you watch any movies to learn this stuff?” I asked, desperately trying to change the subject without seeming too obvious.

“I don’t like watching movies to learn… they’re for stories and good acting, aren’t they? I mean, documentaries are different, but I don’t like those. They take too long to put out information. I could read the movie script just as well in ten minutes and learn the same amount.”

I found I had common ground with her there and pursued it, hopeful to establish a friendship. “What kind of movies do you like then?”

She smiled a little then. “I like chick flicks or sci-fi movies. I guess we all have a sort of guilty pleasure.”

“Yeah. My friend whom we all just call Orc because he loves RPG video games; he’s having a movie night this weekend. I’m really looking forward to it.” I leaned back in my chair, feeling more relaxed now.

“Orc? I know him. He sits in the back of my chemistry class. He likes to sleep. But I make sure to group with him so he doesn’t fall behind.” She laid her pencil down, and I wondered for a moment whether I’d done a good or a bad thing in stopping her studying just to talk with her.

“Oh! Are you going to his movie night too then?”

She smiled sheepishly. “I didn’t know he was having one. But I suppose we could go together?”

I grinned widely at her. “It’s a date then!”

She blushed then. “I didn’t realize that’s what you were asking of me…”

“Oh! It was just a form of expression, although if you’d like to consider it a date, you could.”

“Oh…” She seemed both a little disappointed and also relieved. “Then I will consider it friendly until it becomes otherwise, I suppose.”

We talked back and forth for the remaining duration of her stay at the library, and we found many common interests – including but not limited to a love for spicy foods, hatred for amusement parks, and a love of wine. I decided that when we went to the movie night, I would bring a bottle for her.

When her time was up, and she seemed to know on instinct rather than looking at the time, she put her books away. And then she pulled out her phone and looked at the time. “Is it time to leave already?” she asked, to herself rather than to me.

“It was nice meeting you,” I said, standing up. “And I look forward to seeing you this weekend.”

She smiled at me and put her phone away. She put her backpack on. “Likewise. See you then!”

The rest of the week passed by too slowly for my liking. While we both met at the library at the same time every day, neither of us really approached the other. She was content to lose herself in her studies, and I didn’t feel it necessary to push a relationship if there was one there waiting to blossom. I figured, if one would happen, it would happen at movie night. Still, I was anxious to spend time with her, and I wondered if I was really interested in her as a friend. I acted like I always did when I had a crush on someone.

As I rang the doorbell to Orc’s house on the night, I realized that’s exactly what I had for her, and it suddenly switched my perspective on things. While I really did want a relationship with her, she didn’t seem to allude to the fact that she wanted one, but she didn’t insinuate that she didn’t want one either. In fact, in her words, she’d said that she’d consider it friendly until it became otherwise. Which meant that at any point in time, I could try and move it further than just a friendly hangout… right?

Dana came up behind me as I waited for Orc to answer. “Hello there,” she said. “Good to see you again.”

“Are you always so formal in your speech?” I asked her.

“This isn’t the way people normally speak?” She blushed. She seemed lost now, and I felt bad for asking it and making her feel like the odd person out. I also wondered just how much contact she had with people. Probably not very much outside of the classroom, considering her awkward social skills.

“Well, not exactly, but there’s nothing wrong with the way you talk.” I rang the doorbell again. “Come on, we know you’re in there, Orc! Let us in!”

I heard some shuffling inside the house, and the screen door finally swung open. “Sorry, had my headphones on. Come in, fragile little elves!”

I pouted but said nothing. I was used to his antics, and to be honest, he wasn’t all that wrong about Dana and me being fragile and little. Dana couldn’t have been more than five feet, and I was only a few inches above her. Still, I had a stockier figure than she.

But Orc – he had a figure that towered over us. At six feet and seven inches, we looked like children standing next to him. He even had the deep voice you’d expect of a mean race of the fantasy world. He had a thick beard and a head full of dark brown hair, well-groomed and trimmed. Despite his intimidating appearance, I had never found him to be an angry or unhappy man. In fact, he was nothing less than completely hospitable and friendly to everyone he met. I supposed that the description of a gentle giant would apply to Orc. I’d never seen him use his size to his advantage – in fact, many times I saw him shrink himself so he would appear less scary to others.

We made ourselves comfortable in his living room. Two others were already there talking and nodded towards us as we sat down. The first was a young bald male with a small beer belly, and the other, another male with the best and softest-looking hair I’d ever seen on a guy. I greeted them with a friendly smile.

“Hey,” the blond said. “Name’s Mac. Are you two gay as well?”

I realized that they were dating and being put in the spotlight made me feel uncomfortable. I looked at Dana, who was avoiding eye contact at all, with anyone. She seemed extremely uncomfortable and didn’t say a word in response.

I shook my head to them and leaned over to Dana. “Hey… are you okay?”

“My parents wouldn’t approve…”

Oh. I found that even if we did date, we’d have to keep it a secret. At least, until she moved out of her parents’ house. They wouldn’t accept it. A sad reality, but no less true. I put a hand on her shoulder. “We don’t have to stay if you don’t want to.”

“No, let’s… let’s watch the movies.”

Orc came in with drinks and cups, and I wondered how he could carry all of it by himself. He laid them all on the table in front of us. I remembered the wine and took it out of my bag. “Here, let’s share!” I said.

“Great! Pick a movie guys, I’ll get the food. Keep getting to know each other… hey, is she okay?”

Orc went over to Dana and knelt in front of her. He was still taller even though he was trying his best to appear smaller. “What’s the matter little lady?”

Her eyes watered up a little, and I felt my heart drop. Maybe I hadn’t said the right thing to help her feel better. I wished I was better at comforting people, but I had always been better at cheering them up.

“I feel sad because I’m gay, and my parents would never approve… and being here reminded me of that.”

I realized then why she studied so hard. Her parents must have such high expectations of her, that failing anything wasn’t an option. I guessed they were also a religious type, since I never typically met an atheist or agnostic who hated gay people. But they could’ve been atheist – I was just going off of my own experience. I sighed and put my arm around her. “It’s okay. We’re all friends here, and we’ll keep the homosexuality on the down low, so your parents won’t know. Right, guys?”

I looked around the room, and they nodded. Orc pounded his chest with a fist. “I swear it on my honor, your parents will never know you are friends with fags!”

Dana giggled then, and I felt a lot better for her. “Are you always so dramatic, Orc?”

He scratched his head. “Was it?”

She made a gap with her thumb and index finger. “Tiny bit.”

Orc smiled at her and stood up. “It’s okay, theatrics never hurt anyone. Ready to watch, guys?”

We switched on the TV and Orc went to the kitchen. He brought out a bunch of snacks – chips, popcorn, chicken wings with three different types of sauce, and an odd plate of veggies with ranch dipping. Dana reached for the veggies first – which I wasn’t surprised about. I guessed her parents were also strict with her diet. Still, I didn’t say anything and let the movie play.

While we watched, I noticed Dana look at me from time to time. I wondered what she was thinking, so I decided to whisper in her ear. “What’s the matter? Is there something on my face?”

“I’ve… never really kissed a girl,” she admitted suddenly.

I blushed a little. “Did you want to try?”

Dana nodded. “I mean… I’ll understand if you don’t want to, because we just met… but…”

I didn’t give her a chance to continue speaking. I didn’t understand what she was going through, but I knew that I had to find out if I was gay or not and I wanted to do anything to help her feel better. I highly suspected that I was at least bisexual. So, without waiting, I pressed my lips against hers.

It was soft and, unlike any kiss I’d ever gotten from a man. It was gentle, but not without its passion. But it was a different sort of passion, a more tender and caring sort rather than a desperate, craving kind. I found I liked it more than kissing a guy and got into it. Dana didn’t stop me, and she kissed me back. We remained that way until we were out of breath – which was to say, not very long, because she took my breath away from me.

When I finally came out of the trance, I realized that they’d stopped the movie and were smiling at us. I blushed, and Dana hid inside my sleeve. “Didn’t your parents ever tell you it’s rude to stare?” Even as I spoke, I smiled.

They pretended they didn’t see anything, and we continued the movie to its end without any more interruptions. After the movie, though, Dana got up to leave. I stared at her. “There are still more movies, though?”

She shook her head. “I have to go… I can’t keep my parents waiting. I have a Curfew, and it takes time to walk home…”

I got up from my seat and put on my jacket. “Then let me walk you home, Dana. It’s dangerous to go alone.”

“Take this!” Orc handed me a bag of the snacks he’d brought along with two unopened cans of soda. “Good luck on the mid-terms, squirts. We’ll hang out again, right?” He looked at Dana as he spoke.

She nodded. “I’m sorry for leaving so early. I will help you study if you need, Orc. Just come to the school library.”

Orc kneeled and pulled her into a hug. “Thanks to you and your little genius mind, I’ll pass everything and understand it all. I can’t ever thank you enough.”

I smiled at the exchange and let Dana say goodbye to the other two. She apologized to them for her outburst, to which they responded, “Don’t ever be sorry for how you feel.”

I waved my goodbyes to them and followed Dana out the front door. Dana had put her can of soda in her bag, underneath all of the rest of her things. She’d barely touched the snacks at all. I had a suspicion Orc knew about her dietary restrictions. None of the rest of us touched the veggies except for her.

I put an arm around her. “Hey. I’ll be here when you’re not at home, and maybe you can teach me a few things, yeah? You have a support group now. Your parents won’t be able to hold you hostage forever.”

Dana looked down at the ground. “They’re paying for my education… I can’t leave until I graduate college.”

I frowned. “Well, then we’ll just try and make it as bearable for you as possible.”

She nodded at me. “Thank you…”

I stopped her then and kissed her again. “We’re not home yet, so we can do as we please. How long do you have?”

She checked her phone. “About twenty minutes before they start to worry…”

I took her hand. “Then I want to make it the best twenty minutes of your life. Do you trust me?”

“Yes… are we going someplace… to make love?” She asked.

I blushed furiously. “That’s a bit fast, but… if you want to?”

She covered her face. “I’m sorry, I just assumed…”

I laughed out loud at her silly expression. “Don’t worry. Let’s go then.”

I led her to a large park not far from where we were, with a playground, a large field for soccer, and a river passing through on the side. No one was in this park, so I decided it would be a good place to explore our sexuality. She followed me to a place in the playground that was relatively hidden by the slides and walls. There, she put down her bag. I was glad that the playground was mostly devoid of wood chips or sand except for where the swings were. No one likes getting any of that in their undergarments.

She shifted uncomfortably as I put down the bag of snacks and soda. “So… how do lesbians do it?” she asked, rather bluntly. I didn’t expect it from her, but I refrained from laughing, biting my lip.

I took her hands. “Why don’t I just show you?”

She waited for me to make a move so I did. I scooped her into my arms and kissed her deeply. Never in a million years would I have dreamed that talking to her in the library would have led to this. But I was so glad that I did.

Slowly, I ran my hands from her back to her sides, and down to her hips, and then to her ass cheeks. I massaged them, which she seemed to enjoy, arching into me. She finally brought her arms up to embrace me, and it urged me onward. I felt pressed for time, but I forced myself to slow down on her, knowing it was her first time so I wasn’t allowed to rush it. Besides… I could do a lot with twenty minutes.

I roamed my hands up to her shirt, and dug my hands underneath to feel her bare skin and also to remove it. She lifted her arms, and I pulled her shirt over her head, and put it on top of her purse. I took off my jacket and threw it aside, as well as my own shirt. I only gave myself a brief moment to examine her body before making out with her again. Her breasts were bigger than her shirt had let me see, and her waist was smaller than I’d expected. There was a lot about her that was hidden to the world, it seemed.

Her skin felt softer than I’d expected – and with the way she ate, I guessed she would have glowing skin underneath all of her clothes. I let myself enjoy it, roaming my lips from her mouth to her jaw and neck, taking in her scent. She had the faintest smell of smoke coming out of her hair. I guessed her parents smoked. But there was also a distinct fresh scent of apple and wood, something that made me want to eat her.

So I decided that’s what I would do. If she couldn’t pleasure me or she was too shy to, then I could at least make her feel amazing before bringing her home. I unbuttoned her pants and slowly pulled them down, taking her panties with them, my kisses roaming lower and lower with every second. She stepped out of them as I reached the bottom, and I tossed them aside.

She was unshaven, but trimmed, and it was managed well. She blushed as I looked at her pussy. I looked up at her eyes, placing my hands on her legs. “Come here and lay down for me…”

She nodded and did as I told her to. I pushed her legs open, and kissed her pelvis. “Are you okay?” I asked, unwilling to go further without making sure she wasn’t just indulging me.

“I’m… fine…” she said, squeezing her eyes shut. “I’m just nervous…”

It was normal, so I decided it would be better to get her mind off of it and get into it. “Just let me know if you want to stop, okay?”

“Okay…”

I placed a finger on her clit and rubbed a little, first in circular motions, then up and down, and then side to side, testing her reactions. She bit her lip to stifle a moan with the last motion, so I kept doing that, except with my tongue. She tried her hardest to stay quiet, panting here and there. I was glad she was enjoying it, though.

Her vagina got wetter with every passing moment, encouraging me to keep going until she came. I decided my tongue wasn’t enough and prodded her entrance with a finger. She tensed up a little, so I pulled away. “You alright?”

“I’m… not used to anything being in there…” Her face was flushed red with pleasure and her eyes a little glazed.

“Do you want to try it?” I asked.

She shook her head. “Not… this time…”

I liked that she heavily implied that she wanted me to do this again. Then again, I wondered if we would have a next time so I wanted to feel her against me for as long as I could. So I removed the rest of my clothing and got on top of her. She didn’t stop me, only gave me a questioning look.

“You wanted to know how lesbian sex worked, right…?” I said, feeling lustful.

She nodded without words.

I placed my thigh in between her legs and sat on hers. I knew there were many different ways to do it, but this one offered the most contact in my opinion. At least, just from watching stuff online and reading. I realized just how gay I actually was, to the point where I wondered how it worked and read up on it. And if it wasn’t for Dana, I would never have known.

I began to move my body, rubbing our respective genitals with each other’s thighs. From anyone outside, it might have looked strange. But to the both of us, it just felt amazing, and we enjoyed the journey to our orgasm.

That was when I lost track of time, lost in the feeling. I made out with her as she moved with me, a mutual effort to climax that I didn’t expect her to perform. She was forever surprising me. I liked that I could always rely on her to be unpredictable. My days were spent reading and being predictable.

She scratched my back as she got closer to her climax, and then almost immediately after arched against me. I kept pleasuring her until she came down from her orgasm. I felt her pussy throb against me, and I felt satisfied, even though I hadn’t finished.

“Do you… need me to…?” she asked, trailing off. I knew exactly what she was asking, though.

I shook my head and laid it on her shoulder. “You don’t need to do anything for me… you are enough.”

“If we had more time… I wouldn’t hesitate to help.” She held me tighter then. “Can I just hold you for a while…?”

I wondered how much time we actually had left and fished through my pants for my phone, staying on top of Dana as I did so. Three minutes until we had to keep going…

I didn’t say anything, but we cuddled, letting the sweat dry up and the blood drain from our sex organs. I felt better than I had in months. “Dana?”

“Yes…?”

“Will we have to hide our relationship from everyone?” I asked, still unsure of what exactly I and Dana were.

“Sex is sex, but… love is love. I want to get to know you better before we are official. But… that doesn’t mean this meant nothing…”

“You didn’t answer the question.” I chuckled, knowing she was avoiding the question. I already knew the answer to it anyways.

“Yes… someone might see us and word might get back to my parents…”

I nodded, and our time being up, I stood up and got dressed. “It’s okay. We can be together when you’re ready, and in the meantime, Orc and the others are there for you. It’s a safe place.”

She seemed to feel a lot better having her clothes on. I guessed that was just natural – no one liked being naked in front of an almost complete stranger. I still couldn’t believe what had just happened. She was far more direct and naughty than I’d given her credit for.

Fully clothed now, we began walking again. I wanted to hold hands, but I knew it wouldn’t be a good idea. Most of the rest of the trip was silent. We were both in our own thoughts, and before I knew it, I stood on her porch, waving goodnight to her.

“Can I have your phone number?” she asked. “For… study groups.”

I glanced at the window and saw her father looking out at us. I decided to wave as I took her phone and put my number into it. “There you go. I’ll see you at school then?”

She smiled at me politely. “Indeed. And thank you for the movies.”

We shook hands, and it felt completely unnatural, but necessary. And then she went inside, and I was left alone on the porch. I stood there for a moment, wondering if any of it really happened.

That same night, I got a text from her while sitting in bed.

“Monday afternoon for study group… you in?”

I felt like it was code because I didn’t want to think that she’d already forgotten what happened. Maybe her parents checked her phone, and she was being careful. Either way, whether we would be girlfriends or just friends, I wanted to see her again. I wanted to get to know her better.

“I’m in.”


17. Sandy's New Girlfriend: First Time Lesbian Sex with a Friend by Lora Lane

Anyone who has ever slipped into one of life's deep ruts that allows only boring and repetitive day after day will appreciate what happened to me recently. I was in just such a rut and didn't even know it until I came across an email from an old friend of mine. She was in town and wanted to get together and catch up on what had been going on with me for the last several years. I hadn't seen her since I left the job I had right out of college and it seemed like a good time. Little did I know just how good of a time the two of us would have doing things I had never done in my life. It was quite amazing.

Every morning for as long as I can remember has started the exact same way. I wake up and start a pot of coffee before taking a shower. By the time my shower is done and I start getting ready for work, the coffee brewing has woken the cats up and both of them require attention. I sip my coffee as I ready myself for another grueling day behind a desk. When I finish stressing over a long work day, I barely have enough energy to get something to eat for dinner before vegging out in front of the television and then going to bed. I wake up and do it all again the next day.

We've all been there at one point or another I suppose, when one of life's repeatable ruts has gotten you into a pattern that it seems you cannot shake yourself from. Many times a short vacation or a wild weekend will be just what the doctor ordered to wriggle myself free of those ruts but sometimes it really drags on. Such was the case not long ago when I was down in the dumps.

Summer had ended weeks before and it was already far too cold to be considered autumn. The days were getting shorter and shorter and I needed a few days off from work so bad I could taste it. Unfortunately I had used all of my days that summer when my boyfriend wanted to take a trip to the mountains. That was just perfect for me, a regular beach bunny, to spend time in a colder climate during my only vacation of the year instead of working on my tan at the beach. Not only did the vacation take all of my days off for the rest of the year but it also ruined the relationship which was just another reason for the rut I was wearing out right about then.

I was in need of something to really shake things up for me in the worst way when I checked my email before work one morning. There was an email from someone named Vanessa with the subject line, 'Time to Catch Up'. My memory could only come up with one Vanessa in short order but the better part of a decade had passed since I had last seen her.  I clicked the email and sure enough it was from that Vanessa. It was pretty short and to the point.

Sandy! Hi girl, this is Vanessa from Guilders. Remember your lousy first job after college and that one friend who promised to keep in touch but never did? Yeah, well, that's me. Things at the old office are doing just fine and I've moved up enough to grab myself a few business trips now and then. When I saw one that came through your neck of the woods, I couldn't resist taking it. So, lets catch up while I'm in town! Don't wait or think too hard about it. Just reply and type 'yes'. We can work out a spot to meet then.

See ya soon girly,

Vanessa

It didn't take me long to agree to meet her and we agreed on that night at a local sports pub. It wasn't too obnoxiously loud and they had good deals on drinks for girls most nights. I figured it would be a perfect spot to catch up with my loveable old pal.

Vanessa had always been completely opposite from me. I'm average height and thin with great curves, long blonde hair and a solid tan. She is short and fair with brown hair and has always been just a little bit overweight where seemingly losing a simple fifteen to twenty pounds would make all the difference. Not that I would tell her that since she looked perfectly good enough, but still. She was a great friend for those years. Catching up would be a great time and it should be just the thing I need to shake myself completely from my little boring rut. Little did I know at the time just how right I was.

Just the idea that I was going to meet her and have a little fun on a Tuesday night of all nights, made the day fly by so much faster. One of my supervisors asked if I was open to working late and I actually was able to tell her that I couldn't because I had plans. It was wonderful to be able to say that and know that the plans I mentioned were real, not just me planning to not work late. You know what I mean.

Pharaoh’s is out of the big and busy area of the city by a few miles but not so far that it's a task to drive there. The atmosphere is great even if it's just a normal basketball night like it was that night. The fact that they had cheap drinks for girls like me on nights just like that one meant it was definitely on my short list of places to go if given the choice.

They had a large parking lot that sort of joined with a nearby fancy hotel but I parked in the front so that I could peek through the windows and pick out Vanessa. After going down the row twice in each direction, I figured she wasn't there yet and walked inside to wait. The view from the front door revealed three main television screens, one huge screen on the back wall near the main bar and two slightly smaller big screens on each side wall. On any big night with one big game, these three showed the same game. A normal sports night like that one brought a different game to each screen and still more on the smaller corner televisions around the place.

It was almost a perfect square with tall tables, small tables and booths scattered around and two bars; the main bar that ran the width of the place and one smaller one over to the far left. I never have cared to ask what the second bar is for but it's not a big deal to me anyway. I'd finally stood there for long enough to have someone come up to ask if I needed a seat and where I wanted to sit. As I started to answer, a female voice called my name from nearby.

“Sandy?”

I looked over to see a stunning brown haired woman about my age that was just barely familiar. I'd seen her through the window from my car but never could I have imagined that she was Vanessa, not that Vanessa. I glanced down at her and smiled, “Vanessa? Is that you?”

“The one and only,” she answered, “Wow, you look good, girl. Come sit down with me.” With a glance at the waitress she said, “Honey, we don't need a seat for her, only a couple of drink menus. You know,” she said looking back to me, “They have half off fruity drinks tonight for hot chicks like us?”

Finally I shook myself out of my silence and hoped that my jaw had not been hanging open the entire time, “My gosh, Vanessa, excuse me for saying so but you look amazing!”

“I know, right?” she said with a confident smile. “I changed the way I did everything a couple of years ago and the pounds came off and were replaced by lean,” she gestured at her arms and body and smiled, “Amazing-ness. I'm seriously still getting accustomed to it.”

“Well,” I waved my hand, “You weren't huge or anything.”

“I didn't think so either, girl, but damn would you look at me now?” she asked. “Not everyone has been a beauty queen since birth like you but as it turns out there was a hot chick underneath all of my padding the entire time.”

“Hey, stop,” I said, “I'm no beauty queen. You do look great though.”

“Who are you kidding?” she asked with a furrowed brow as the drink menus were laid down on the table in front of us. “I bet I could pick anyone in this place and they'd agree to sleep with you.” Before I could object she yelled, “Hey, you, waitress!” The girl turned around and Vanessa asked, “Look at this girl right here.” The waitress did so with a polite smile and I mouthed a quiet apology. Vanessa said, “Would you have sex with her tonight?”

The waitress looked back as stunned as I was at the question. I spoke up, “Vanessa! Honey, she stays drunk. Go on and don't worry about her. She's just a little crazy most of the time.” She smiled a polite smile that was full of nerves now and went back towards the bar.

“She would,” Vanessa said as she watched her go, “She'd do you.”

I couldn't stop myself from laughing at first but finally said, “Would you stop? Good god! I am shocked by how great you look but one thing I knew I could count on was you doing crazy stuff like that. Damn, girl, you're gonna get us thrown out.”

“Nah,” she waved her hand towards me, “They never throw out hot girls like us, especially when we are about to start ordering drinks. Oh, all of its on me by the way.”

“No way,” I shook my head.

“Yes way, ya slut. I already gave my credit card to them and told the lesbian waitress to put all drinks from this table on my tab. So, ha!” She started looking at her menu, “Don't worry about it, seriously, I'm all successful now and stuff. Whew, to hell these drinks are expensive.” I looked at her a little curious as to whether she was serious or not and she laughed, “Ah, you know me too well Sandy. Go ahead and get whatever you want. That's my ex's card anyway.”

“You're too much,” I said as I started to look at my menu as well. “So, you mentioned an ex. I have one of those as of a few months ago too. How have things been? Spill it.”

She took a few seconds to answer and I assumed she, like me, was studying the menu. Instead when I looked up towards her, she was fixated on me. “Sorry,” she said with a shake of her head and a nervous smile, “What did you ask me again? Oh, right, how have things been? Well, let me see. I've gotten a promotion, lost twenty-two and a half pounds – not that I'm counting – figured out that men are even bigger turds when you're a hot girl and then I came here to see you. The end. You?”

I smiled towards her, “Come on, I need a few details.”

“I'm not good with details,” she said.

“Okay, I get it. I'll start with the details. I can't remember if my vacation time was as precious to me back all those years ago as it is now but...”

She interrupted, “At least one week at the best beach you have the money to travel to as long as you have a couple of days left over for late year days off,” and finished with her hands questioningly out to the side.

“Nailed it,” I said, “But this year I sacrificed my vacation time, all of it, to go where he wanted to go and it was to the mountains.”

“Holy crap,” she said with a glance toward the menu, “Did you kill him?”

“Stopped myself just this side of murder,” I snarled, “But I at least dreamed about it. That was a damn good dream too. I can't believe how stupid I was to think that some random guy – sure I'd dated him for eight months but still – was worth me changing my entire vacation schedule. He wasn't.”

She pointed at me, “Something I've learned sweetie: they never are. So for me, it was worse than just a lost vacation to the beach. I mean, I know how big of a deal that is to you but it's not as bad as getting basically verbally abused by someone.”

“Oh, no!”

“Yep,” she nodded, “This guy thought just because he made me feel good a couple of times early on in our time together that he could just treat me like a bitch. Let me tell you something: he could not and found out real painfully that he could not.”

“Hunny, I'm so sorry.”

“Its fine Sandy, because I learned something about myself,” she said pointedly. “I am too good for any man to treat me that way any more at any time ever again. I'd rather go the rest of my life without seeing one in my life than to let someone treat me like that again. Heck,” she smiled, “I'd rather date you than any of them.”

She laughed but it seemed to hide some amount of nervousness. Still, I couldn't be so sure about her mannerisms so I thought nothing of it. For certain she was correct about that and she had every right to swear off relationships for a while. I wondered briefly if I had silently and even secretly done the same. There had not been so much as a blind date or a sexy chat online since I broke off with the last dud. To her comment I let out a simple, “I hear that. Lets see if we can get that waitress back over here, if you haven't scared her off completely.”

The sweet girl came back over fairly confidently to her credit. Clearly the comment from Vanessa having come from another girl had caught her off guard. Someone as attractive as her wasn't nearly dealing with her first customer flirtations on that night. “What can I get for you girls?” she asked looking at each of us in turn.

I pointed at the most attractive picture on the menu, “Right there, darling.”

“Sure thing,” she turned to Vanessa and was a tiny bit less comfortable, “And you miss?”

Vanessa, clearly noticing the same thing I did looked the girl up and down and ordered something I found it difficult to believe she thought she could get away with. I was already worried about driving back to my house with one of my drinks but that damn thing would make her driving straight up illegal. “Are you sure?” I asked but she nodded with a big smile.

“Coming right up,” the waitress said and then turned to me, “By the way. I'm sorry I was so shocked earlier by that question. I don't exactly do things like that with other girls but if I did, you'd certainly be hot enough for me.”

That time I knew my jaw was open wide as she turned and walked away. Vanessa slapped the table, “Ha! I knew it! What'd I tell you? I knew she was looking at you a little longer than she was at me. You should go over there and try to get her to switch teams for the night.”

“What?” I asked, “Are you insane? Vanessa, I'm straight too remember? I've never even considered sleeping with another girl. I damn sure am not going to try to take that young woman home with me. What are we going to do? Sit and watch TV or something? How much have you had to drink tonight?”

“Nothing yet,” she said playfully, “I'm just in kind of a crazy mood. Oh, and I call bullshit.”

“Huh?”

“You've never even considered lesbian sex one time?” she asked in a leaning whisper. “Bull! There has to have been at least one night in college or watching some porno with an old boyfriend that at least made you curious.”

“No,” I said with a stern voice but a hint of a smile crept onto my face.

“Uh, huh, I knew it!” she said victoriously. “Spill it!”

For the longest few seconds I debated with myself about what I should tell her. Our drinks arrived and I started sipping on mine as she took a sizable drink of hers. I could think of two different occasions where I – seemingly very out of character – found myself thinking about sex with another girl. At long last I decided to tell her about both.

“Well, alright, but you have to promise not to laugh,” I said.

She held up her hand with her fingers in some odd assembly, “Girl scout’s honor.”

“You were never a girl scout,” I laughed. “Anyway, some years ago a guy wanted to watch porn together. Right away I told him I didn't like that stuff but he begged me with big puppy-dog eyes and I gave in. It was horrible,” I said with a short laugh, “The way the women looked and the way the sex happened between them – at least on that porno in particular – was distasteful. But there was this one scene with two women going at it like crazy.”

“You liked it?” she accused.

With my palm quickly up facing her I said, “Didn't say that. I wouldn't go that far, no, but it was interesting because I'd never thought of it for real before that point. Sure, I had heard of it during college and such, that some girls liked to experiment or whatever, but never me. Just the things those girls did to each other in passion without being distasteful like the guys were in that particular movie made me think.”

“Yeah, yeah,” she waved, “More. I want more. When else did you think of it. That can't be the only time.”

“I never said there was more than one time,” I smiled.

“Right, but I can tell,” she finished her first drink and waved for another. “Go on, don't hold back on me.”

With a falsely heavy sigh I rolled my eyes and went on. “Okay there was this girlfriend of mine some time ago. She was a good friend who I spent a lot of time around back then and the more we got to know each other the more I realized that she never had a boyfriend. She always called me her best girlfriend, heck I just called her an old girlfriend, but it wasn't until she made a real pass at me that I understood it meant something different to her. I turned her down but I did think about it afterward. Who wouldn't? The what ifs? What if I had tried it? What would it feel like? You know?”

Vanessa took a drink of her second drink and winked, “Yes I certainly do know and it feels freaking awesome.”

She held my gaze for a few seconds and I felt like I should be able to see the light coming on above my head. “Wait, are you making a pass at me now? No, you're just screwing with me like you were with the waitress.”

“Why don't we get out of here?” she said. “Charge all of this to my card you have on file,” she yelled to the waitress then turned back to me. “It's crazy how fast they can set that up. Let's go.”

“Wait,” I said as I scrambled to my feet and helped her stand, “You can't drive in this condition. I don't even know if I should.”

With a wink Vanessa said, “I didn't book my room until I heard where you wanted to meet so my room is just right across the walkway there in the closest hotel. True I'm not feeling too good though. Will you walk me up there? You'll probably feel good enough to drive after the walk.”

It made sense so I told her I would and we made our way out the door and across the lot towards the hotel. The conversation was just as fun on the walk as it had been at the pub and I began to hope that she would make her way back through my town more often. We got to the room and Vanessa slid the card into the lock pretty easily and walked inside. She walked in steadily, put her purse down and turned the television on. After changing the channel to a music channel she tossed the remote onto the stand and started dancing.

Suddenly she didn't seem nearly as drunk as she had before. Something about the way she was dancing made me nervous even if it was attractive. “What are you doing?” I asked with a smile, feeling odd standing there with my purse watching my friend dance in front of me.

“You ever gotten a lap dance?” she asked.

“Come on, Vanessa,” I shrugged but then saw she wasn't going to stop. “No, I haven't but I'm okay. Really, lets just get you into bed and you can sleep this off.”

She walked up to me and draped her arms around my neck, her face close enough to mine for me to easily smell the fruity drink on her breath and feel the heat from her body. “Wanna hear something funny? I'm not as drunk as I pretended I was.” She licked her lips and danced back away from me again, her body moving really well to the rhythm of the music. Part of me wanted to join in but something was holding me back. Vanessa spun around and took her top off, throwing it towards me while spinning.

I caught it and tossed it to one side, “What's going on Vanessa? You sure act drunk. I think you're in denial.”

Dancing up close to me again she turned around and ground her hips against mine before turning and placing her nose against mine. “Am I? Maybe you are the one who is in denial.” She danced a few inches away from me and then said, “I didn't want you to walk me up here for my safety. I'm fine.”

Part of me knew where this was going and it struck me then that she was right. I was the one in denial if I was pretending that I hadn't noticed the various signs through the evening that she was – what – into me? Did she want to be with me like that?

“I see it in your eyes, Sandy,” Vanessa said, “You know what I want. The question is,” she came close to me and rubbed her body against mine before kissing me full on the lips, “Do you want the same?”

My breath began to come in shorter bursts and it suddenly felt ten degrees warmer in the room. I had never been with a girl before and even in those stories I told Vanessa earlier hadn't really wanted to. Something was different on that night however, whether it be the drink I randomly chose or the music or something else entirely. Either way, I found myself staring at her unable to really move or speak. I was afraid if I said something that it would be that part of me inside that for some reason was screaming for me to tell her I did want the same thing. At least then, for that night and that one time. My mouth opened but I closed it before words actually came out.

Vanessa danced back away from me again to where she was standing right next to the bed. She bent down and took her skirt off before twirling her hips and standing back up. Her ass gyrated towards me and she spanked herself as she licked her lips in my direction. “Come on, Sandy, at least take one hard crack at slapping my ass. It's the least you could do.”

I ran my hand through my hair, “I don't know, maybe.”

“Just walk up and swat my ass,” she said, “If you want me to stop after that, I'll let you leave.”

That seemed simple enough and it would give me a way out while giving her something that she apparently wanted. I nodded and walked up with a nervous smile. I drew my hand back as I approached her and started to bring it forward to give her a good stiff slap on her very attractive ass. Just as my hand almost struck her however, she spun around and grabbed my arm, using it to spin me so that she was then standing directly behind me. Her hands ran up under my top and she grasped my breasts. My chest heaved in desire, as stunned as my mind was by this turn of events.

She moved one hand down and cupped my crotch through my clothes and whispered in my ear, “How does that feel?”

Breath caught in my throat as I spurted a quiet answer, “Good.”

Her fingers kept working on my dampening pussy through my clothes while her other hand was doing wonderful things to my nipples. Each one was so hard then that I thought they were probably poking through my bra. Vanessa noticed that I hadn't stopped her yet and pulled my top off over my head. She quickly unsnapped my bra and dropped it to the floor as well before plunging her hand down my stomach and beneath my panties. I moved my hips and yelped, “Vanessa,” unsure of what to do.

She shushed in my ear and breathed against my neck as she said, “Just say stop if it doesn't feel good.”

I assumed she said that because she knew damn well it felt good. It felt better than good; unlike anything I truly had ever felt before. My head draped backwards and I didn't even know what her second hand was doing because her other hand was snaking across the folds of my pussy and it was driving me crazy. I breathlessly cursed towards the ceiling and she put one finger inside of me, weakening my knees.

“You feel good,” she said as my skirt fell to the floor. She inserted her finger farther inside of me and I began to moan despite all fears that came with doing something completely brand new. There was no way I was going to tell her to stop now. It felt too damn good for that.

She worked inside and outside of my pussy lips and I became extremely wet quickly. Her other hand reached up and pinched my nipple and squeezed my breast just as she started fingering me faster. It was enough of a shock to my already primed pussy that it pushed an orgasm out of me that I had barely felt building. “Damn,” I said as my knees tried to give out again.

Vanessa turned me around and planted her lips onto mine, this time in a kiss that was deep with passion and wet with plenty of tongue. It went on as her hands felt me all over and my hands started to feel her body as well. She pushed me back onto the bed and pulled my panties off over my legs before pushing my thighs open. I knew what was probably coming next so I put my head back and closed my eyes. When her tongue licked the outer lips of my pussy, my hips bucked with a shock of passion.

She pulled back and then went back in, using her tongue in even better ways than I have had the best male lovers do. It was incredible and I already felt another orgasm building. She rubbed my stomach and chest with one of her hands while her other fingered beneath where she was licking near my clit.

I began to moan so loud it surely felt like a scream to anyone who happened to be lucky enough to be in a nearby room. Quickly I started begging her for more and more. Finally another orgasm hit me and I threw my arms out to the side, “Holy hell! Oh my god, Vanessa.”

She rose up over me and rubbed her breasts as she removed her bra and kicked her own panties off. I had no idea what to do so I was more than thankful when she move up and hovered her pussy over my mouth. My hands grabbed her ass and slapped one side as I started to explore her nether lips with my tongue. She was even louder than me and kept telling me how great I was doing. It gave me the comfortable feeling that she had done before and knew just what to do next.

Her orgasm washed over my lips as she came hard with her hips rocking over my face. It had been the most amazing sex in recent memory for me but that was when I thought it was over. Vanessa rolled over to one side of the bed and pulled open the drawer on the bedside stand. She pulled out the longest, double-sided dildo I had ever seen. Of course I haven't seen many but still, it was huge. There was no hesitation at all as she crawled over to me and pushed the thing inside of me.

“Yes!” I yelled, “Faster.”

She pumped the large dildo into me harder and faster for a while before she stopped. I looked up in surprise and then saw her positioning her pussy on the other side of the double-sided, black and red toy. When it was inside of her wet pussy too, she shoved her hips against mine and both of us yelped to the ceiling. We rocked our hips against each other with the dildo rammed inside each of us. God, it could have gone on forever. Nothing has ever come close to the passion in that moment and I know I have never had that many orgasms.

Twice more I blew juices all over her sheets and she came once more herself until finally both of us relaxed back onto the bed. For a few minutes we just lay there before she sat up and smiled down at me, “See, it's really pretty good.”

I laughed, “That was way better than pretty good, Vanessa.”

She smirked, “I've had better.”

I knew she was joking by the smile on her face but still shoved her backwards. We had fun getting cleaned up afterward as well. By the time I woke up early so I could grab a change of clothes at my house before going into work, I was so happy that I couldn't have found that old rut I was in if it had GPS coordinates.

Vanessa promised she would come through on her way back to home and stop to see me again. I haven't told her this but I plan to get her to my house more often than that. She does live down south from where I am and there is a beach within a short drive of her place. All of that meant that I might have just found myself a new girlfriend, even if we just use each other for blisteringly hot lesbian sex and a ride to the beach now and then.


18. A Temporary Encounter: Lesbian Sex with a Co-Worker by Kaylee Jones

When Jenny first meets Andi, she cannot figure out why she is flustered and nervous around her.  After a series of botched encounters, Andi finally gets her alone outside the office but Jenny is still confused.  When Andi corners her in the office, all of the nerves flip into high gear and Jenny discovers just how convincing Andi can be.

I do not know why I remember the first time I saw Andi.  I mean, I know now that we made an impression on each other, but at the time I really did not know why I noticed her.  She was tall, slender but nicely muscular, with short dark brown hair and smiling green eyes.  It sounds all doe-eyed when I describe her, but that does not distract from the fact that that is what she looks like.

I was working as the office manager for a large warehouse.  Single at the time, I had just split up with my most recent boyfriend and was not in the mood to deal with anyone else.  I had moved out of his apartment and found one of my own.  It was small and not in a great part of town, but it was all mine, and that had a certain satisfaction.

I was pretty good at my job.  I worked around warehouse workers and learned very quickly to dress in baggy jeans and loose tee shirts to avoid any workplace discomfort.  I did not need any of those creepy old men making lewd comments like they did when I wore tank tops.  I stuck to the office space as much as possible, unless I needed something specific from the foreman.  I was in charge of the bookkeeping and front office, and that did keep me pretty busy.

My friends liked to go out any night of the week, and while I liked to have as much fun as the next single twenty-four year old, I also liked my job.  I had pretty much relegated my nights out to the weekend which did not always make my friends happy.  Most of them waited tables or tended bar so they had weird schedules.

Andi started working there about a year after I did.  I was walking through the warehouse looking for Robert, the foreman so that he could sign off on a few invoices when I rounded a corner and nearly head-butted the new girl.  Well, when I say head-butted, it would have been more like boob-butted since I am about 5 feet four inches, and she was almost six feet tall.  She let out some sort of screech as did I, and we jumped apart as though there was a giant spider between us.

“I-I-I’m sorry,” I stuttered, bending over to collect my scattered paperwork.

“No, my fault,” she answered, her voice smooth and rich as honey.

I giggled in spite of myself, “I’m Jenny by the way.”

“Andi.”

She reached her hand out to shake mine, and I got all flustered for some unknown reason.  Her green eyes were sparkling at me as though they knew a secret, and when I went to shake her hand, I lost my mind and dropped the papers again.  Now I looked like a real idiot.  But to make matters even better, we simultaneously bent down to collect them for the second time, and collided foreheads.

“Oh God, I’m so sorry.  Again,” now I am really tripping over my own tongue.

She took one giant step back and threw both hands in the air in mock surrender.

“I had no idea this was a hostile workplace,” she laughed.

I giggled again which only irritated me.  I am not a giggler by any stretch, and yet thirty seconds with this tall chick and I was falling all over myself.

I grabbed up the paperwork and clutched it to my chest.

“I really am sorry,” I blurted out as I turned and ran away from her.  I could feel her eyes following me as I disappeared around a stack of boxes, and I thanked whatever karma gods were watching that I did not trip over them.

I spent the rest of the afternoon holed up in my office pretending to catch up on paperwork.  I buzzed Robert’s office and asked him to come sign the invoices just so I did not run into her again.  Literally.

At five o’clock on the dot, I grabbed my purse and darted for the parking lot.  As I peeled out of my parking space in my slightly ‘antique’ Civic, I heard and felt a thump against my trunk.  I checked the rearview mirror and found an unknown black Jeep touching bumpers with me.  I sighed heavily and stepped out of my car.  When Andi stepped out of the Jeep, I nearly died on the spot.

“So is it me personally?  Or do you just not like brunettes?  Or are you anti-gay?” her lips were smiling but this time her eyes were not.

“Oh God, oh, I’m so sorry,” I babble at her for the third time in about four hours.

She bends down to check our bumpers, and I get a peek down the front of her snug white tank top.

“I don’t think there was any damage, so how about we call it even?” she suggested.

I nod, “Thank you, thank you so much.  I can’t really afford…”

I left my voice trail off, realizing that this poor victim of my clumsiness certainly is not interested in the details of my most recent breakup.

She strolls over to me as though she has all the time in the world.

“But now you have to buy me a beer,” she declares.

“A what?”

“You. Buy. Me. A. Beer.” She annunciates sarcastically.  “You are old enough to do that, right?”

“Yes!” I said emphatically and indignantly.

“Well then, follow me.  I know a place where you can find my favorite kind of beer.”

When I climbed back into my car, I rested my forehead on the steering wheel, wondering what sort of evil I had committed to have been given such a day.  I followed the Jeep out of the parking lot at a safe distance, and we ended up at a bar just a few miles away.

Andi held the door open politely for me (although it might have just been self-defense) and we walked into a dimly lit bar that was scattered with a few people.  When I realized that every single person in the room is female, I flashed back to her questions after the little parking lot bump and my heart stopped for a moment.

****

Andi glanced over at me and grinned at my squirming.

“You okay Gracie?”

I rolled my eyes at her and allowed my annoyance to momentarily overwhelm my nervousness just enough to let me swat her bare upper arm.  She laughed and gestured to a table in a far back corner.  I chose to think of it as protection rather than seclusion.

Andi held up two fingers to the bartender who brought over two frosty brown bottles of some unknown microbrew, and I smiled as I handed the stocky woman a $10 bill and waved her off when she said something about change.

“Just flashing that money all over the place?” Andi grinned at me as she took a long pull on her bottle.

I fingered the label on my bottle as thought I was intently studying this new brand, but I could feel Andi’s gaze burning through the top of my head.

“You really that nervous?” she asked quietly.

I nodded, “A little.”

“We don’t have to stay,” Andi offered politely.

“It’s fine.  Beer is beer, right?” I smiled, but I could feel my lips wavering.

“Right,” she said softly as her eyes started scanning around the room.

We finished our drinks in silence, with her looking everywhere but at me and with me picking at the damaged edge of the wooden table.

“Well, thanks for the beer,” she finally said, startling me out of my cocoon.

“Sure, it was the least I could do.  Sorry about today,” I shrugged as I tried to be nonchalant about seeing the inside of a lesbian bar for the first time.

Andi stood so I followed her lead, and we walked out in single file.

“See you tomorrow,” she waved casually as she climbed into her Jeep.

I slid behind the wheel of the Civic and waited until she was well down the street before I pulled out.  This was going to be very awkward at work now.  And I had no idea why I felt bad for the way things went.

The next few days really were awkward.  I do not know if she was doing it on purpose, but it seemed that every time I walked into the warehouse, I would catch a glimpse of her disappearing behind a stack of boxes or a huge shelving unit.  I just ignored it and tried to pretend it was just coincidence, but I really did not believe that.

Come Friday night, I thought I had made it through the week without further damaging our new employee or her belongings.  As I shut down my computer for the weekend, I looked around to make sure the office was clean enough for Monday morning.  I shouldered my purse and let out a yelp when I saw her silently standing in my doorway.

“You scared me!”

“Self-defense,” she grinned.

I rolled my eyes and fought the urge to swat her arm again.  I could still feel her warm skin under my fingers if I let my mind wander back.

“Everyone gone?” I asked.

“Why?  You gonna run me down again and don’t want witnesses?”

“C’mon, I said I was sorry.  And you said there was no damage.”

Andi laughed, “Yeah, I know, sorry.  And yes, everyone is gone.”

I suddenly felt very trapped and self-conscious with her barring my exit.  I shuffled my feet and leaned my ass against the corner my desk.  Andie walked slowly towards me, and I knew that making any sort of exit was going to look very bad now.  She stopped with her long legs standing on either side of mine, distinctly trapping me in place.

“Jenny?” she asked quietly, “Do I make you nervous?”

I nodded mutely.

“Why?  Do you not like gays?”

“N-N-no, it’s not that…” I stuttered, not even sure where to look.

“Then what is it?” she asked quietly.

I shrugged one shoulder, “I don’t know.”

She leaned slightly back and crossed her arms over her chest.  The white tank top accentuated her smooth golden tan and for the first time, I noticed the edges of a black tattoo peeking out from one of the straps.

“What do you think when you look at me?” she asked, startling me with a ‘pop quiz.'

“I-I don’t know, I don’t really know you.”

She shook her head, “I didn’t ask that.  What do you think when you look at me?”

I dragged my eyes away from the curious tattoo and finally looked her square in the eyes.  She was rattling me something awful, and I had no idea why.

“I don’t know.  You just make me nervous.”

Andi nodded, “I see.  Wonder why…”

I shrugged again, and looked away from her green eyes as they grew clouded with emotions that I did not recognize.  Suddenly she leaned forward and rested both palms on the desk next to my hips.  Now our faces were just inches apart, and I could see a faint scar above one eyebrow.  Her skin was smooth golden honey and looked like it would be warm to the touch.  Her green eyes were still swirling with questions and answers that I did not understand.  With her eyes still open and staring into mine, she closed the last few inches and faintly met my lips with hers.

I just sat there and blinked at her with our mouths pressed together chastely.  I felt her lips part slightly, and when her tongue tickled my lower lip, I squirmed.  She broke the lip touch and leaned to my ear.

“Do you want to know why you’re nervous?”

Her warm breath tickled my skin and I shivered.  She exhaled lightly against my neck, and I felt the goosebumps erupt down my arm.

“I think your body knows more about what you want than you do…” she spoke softly, and her voice trailed off into an expectant nothing.

I turned to look at her and this time the kiss was neither faint nor chaste.

****

It’s not that I have what you would call sexual hang-ups or anything, but I had no experience with another woman, only failed relationships with guys.  But when Andi’s mouth pressed against mine with a new kind of urgency, I was nervous to respond.  I didn’t know what to do or expect.

Her tongue teased at the crease of my closed lips, and I felt my body stiffen.  Her warm hands gripped mine, and it was surprisingly soothing.  She released my hands and swiftly lifted me so that I was sitting on the edge of my desk.  My legs naturally parted around her slender hips, and she seized the opportunity to wrap her arms around my waist.

I gasped as I felt her body against mine and when my lips parted, her tongue snuck in.  She tasted of sweetened coffee and spearmint, and her tongue felt good as it danced with mine.  My hands were still gripping the desk firmly as she held me tightly against her body.  I was not participating yet, but I was not pulling away.

Andi broke the kiss with a huff, “Are you really that uninterested?”

“I-It’s not that, I-I just…” my voice waivered as it trailed off.

“Have you ever been with a woman?” she asked softly.

I shook my head as my cheeks turned pink.

Her face softened into a smile, “Well the first step is to release the desk from its death grip.”

I looked down at my hands and giggled as my fingers slowly pried themselves off.  She carefully took my hands and placed them on her own waist.  Her body was muscled but still soft, very different from touching a man.  And my cheeks flushed again when I realized I liked how she felt.  Andi was studying my face and chuckled when she saw my discovery.

“See? Not so bad, right?”

I shook my head and slowly slid my hands around her waist until they met in the back.  Her tummy was pressed against the center of my body, and I fought the urge to squirm.  I wanted to touch more of her, but I was worried she would misread my wriggling.  Instead, I turned my face back up to hers and pulled her closer.

Andi leaned in and kissed me again, with the same urgency as the second one.  This time, I was better prepared for it, and succumbed to the fact that I liked it.

Her lips were soft despite the need I sensed yet her tongue demanded entrance again.  I yielded, letting hers dance against the smooth surface of my teeth and the twisting motions of my own tongue.

I was so focused on her mouth that I did not notice her hands moving down until they had snuck inside the hem of my loose tee shirt.  Her fingertips tickled my tummy, and I giggled against her mouth.

“Ticklish?” she whispered against my neck.

I nodded, and she wriggled her fingers against my tummy again, eliciting more giggles from me.

“What about now?”

Her teeth nipped the side of my throat as her fingernails lightly ran down my lower back, dipping just inside the waistband of my baggy jeans.  I shook my head no, feeling strangely turned on by her touch.  I was worried about liking it too much as my mind began to wonder about what else she had in mind.

Her mouth trailed from my throat to my neck and then my ear.  She kissed and sucked and nibbled and licked at the sensitive area just behind my ear until I was squirming for real.  The harder she pressed her tongue against my skin, the more I wanted.  Suddenly, in one of those flashbulb moments, I realized what she was previewing.  Instead of shrinking away from the thought, my body reacted to the idea by surging damp heat towards my pussy.  In my surprise and desire for her, I dug my nails into her back.  She sunk her teeth into the top of my shoulder roughly and I felt another surge of wet heat.

“Andi,” I whispered softly, letting my hands slide up her back to hold her tightly against myself.

“Jenny,” she replied, “are you sure about this?”

I nodded, “More.  Please.”

I arched into her as she raked her nails up my back and took my tee shirt with them.  She tossed the shirt to the floor and exhaled appreciatively when my full D-cups bounced into her view.

“Good God, where have you been hiding these?” she grinned hungrily.

I giggled and shrugged, “Under here I guess.”

She buried her face between them, letting my warm, soft flesh surround her.  Her adept fingers made quick work of my bra clasp, and I felt it release as my tits fell out of their bonds.  I looked down at the top of her head and was surprised to see that my nipples were taut pink rosebuds.  They usually weren’t responsive but without even touching them, she had made them ache for attention.

Her mouth closed around one while her fingertips grasped the other, and I moaned against her silky hair.  Her tongue flickered quickly over the tiny peak and again I flashed to what else she was implying.  I pulled her head against me as she pinched the other tightly.  I had never really been big on receiving oral, but suddenly my head was filled with thoughts of what she would do to the rest of my body if just my nipples strained for her touch.

With both hands still teasing and tormenting my aching nipples, she slowly kissed her way down my tummy.  I lay back as she moved until I was lying flat against the desk and her tongue was teasing just inside my waistband.

She finally released my tits but paused with her hands on the button of my jeans.

“Jenny?  Tell me no now if you want, but I beg you not to stop me if you let me continue.”

I ran my hand through her feathery brown hair, “Kiss me first.”

She obliged quickly, nearly lying on top of me as her mouth assaulted mine, teeth nipping and tongue making promises I only prayed she could keep.  When she pulled away, I realized that her hands had been busy too, and my jeans lay open between us.  She grinned when she saw the tiny peek of white lace.

Her mouth made a slow, tortuous journey down my neck, through the valley of my tits and down past my belly button to stop just at the top of the triangle of my G-string.  She swiped the tip of her tongue under the lace, eliciting a pained groan as she teased me.

I’m not sure what happened but something sparked in her, and she became urgently needy.  She tugged my jeans off and to the floor until I was wearing nothing but my tiny white lace G-string.

“God, you’re gorgeous,” she breathed, running her hands over my tits, down my smooth flat tummy, and over the swell of my hips.

She exhaled warmly at the damp spot on my panties, and I felt the flush of embarrassment that my arousal had been discovered.  My embarrassment dissolved into desire as she kissed her way up my inner thigh, slowly inching towards my anxious pussy.  She blew cool air against the wet spot and then slowly made her way down the other thigh.  By this time I was squirming and silently pleading with her and it was not from nervousness.  She kissed her way back up the delicate skin of my inner thigh and paused right above the core of my need.

“Tell me what you want,” she whispered softly.

“Oh, oh, please,” I urged her.

“Tell me,” she instructed again, kissing the tiny scrap of lace that separated her mouth from my pussy.

“There, oh, there, oh please,” I begged again.

She rubbed against me with her mouth, the lacy barrier driving me insane.  I wasn’t even aware that my hands were moving until I felt her hair twisted in my fingers.  She looked up from between my thighs with a delicious grin on her face.  She yanked my panties down so fast, it left a burning sensation on my skin.

When I felt her breath moving across my smooth wet flesh, I gasped and writhed on my desk.  And just to torment me further, she pressed my legs further apart and ran her tongue up and down my inner thighs.  Up and down, back and forth, each time inching closer to where I yearned to feel her.

“Ohhh,” I finally exhaled, longing to pull her against me.

She pressed her lips lightly against the closed lips of my pussy, kissing delicately around the sensitive flesh.  I felt her fingers firm against me as she held open my slippery folds and when her tongue finally found the aching source of my need, I bucked so hard I worried that I kicked her.

She swiped the tip of her tongue once across my stiff little clit and then slid down to bury it inside me.

“Oh God,” I moaned loudly, “please…”

When she returned to my clit, she was done with teasing my poor denied pussy.  She drew fast tight little circles over the swollen nub, urging me closer and closer to the edge.  As my body trembled with need, she caught my clit between her lips and flicked her stiffened tongue over the taut surface until I burst.  The sensations were almost overwhelming.  I wanted to push her away and pull her in at the same time.  I arched my back and buried my nails into her scalp, holding her against my pussy until the last shudder was wrenched from my body.

I finally fell back against the desk, panting for breath.  I had never cum from oral before, and I could hardly believe the intensity.  Thinking she would move up to hold me until the aftershocks wore off, I reached for her but instead she dodged my hands and returned her tongue to my overly sensitive flesh.

The quick little flicks were so intense, I tried to squirm away, but she held me fast in place, digging her fingers into my hips.  Just when it got to be right on the edge of painful, I was shocked when I fell into the abyss again.  I came even harder the second time, writhing and squirming on the desk and calling her name into the warm air around us.

When I faded back into reality, I realized that she was lying stretched out next to me on the desk, her fingers lightly stroking my skin.

“Holy hell,” I breathe softly.

She chuckles in response, “I knew you had another one in you.  I suspect there are even more looking for an escape.”

Her fingers dip down between my thighs, and I squirm at the thought of yet another one.

“But what about you?” I asked hesitantly.

“Don’t you worry about me,” she replied calmly.

“How do I please you?” I wanted to return the gift.

Andi propped herself up on her elbow and studied my face, “Pleasing you pleases me.”

“Andi, I want to return it, I want to.”

She slowly unfastens the button of her jeans and slides the zipper down.  I can see the waistband of her cotton panties hugging her chiseled stomach.  She took my hand gently and held it against her lower tummy.

Her skin was warm under my fingers, and I run them back and forth to feel the cuts of her abs.  Her stomach quivered under my touch, and I was emboldened to slide my hand inside the cotton briefs.

The heat radiated out from her pussy, and I could feel her smooth skin getting wetter as I inched southward.  I had no idea how to touch another woman, but I knew how to touch myself so I started with that thought.

She was shaven smooth like me, and so slippery under my fingertips.  Her breath caught in her throat as my fingers grazed underneath, along the outside of her pussy.

“You really don’t have to,” she whispered, her voice shaky with need.

“I want to, Andi,” I replied softly.

And I really did; I wanted to see the look on her face when I touched her.  I knew how she had made me feel, and I wanted to make her feel the same.

Her pussy was tightly closed, but as I ran my fingers up and down through the wetness, they grew puffy and opened to my touch.  When I slid one finger inside and found her swollen little nub, she gasped.  With every slow stroke against her, I could feel Andi’s pulse and breath quicken.

“Like that?” I whispered in her ear.

She shuddered as my breath tickled her skin, and I ran the tip of my tongue up the side of her neck as my finger dragged slowly across her clit.

“Oh God,” she moaned, clutching at my naked hip with her fingers.

She rolled onto her back on the desk, pulling me with her until I was lying on top of her with my hand still buried in her underwear.  Through her snug white tank top, I could see the impressions of her stiff nipples.  My fingertip settled on her throbbing clit as my teeth gently closed around one nipple.  As I rubbed tight fast circles, just like I like, I flicked my tongue hard against her tight nipple.

Her hands dug into my hips as she thrust up against me, and I felt her whole body quake when she came for me.  From my own experience masturbating, I eased off her clit slowly until I was fully stopped and out.  After I withdrew my hand, I stared her straight in the eyes and slowly ran my tongue over the fingers that held her taste.

She groaned low and deep in her chest as I sighed from the sweet taste of her pussy.  I nuzzled against her neck as she enveloped me in her long arms.

****

As it turned out, Andi was just a temporary employee at the warehouse for that week only.  But when I found out this potentially terrible news, I was actually quite excited.  After that Friday night in my office, I knew that I could not work around her and maintain my composure.  Instead, she found another more permanent position, and I discovered all kinds of new positions as her girlfriend.

I’m not saying I would never date a man again, but for now, I am quite content and quite satisfied as Andi’s girlfriend.  I was much less nervous the second time she took me to that bar.

And when I finally did learn how to please her with my tongue, I discovered that she had been right.  My body wanted something that my mind just didn’t know about.


19. Keeping Me Chaste: Lesbian Experience with My New Roommate by Sofia Miller

It’s difficult to be in college when you’re trying to save yourself for marriage.  It seemed everywhere I turned, people were giving in to temptation.  For years I’d endured roommates that were promiscuous, their animalistic noises keeping me up at night and distracting me from my school work.  But I was a good girl, and I was determined not to consummate my relationship with Gavin until after graduation when we would be married. That’s why I was so excited to move in with Elise, who was every bit as celibate as I was--though I was confused how she was able to withstand temptation.  She was easily the most beautiful girl I’d ever seen, and surely could have any man she wanted.  But she showed me a few tricks for keeping herself sane while she waited for Mr.  Right.  In fact, she showed me you don’t need a man at all to satisfy your desires!

I stayed in the dorms my first three years of college.  Unfortunately, the dorms were full of nonstop parties, late nights, and roommates who were constantly bringing boys home.  I couldn’t wait to get my first apartment, which I found online.  In fact, my last year in the dorms had been so bad, I took the first thing I could find, sight unseen.  It was a two bedroom near campus with a girl named Elise.  Her ad had read:

Homebody looking for same.  I like to cook and work on my box garden (there’s no outdoor space, but you do what you can!).  If you have a boyfriend, that’s fine, but I prefer that he not stay here--I’m a college student and do my studying at night.  If you are clean, quiet and responsible, this is the place for you!  Girls only, please. No pets (Landlord’s choice, not mine).

She sounded perfect and the price was right, so I jumped on it.  We talked on the phone for about half an hour, speaking easily like old friends, before I told her I would take it.  I wasn’t usually so impulsive, but the deadline was coming up to apply for student housing, and the idea of another year with nonstop orgies, parties, drugs and nonsense invading my living space was too much for me.  I was determined to graduate on time in the fall.  Then Gavin and I were going to get married in the summer and finally (finally!) I would get to make love for the first time.  But I had been clear with him:  I wouldn’t marry him until I had my degree.  It may have seemed old fashioned to wait for marriage, but I never cared much about being cool.  I was a good church going girl and I had standards I wouldn’t compromise.  “Don’t cast your pearls before swine,” my mother always said.  “Men will say or do anything to get in your pants.  Make sure he’s committed before you give yourself to him.”  Lucky for me, Gavin was willing to wait.

What my mother didn’t tell me is how hard it would be for me to wait.  I never let him get too fresh, but we did kiss a lot, and sometimes, feeling his tongue probing my mouth, his long tongue stroking my tongue firmly, I’d feel a heat begin to rise within me.  I’d feel myself begin to open up to him with longing as my head started to feel dizzy.  I’d shoo him away quickly, then spend a restless night pressing myself face down into my mattress, trying to quell the incessant tingling between my legs.  I’d wake up the next day to find my sheets kicked off, my panties damp.

The day I’d finally allow him to enter me nearly consumed my thoughts, but this was my last year of school, and I was determined to get a 4.0.  As I took my over-packed car over to what would be my very first apartment, I took solace in the fact that I wouldn’t be tormented by the sounds of loud, violent love-making coming from one dorm over.  I wouldn’t have to worry that my roommate--not knowing or not caring that I was there, trying to sleep--would climb into the bunk on top of mine with yet another new guy, saying to him, “Sssshhh--now you have to be quiet!” before the loud sucking noises and heavy breathing would start, the mattress gently creaking at first, but crescendoing to a point I worried they’d come crashing down on top of me as I lay there, bewildered, unable to do anything but pretend I couldn’t hear them, all the while that old familiar tingle building up between my legs again.  Finally, I would have peace.  If I could just get through this year, I’d be alright.

Elise answered the door in an oversized tank top that hung low and open over her ample breasts, jean cut-offs so short I could see the very tops of her thighs hugging her round hips and ass.  Her hair was thick, curly and dark, and piled loosely on top of her head as beads of sweat formed on her forehead and fell into her dark, thick brows.  She smiled broadly but exhaustedly at me.

“You’re Lauren!  I’m so glad you’re here, but I have bad news.  The central air is on the fritz.  I called the landlord, but he can’t fix it until he’s back in town next week.  It’s not usually like this, I swear!  But, come in!  Come in!”

She pulled me into the door by the arm and gave me a hug, her warm, moist arms pulling me in close like we were already close friends.  In spite of the heat, her hair smelled clean and floral.  As she pulled away, she fanned her face with her hands and walked into the living room, plopping down on an arm chair and throwing a long tan leg over the side, her legs spread wide, revealing the crest of her inner thigh as she did.  I could hardly blame her--it was like an oven.  The air hung thickly and dew had formed on the inside of the windows.

“Feel free to strip down--I know it’s unbearable in here.  This is your place, after all.  Make yourself comfortable!” she said, laying her head back, showing off her long swan neck.  She was perhaps the most stunning girl I’d ever met in real life.  Already I was a little worried that she might not live up to being the homebody she said she was.  Surely men must follow her everywhere she goes….

“We’ll start bringing in your stuff in a minute--I just can’t move right now,” she said.  “Take off that cardigan!  Feel free to lose the bra, too.  You must be burning up.  You’re built like me--I can’t stand to wear a bra in this heat.  It gets too sweaty underneath my breasts.”

She was right--my bra was drenched in sweat.  But having big breasts, I was always nervous going around without a bra--it drew too much attention.  Still, it was really hot, and this was my home now.  Something about how comfortable she was inspired me to get comfortable.  I took off my cardigan, my shoes and slid my bra off under my tee-shirt and felt instant relief.

“There you go.  Make yourself at home!  I’m so glad you’re here.  You seemed just perfect talking to you the other day.  I’ll just be relieved to have someone around whose whole life isn’t about sex.  My last roommate was a nightmare.  Oh!  I know what we need!”  She sprang up out of the chair and sprinted into the kitchen.

“I know what you mean,” I called after her.  “My last roommate, too.  She had no shame about bringing boys home.”

“I just want to be as comfortable as possible in my own home, you know?” she said, her hands cupping something I couldn’t see as she returned to the living room.  “With it being this hot, I don’t want to have to put on clothes just so some fratty douchebag I don’t know won’t stare at me.  I brought us some ice.  Put it down your shirt for instant relief,” she smiled, putting a few cubes in my hands.  It was so cold in the hot room, it burned my hands.  Holding a few cubes of her own, she slid her hand down the front of her shirt and rubbed her breasts soothingly, wet spots forming on her tank top.  “God, that’s better.”  I followed suit and while it was jarringly cold on my hot skin, it felt good in the steamy room.  She laid back on the arm chair in the same old position and rubbed the quickly melting cubes up her legs, smoothing the water in when the cube had disappeared in.

“So, where are the bedrooms?” I asked as I watched steam rise off of her legs.

“Well, this is my room, and that one’s yours,” she said, pointing beyond the wide open archway that ran halfway through the room.

“What do you mean?  The dining room?” I asked, confused.

“Well...no.  This is a railroad apartment,” she said.  “I thought I told you that?”

“No, you did…”  I didn’t realize what railroad meant.  But apparently it meant that one room ran right into another.

“There used to be some barn doors between the two rooms at one point.  But they came off the hinges a million years ago.  But don’t worry, we’ll put up a curtain or beads or something so you can have privacy.”

“Okay…” It wasn’t what I was expecting.  I was hoping to have some privacy for once.

“Are you mad?  I’m sorry, I didn’t realize I hadn’t made it clear.”

“No, of course not,” I said.  The plaintive look on her face was so innocent and pleading, I didn’t want to make her feel bad.  She was so happy I was here.  She was so hopeful and expectant as she looked at me.  I wanted to make her feel good.  What was a little privacy?  “It will be fun.  Like a nonstop sleepover.”

“I hope so,” she grinned.  “Let’s go get your stuff.”

It took us three hours to bring in and unpack my things, but finally I was home sweet home.  Unfortunately, home was like a sauna.  After Elise and I were done setting my dresser--the last big piece of furniture--in its new home, Elise pulled her top off, unveiling two perfectly round orbs with dark pink nipples like bullseyes adorning them.  “I’m gonna take a cold shower,” she said, dropping her shorts to reveal she’d been wearing no panites.  Only a tidy landing strip adorned her mound, pointing the way to two delicate lips that hid what lay between them, coyly.  I stared at her perfect body for what seemed like an eternity, but what must have only be a moment, before she sauntered off into the bathroom, her heart shaped ass swaying as she walked.  It was unbearably hot in the room, and growing hotter as I felt myself begin contracting wildly downstairs.  I flopped down on my newly made bed and pressed my legs together hard as I heard the water begin to run.  She was in there now, letting the water drip coolly down her body, those dark nipples growing hard.  There was nothing lascivious about her behavior--she was strictly innocent, stripping down in front of me out of sheer trust and comfort.  It was endearing, and without self-consciousness.

I thought about her smile and hug when greeting me.  She was so open and friendly--not like the snobbish, laughing girls from my dorm.  I wanted to hug her again.  I wanted to go into the shower, take off my clothes, and hug her tight to my body with no separation.  But as soon as the thought entered my mind, and I felt how damp and yearning it made me between my legs, I cast the thought aside.  I wanted closeness--what was wrong with that?  Probably a symptom of having denied myself my boyfriend’s body.  But still--I didn’t need to be thinking thoughts that made it harder for me to abstain.  “They only want one thing…” my mother’s voice echoed in my brain.  I loved Gavin.  I would hold out as long as I needed to if that’s what it took to keep him.  I found my backpack among my belongings, pulled out my physics text book, and tried my best to distract myself--tried my best to block out the sound of the rushing water coming from the shower and all that it implied.  I looked down and saw my own shirt was drenched with sweat, clinging to my protruding nipples.  In an impulsive moment, my hand pulled at the outstretched nub through my thin shirt and pulled hard.  A sharp, exhilarating pain went through me.

Outside, it began to rain, a low roll of thunder sounding menacingly.  Almost instantaneously, I could feel the air begin to cool.  Within minutes, my sweaty shirt felt cold against my body and I could feel my nipples stiffen.  But still, a strong heat was rising from below, as my eyes scanned formulas from my textbook, taking them in without any meaning attached.

“You’re soaked!” exclaimed Elise from behind me.  I turned and saw she was wearing a long, silk, burgundy robe that made her skin glow, goddess-like.  Her hair was wet and wavy, streaming down over her breasts and wetting her robe.  “It’s suddenly cold, huh?” she said, giving a little shiver to indicate the fact.

“Yeah, the rain came on pretty suddenly,” I agreed.

“Here, take that off and let me get you my flannel robe.  You’ll be a lot more comfortable,” she said, heading for her closet.

“No, I’m fine. That’s okay,” I deflected as she came up on me, holding the robe up.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable,” she said, turning around.  “I grew up in a house where we didn’t really care about seeing each other naked,” she explained, her back to me.  “I know some people didn’t grow up like that.  But you have nothing to be embarrassed about, you know.”

“I’m not embarrassed,” I said, defensively.  “You don’t have to turn around.”

She turned back towards me, a big smile on her face.  “Good,” she beamed.  “I just feel a lot more comfortable when everyone’s open.  I didn’t know what to do--I’d invited her to feel free to look--though I didn’t know why.  She was right:  I wasn’t accustomed to changing in front of people.  But something about her innocent smile told me it was alright, and so I lifted up my shirt timidly, and pulled it off.  My arm instinctively went to cover myself as the other unbuttoned my pants and dropped them to the ground.  I stepped out of them and reached for the robe.  She handed it to me and I slipped it on, unable to avoid letting my breasts show to her briefly in the process.

“Wait a second!” she said as I began to close the robe.  “Let me see something…”  She pulled the robe open and stared at my breasts.  I felt my face turn red under her gaze.

“What?” I said, a little sharply.

“You’re nipples are so pretty…” her hand reached out, and to my surprise, she touched my right nipple tenderly with her fingers.  “They’re so cute and light pink.  Mine are so dark and big it makes me embarrassed,” she said, opening her robe to show me.  “See?”

“I...I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I stammered.  “Yours are pretty, too.”

“I worry what a man would think of them,” she said.  “I know it’s lame, but I’m saving myself for marriage,” she said, rolling her eyes at herself.

“No--don’t be embarrassed!” I said.  “I am too.  I have a boyfriend, but we’ve never done it.  We’re waiting until I graduate to get married.”

“You’re getting married?  Oh, my God!  That’s exciting!” she said, sitting down on my bed.  “Tell me about him!”

“Oh…well, his name is Gavin,” I said.  I was blushing but I didn’t know why.

“Is he cute?”  She asked, giddily?
“Yeah, he’s really cute,” I smiled.  Nobody had ever really asked me about him, before.  At least not a girlfriend.  Talking to Elise, I realized how starved I was for girlfriends to talk to.  “He’s really tall, and he has dark hair and dimples…”

“I love dimples…” she said, laying back.  “I mean, don’t get me wrong, I’ve had opportunities to have boyfriends before, but I just know they would only take advantage, you know?”

“Totally,” I nodded.

“So he doesn’t pressure you?”

“No...I mean, he clearly wants to…”

“Well, duh!” she laughed.  “You’re so pretty!”

“I don’t know…” I said, red-faced.

“Do you find it hard to say no?”

“Well--”

“Because even when guys flirt with me, sometimes I just want to...grab them?  You know?  I know if I had a boyfriend, I wouldn’t be able to resist, so I just don’t date anybody.  I don’t want to date anyone unless I’m sure they’re the one.  So you’re sure Gavin’s the one?”

“Yeah...I think so…”

“Tell me more about him.  How far have you guys gone?”

“We’ve mostly just kissed…”

“Is he a good kisser?”

“He’s an amazing kisser,” I smiled.

“And it doesn’t make you…” she lowered her voice, “horny?”

I started giggling when she said it.  I’d never even thought of it in those terms.  I just thought of myself as uncomfortable.

“Yeah...I guess he does…”

She got up and walked over to me, then kneeled on the ground at my feet, laying her head in my lap.  “I can’t wait until I can finally be with a man…” she said, and to my bewilderment, she pulled the bottom of her robe open and lazily let her hand run between her legs, absently stroking herself.  She sighed deeply as she her head laid smiling on my lap.  “Tell me more about him,” she said.  She was a little girl wanting to be told a bedtime story.  “Does he tell you you’re beautiful?”

“Yes,” I said, my hand stroking her wet, thick hair.  “He tells me he can’t wait to…” I trailed off.  I  was embarrassed to say it.

“What?”

“He can’t wait until we’re man and wife and he can...fuck me,” I giggled.

“Is it wrong of me to ask you about it?  Sorry, I have no boundaries,” she said, though her hand was still lazily stroking between her legs.

“No...I just...I try not to think about it.  I’m trying to be good and it makes me too…”

“Here, silly,” she said, taking my hand and placing it between my legs.  “It will make you feel better.”

“No, I don’t do that…” I said, pulling it away, though looking at her face between my legs looking up at me, the burning was getting more pronounced.

“Don’t you know how?”  she said.  “I had a girl at church camp show me how.  Just watch.”

Elise laid back on the floor and spread her legs open wide, her robe falling open.  Her down there opened up to me, slick and dark and pink, a protruding little button staring up at me.  She took her middle finger and started moving it back and forth while she looked at me smiling.  “Just do this.  It feels great.”

“I couldn’t…” I said, mesmerized.  A white cream was starting to build up as her finger circled over the little nub.  Her face was getting red.

“Of course you can!”  she said.  “Let me show you.”

She sat up and pressed my knees apart with her hands.  My legs began vibrating strangely at her touch.  She pulled open my lips wide with her fingers.  “See here?” she said, eyeing me between my legs.  “This little nub right here on your pussy?”  She pressed her finger onto my own little button and a hazy, vibrant wave of pleasure emanated from the spot.  “If you just rub it like this, it makes you feel better.”  Her finger began to wag back and forth on the spot, and I opened up my leg wider.  “It feels good, doesn’t it?’

“Yes…” I said.  I had never felt anything like it.  It made me squirm, it was too intense, and yet I wanted more of it.

“Where does he kiss you?” she asked.  “Has he ever kissed your pussy?”

I started giggling uncontrollably at her words and at the way she was tickling me.  “No, he’s never kissed my...pussy…” I said.

“Show me how he kisses you,” she said, pulling her hand away from me.  “Kiss me on my pussy…” she leaned back and spread her legs for me again, her glistening pussy staring up at me, open and expectant.

“I don’t know…” I said.”

“Please?  I just want to know what it feels like.”

I bent down between her legs nervously.  “Well, he kisses really softly like this,” I said, and I bent down and gave her wet pussy a soft little kiss.  She let out a little yelp when my lips made contact.  “But sometimes he gets worked up,” I continued.  “And he’ll stick his tongue in my mouth like this…”  I god down on the ground and kissed her pussy again, letting my lips part, and letting my tongue slide into her open hole.  It was slick and vaguely salty and tasted good as I slid my tongue in and out of her, swirling it around just the way Gavin did.  She started moaning loudly and a thick fluid started building inside of her, just the way sometimes my mouth would water when I Gavin kissed me.

“Mmmm...that feels so good.  God, he’s a good kisser,” she moaned as her hands grabbed my hair and pressed my face into her harder.  “Can I french kiss your pussy?”  She pushed my head back and looked into my eyes.  “I want you to feel it.”

She pushed me back until I was leaning against the chair and spread my legs.  “What do you think your wedding night is gonna be like?” she asked, before diving down between my legs and kissing me gently on my pussy lips, the tip of her tongue licking up and down each lip teasingly before she took my hard little nub in my mouth.  It was so much sensation I let out a yelp and lifted my head to meet her.  She swirled her tongue around my nub and then flicked it quickly.  She was a much better kisser than Gavin.  “What do you want him to do to you?”

“I just want him to fuck me,” I said, lifting my hips.  And then I felt something hard starting to press into me, and I realized it was her finger.

“Like this?” she said between licks.  Her finger drove deeply inside of me, and pressed into a little spot inside that made my leg shake with desire.

“Oh, God, yes…” I said.  “Only, I want him to fill me up…”

“Do you think he has a big cock?” she asked, sliding another finger inside of me.  It hurt a little, but still my pussy clamped down on her fingers encouragingly and it felt so good I had to pull my robe open.  I was too hot to be covered in fabric.  “Do you want him to suck on your perfect titties?”

As her fingers slid in and out of me, she climbed up next to me and took my breast in her mouth.  She sucked hard on my nipple, making it stretch long and hard as she flicked it with her tongue.  “I know I just want someone to lick my titties.  That’s what I always think about.”  Taking her cue, I reached out and took her big, dark nipple between my fingers.  Her protrusion was long and rigid, and I tweaked it, rolling it between my fingers as she sucked on me.

“Your pussy is so cute!” she said.  “It’s gushing with excitement!” she giggled, as she started finger fucking me faster.  She released my breast from her mouth and dove back down between my legs.  “Even your little asshole is perfect,” she said, pulling my cheeks apart and peering into me.  “It’s so pink, just like the rest of you!”  She stuck out her tongue and teased my rim and I jumped with excitement.  “Does it feel good when I kiss your cute little asshole?”

“Mmm-hmmm…” I moaned.  I couldn’t make words anymore.  Her wet tongue was flicking my asshole lightly and quickly, and then all at once she planted her wet open lips on it, slipping her strong tongue inside.  She withdrew, giggling.

“God, it tastes good, too!”

“Can I taste yours?” I asked.

She pulled away from me and got on all fours, her ass facing me, her legs spread enough that her dark little hole was visible.  Her cheeks were big and round, begging me to squeeze them, which I did, pulling them apart with two fistfulls of her fat in my grip.  She moaned deep and low and hungered her torso down lower in response, and I dove in, kissing her asshole passionately, as she began squirming.  I liked the way her ass wiggled in my face, and I don’t know what came over me, I slapped the fat of her cheek in response.

“Mmmmm...yes!” she cried.  And I slapped her again.  She backed her ass up onto my face in response.  Her back arched deeply, beautifully and I turned her over, wanting to see her face.  It was twisted up in pleasure as she looked up at me.  My pussy was clenching so hard it was beginning to ache.  I plunged my fingers inside of me as I looked down at her, and she did the same.

“Open yourself up so I can see your cute little pussy,” she said, and I splayed myself open for her.  Her hand grabbed her gorgeous round breast meanly and she let out a plaintive moan as she watched me.  “Rub your clitty fast for me,” she commanded, and I obeyed.  She mirrored my movements, and I watched her naughty little fuckhole begin to open up wide as she played with herself.

“Your little cunny is sighing at me,” she giggled.  “You really can’t wait for him to put his dick in your little fuckhole, huh?”

“Uh-huh…” I moaned.  I had to admit, I loved hearing her talk about my pussy (God, I loved hearing her say that word!) the way she did.  That’s exactly what I wanted it to be--it was my little fuckhole.

She pulled herself up on her knees, bent down, and kissed my mound while I played with my nub.  “Does it feel good to rub yourself like that?” she asked.  “Don’t you feel better?”

“I feel...I don’t know…”  And it was true.  It felt good, yes, it felt so good--and yet I’d never felt more uncomfortable.  I needed something.  I just didn’t know what.

“You need to cum,” she said, as though reading my thoughts.  “Lay down here next to me.

We layed next to each other and she pulled me close, our breasts pressing into one another as her hand found its way between my legs.

“Now I’m gonna make you cum while you tell me everything you’ve been wanting and denying yourself.”

“Oh, God…” I moaned.  “I want...God, sometimes I just want…”  How to put it into words?  “We kiss, and I feel him growing down there…”

“Mmm-hmmm…” she encouraged, sliding her finger in knuckle deep and rubbing that wonderful little spot inside of me with a “Come here” motion.

“And I just...Oh...Oh, God, I just want to feel it inside of...inside of my little fuckhole…”  At my words she started sliding her fingers in and out of me, deep and hard.  I clutched her breast for support and delighted in how she winced.  With her other hand, she shoved two fingers in my mouth, which I instinctively began sucking on, feeling like a baby with pacifier.

“Do you want to suck on his dick?  Do you want to be a little slut?” she asked sweetly.  Yes...God yes.  I wanted to be a little slut.  I opened my eyes and looked at her sweet expression.

“Can I sit on your face please?”  I begged.  “Can you lay back, and I’ll sit on your face while you tongue fuck me?  I want...I want…” She was plunging her fingers deep inside of me now.  “Mmmm….I want to look down at your gorgeous breasts shaking while I fuck your beautiful fucking face--Goddamnit!”  There was something building inside of now, but she pulled her fingers out of me suddenly, gave my engorged clitty a smack as she giggled.

“You are a horny little slut, aren’t you?” she laughed.  “Of course, darling.  Come sit down.  She laid back and I eagerly scrambled up to  her face, a knee on either side.  My pussy was hovering over her, but before I could make contact she said.  “But you have to promise to cum in my mouth, or you won’t feel good.  Promise me you’ll let me make you feel good?”  “To answer her I let myself plop down, smothering her with my pussy, her muffled moans as she licked me sending vibrations to my very core.

“You’re so good...you’re so good,” I said, as I rocked back and forth so fast I thought my tits would smack me in my face.  Looking down at her body, I watched as her hands tugged and pulled at her nipples, stretching them impossibly long, before one hand went down to her clit which she rubbed hard and fast.  Her legs were shaking as she moaned into me.  I knew she and I were both building to something, and I was scared and excited to see what it was.

“Elise...what’s happening…” I asked stupidly as I felt my pussy contract in quick succession.  I watched her body spastically contract and something spray out of her as she began screaming into me with so much abandon I thought her teeth might cut me--but watching her gorgeous body writhe around was enough to send me into a state of insanity.  Soon I was contracting with her, and I felt a stream of something pouring out of me.  I watched it spurt and her chin get drenched as she began furiously slapping my ass, prolonging my crazed stated, her tongue filling me, thick and fat and wet as I rolled my hips around and around.  And then all at once, I was drained.  Panting and weak, I slid off of her and onto the floor.  She came up behind me and kissed my neck sweetly as she hugged me, her pelvis hugging my ass, her hands hugging my breasts.

“Do you feel better?” she asked.

“Yes,” I sighed, then broke out into laughing.

“I’ll make sure to keep you on the straight and narrow,” she said.  “I’ll help you cum any time so you don’t ever have to give in to Gavin.

As I laid there, coming back to sanity, I realized I might never want to give in to Gavin.  The only thing I wanted was to feel Elise’s body pressed against mine.


20. Sharon’s Smile: My Lesbian Office Crush by Riley Davis

She was the enemy. Terrified that she was a spy of some sort in the space of our tiny office, I was still drawn to her at first glance. Trusting her was another matter altogether. I already had one friend at work and had sadly lost another. But Sharon wanted to share secrets as soon as we were alone. I shouldn’t believe in her. She was a stranger. But one gallant gesture and my body was in her arms. Where would this lead? And what might I become in the swirl of her embrace?

“Cassie? A word if you have a sec?”

Lina entered our office at the back before the words even left Andrea’s lips. Through her glasses, I saw Lina’s blue eyes narrow and her tight lips curl into a sneer as she slowly shook her head. The ad was placed three weeks prior for someone new to join the cubby that was the agency’s so-called HR department. Round one of interviews took place off site leaving us to wonder just what kind of person was going to come into the mix to replace Margaret now that her maternity leave was well under way.

Our speculations ran wild.

Would it be a seasoned veteran who’d see our little piece of the world as slumming it and lord the fact over us at every chance? Maybe it would be a kid barely out of college that Andrea secured on the cheap which would only add to our workload. In the moments when Lina and I walked out together and lingered in between our cars, we consistently bemoaned the fact that no one was consulting us. Because who the hell were we? Just the two employees with five years of combined experience. Why should we have word one when it came to who was going to join us in the trenches?

But on this Wednesday morning, the worm turned.  A promising candidate rose to the top of the list above the unseen others, and now Andrea was giving us a chance to get a glimpse. Lina said that it was merely a formality; when Andrea made her mind up, there was little to no hope of swaying her in any other direction. Still, I gave Lina a hopeful nod and turned the corner for Andrea’s domain.

“Please close the door behind you, Cassie,” Andrea said. Like I needed to be told that. The boss lady lived for the idea that she was a queen on a swiveling throne, and this was her chamber of secrets. Obeying the order, I turned my head to see an olive-skinned woman with jet black hair sans smile. She wore a smart green suit that revealed her knees. Her legs seemed to go on for miles before ending in a pair of black pumps. How tall would she appear when I finally got the chance to see her upright?

“Take a seat, Cassie,” Andrea said as she pointed to the other chair before her desk, a red oak masterpiece that was meant to make the rest of us feel like peasants in our tiny tables courtesy of a sale at Staples. Swallowing past the lump in my throat, I settled in the less than comfortable seat. For one second I thought of crossing my leg, but for some reason, my knees kept knocking. Better to just press my legs together and fold my hands in my lap. Was I nervous to sit so close to someone looking like this?  The white shell under her emerald blazer just revealed her heart-shaped cleavage. Suddenly my sweater and formless black skirt made me feel like someone who had just wandered off the street in search of a cup of coffee. And the fact that the stranger simply would not grin was not helping matters.

“Cassie,” Andrea continued. “This is Sharon Tyler. She’s going to take over for Margaret.”

Mind made up. No surprise there. I slowly extended my arm in search of her hand, and when our fingers locked, I savored the soft feel of her flesh. The fine points of her manicured nails that just grazed my palm. It was far from a strong handshake. My father always said that a weak handshake was a sign of someone that needed a stiff drink and a reality check. Because they weren’t no special and in no way better or worse than the person being snubbed with the limp wrist. I’d always taken some comfort in that and told myself that I was the stronger person for it. But Sharon Tyler seemed strong despite the softness of her touch. Doubting every lesson that I had ever been taught, I sank deeper into my chair and focused on Andrea as her text messages demanded the woman’s total attention. At least we were on the equal ground of shared suspense. Sharon and I waited in silence until Andrea flung her phone aside and sighed so dramatically that one would have thought she had just received word of some modern version of the Black Plague working its way towards her door.

“Stephanie is in the nurse’s office,” Andrea sighed.

“Oh is she… does she still have that stomach thing?” I asked.

“So she says,” Andrea answered. “Now I’m going to have to go home and deal with it.” The woman did not move, and I cast a sideways glance in Sharon’s direction. Did her dark eyes grow a little wider at the fact that Andrea would rather be anywhere else than at her ailing daughter’s side? Just as quickly her visage returned to stone, and Andrea left her desk to pace around the room. Barely five feet tall even in her heels, I had to wonder why she had allowed Sharon to make it to the final round. Lina always said that she kept plainer, poorer women in her service so that she could feel better about herself. Not that I could blame her; the man that she had married (if he could be called that) was known to frequent Glitter off of Route 10 for a lap dance. And sometimes more. Part of me couldn’t help but feel bad for her.

“Guess I have to make this quick,” Andrea started. “Sharon is starting tomorrow. Cassie, Lina can fill you in.”

So much for her pretending that I even had a say. Just like that, my sympathies were ready to follow her out of the building with her stumpy legs and the jangle of her keys.

“Just see to it that she fills out the necessary paperwork,” Andrea called over her shoulder. “I have to deal with this now.” Andrea left without closing the door, and I stayed frozen to my chair when Sharon suddenly leaned closer. The jasmine scent of her perfume flooded my nose, and I slightly turned my head to gaze into her eyes.

“Is she always like that?” Sharon asked.

“I…” My tongue tied in my mouth. Did I dare speak the whole truth and nothing but? Maybe on paper, she was meant to be my peer. But what if she was a plant? Margaret had told me stories over drinks. Of Andrea calling her in for private conferences and hoping that she would roll on me or Lina. Not Margaret. Never Margaret. She was too loyal. And the fact that we had started within a week of one another linked our fates. Until she had to find a mate and have that baby.

Stop it! You’re happy for her! You---

“Are you even listening to me, Cassie?”

Shaken from my reverie by the sound of her voice, I watched Sharon’s scarlet lips part. Her ivory teeth were as the perfect as the rest of her, and I began to relax when her fingers firmly wrapped around my arm.

Nothing weak about her touch now.

“Yes,” I whispered. “I can hear you.”

“Good,” Sharon said. “Because I don’t trust her…” Now her voice trailed off, and I watched her without blinking as she finally assumed her full height. I had no idea how she balanced her lean body on the heels, and when she closed the door, I sat transfixed as she stretched against the length of the wood just above the brass handle and played with a single strand of her ebony hair.

“Andrea is an odd one,” I admitted. “But I can give you some pointers.”

“A spoiled brat who can’t face reality and tries to avoid it at all costs. Ten bucks, she calls someone to pick her daughter up from school so she can lose herself in a bottle of red wine.”

How had she sized Andrea up so quickly? Stunned, I struggled to my feet and stretched towards her eyes when she reached for my chin. Her glossy nails grazed my cheek, and I couldn’t keep from trembling when she leaned closer to my ear.

“It’s the other one that I’m worried about,” she whispered.

“Who?” I asked.

“Lina. I think that she wants to divide and conquer. Andrea says that you were close with my predecessor.”

“I… sure,” I sputtered. “Margaret was… she is my friend.”

“But she’s not here anymore,” Sharon remarked. “And Lina said that I needed to keep an eye on you if I was going to get ahead.”

No. That didn’t make sense. Lina was like our mother hen. She kept the bowls on her desk brimming with chocolates and covered whenever either Margaret or I were running late.

“If there’s a snake in the grass, I think I’m looking right at it,” I said. “Now will you let me by.”

It wasn’t a question, and I was trapped in Sharon’s hold until she finally stepped to the side and turned the brass handle.

“Isn’t there the matter of my paperwork?” she challenged when I was almost out of Andrea’s office. Resigned to having to work with her and deciding on the spot that I would loathe every moment of it, I reluctantly copied her two forms of ID and pushed an I-9 and then a W-4 under her hands. Sharon took her time with the signature, and all the info meant to rest above it. When she was done, I told her that I would hold the copies until she came back.

“So I can show you how we make our files,” I said. Lina laughed lightly from her desk, but I knew she had my back when Sharon stood again and smoothed her hands down her skirt.

“I’ll see you tomorrow then,” Sharon said. “Maybe I can show you a few things, too.” She was barely gone when I gripped Lina’s arm.

“You will not believe what she---!”

“Don’t pay her any mind,” Lina said. “We have to stick together.”

And we did just that when I grudgingly showed Sharon how to put a file together and trained her on the in-house software. Every time she asked a question, my mind searched for the hidden meanings behind her words, and Lina and I were careful to keep quiet until she stepped out.

“She’s up to something,” I said.

“Probably,” Lina mused. “Do you have the Rutherford file?”

Handing it over, I moved towards the window and watched Sharon pace below. She made a call, and I wondered if she was reporting to Andrea and started to say as much when Lina laughed and started to leave her desk.

“Problem?” I asked.

“With the socials,” Lina said. “I knew there was a reason that the salesmen were a little hotter under the collar than usual.”

Andrea brushed past our door, and I could hardly believe Lina’s words when she moved into her office. And shut the door. A point of fact the Rutherford files were Margaret’s terrain. So maybe we took on a little more of her workload as the baby grew bigger in her belly. But then the baby came earlier than expected and Lina was supposed to…

“Where’s your better half?” Sharon asked as soon as she returned.

“I… I’m  not sure that---”

“Cassie!”

The bellow from behind the wall sent me on what felt like a death march, and I entered Andrea’s office to find Lina’s hands pressed to her ample hips as Andrea flicked through the pages.

“Did you okay this?” Andrea demanded.

“I... well…”

It would have been easy to throw Margaret to the wolves since she wasn’t nearby to defend herself. But I swallowed hard and failed to move as Lina seemed to let the mask fall and swayed where she stood.

“Looks like Margaret really was helping to carry the load,” Lina remarked. “It’s a good thing that you have someone else in the mix to get us back on the right track.”

I couldn’t breathe as my friend’s words sank in, and my hands grew clammy at my sides as Andrea moved to what there was in the way of her so-called height and poked one finger into my chest.

“I always thought that you girls spent too much time laughing,” Andrea fumed. “Mark my words that you will be put on notice for---”

“Andrea?”

Turning my head with a gasp, I saw Sharon in her long blue skirt and sheer gray top leaning into the doorframe.

“From what I’ve learned in one short morning, this was Lina’s file,” Sharon started. “Maybe it was too much for her to handle when you were suddenly a woman down.”

Lina fumed and started forward when Andrea waved one hand in the air and finally made like a boss.

“This does look like your handwriting, Lina,” she remarked. “Care to explain that?”

“I…” Lina turned red and shuffled in her slacks until Andrea slammed her palms down on the desk and gritted her teeth.

“I just want one thing in my life to work!” she wailed. “Now fix this! I… I have to look in on Stephanie.”

As Andrea abandoned her office again, I moved closer to Sharon’s side and glared at Lina as she fluttered her eyelashes.

“Just trying to keep you girls on your toes,” Lina said with a hoarse laugh. “You won’t hold that against me will you?”

I wanted to ram her like a mad bull and ask after what other lies she had told when Sharon took my hand firmly in hers.

“Of course not,” Sharon said. “But you’ll play nice, or you’ll have to deal with both of us.”

Lina shrank and hurried out until there was only me and Sharon in the office once again. I couldn’t meet her eyes when she winded one arm around my waist and found my ear.

“Stay late,” she said. “I want to talk to you.”

Failing to even eat my salad as the lunch hour came and went, I watched Lina sweat and seethe until she retired at the end of the day. Hurrying towards the largest window, I watched her car pull away from the lot and pressed my brow to the glass of the quiet office.

“Cassie?”

The feel of Sharon’s hand hit the small of my back, and I eased into her fingers and sighed as her nails pushed into my sweater. My spine tingled, and her light whistle hit my ears as her free hand found my hair. My bun, such as it was, fell into her hand, and Sharon pushed my hair aside so she could press her lips to my neck.

“I’m sorry if it was a shock,” she started. “But I couldn’t let her sell you out when you did nothing wrong.” Her lips nipped my neck, and I wanted to escape into her embrace when I whipped around and found her dark eyes.

“You could have told me before my head was on the chopping block,” I challenged.

“I tried to,” Sharon reminded me. “You weren’t having it.”

Bowing my head as I realized that she was right, I blinked back a few tears and wanted nothing more than to make my way home and crawl into my bed. Managing a few steps, I felt Sharon turning me back towards her breasts.

“I…”

I wanted to tear off her top and dive into her folds. But maybe she was still having me on. Lifting my head with a shudder, I started to calculate the distance between her body and my purse. Managing a few steps, I nearly tripped when Sharon was right there with her long arms and her soft voice.

“Careful or you’ll fall,” she cooed. Turning around in the soft space of her embrace, I felt her warm breath of my cheeks and searched for her lips when I suddenly dialed back and just lay my head on her arm.

“I… I’m not usually like this,” I told her. Maybe I could be if she kept stroking my back and rubbing perfect circles past my sweater. This one was green, and I started to pull the wool over my head when Sharon captured my hands and kissed my fingers.

“Take a chance,” she said. Sharon followed her words by nipping my gnarled nails. Did I nod? I must have made some kind of move. Before I knew what was happening, I was in Andrea’s office.

“We… we shouldn’t be…”

“I think that you’ve earned this.”

Sharon pushed the papers aside and pressed me deeper into the red oak. My sweater was gone. Mt skirt was quick to follow. She crawled down my limbs without so much as a shred of nylon, and I groaned at the feel of her lips pushing into my knee. Her kiss was soft, but her smile returned to bite into my flesh. I blanched and almost kicked her away.

“Shhh, Cassie.”

The sound of her voice soothed me, and I let her tongue lick up my thighs until she was at my cunt. My panties were soaked under the wind of her breath, but my hands were of no use as she worked her fingers under the band.

“Here. I’ll help you along.” Sharon kissed the edges of my sad silk. I suddenly wanted it to be lace of something even better when she laid my body bare and stretched up to gaze down at me.

“The nicest thing that I’ve ever seen on this desk,” she muttered. “Did Andrea ever ask you to close the door for other reasons?” she asked. I could hardly stifle a laugh and tried to speak when Sharon captured my lips and kissed me hard. Suckling her tongue, I felt my hips straining away from the red oak. Sharon nearly met my mouth when she suddenly backed away and stood tall against the closed door.

“What about Lina?” I asked.

“I don’t think she’ll cause us anymore trouble,” Sharon assured me. “Look at me.” She didn’t need to say that a second time, and I pressed my body up on my elbows. Kicking off her heels but still standing tall, Sharon flung her top over her head. The hint of her cleavage was nothing compared to the complete sight of her breasts. Of course, she would be wearing lace, and I longed to touch her nipples through the black mesh when she shimmied out of her skirt.

“Oh my God,” I murmured. She was naked from the waist down, her cunt perfectly trimmed as she inched back to the desk. My fingers trembled as I tried to touch her, but Sharon held my wrists over my head with one hand as she straddled my quaking body atop the desk.

“I go first,” she said. My panties became a memory, and my hips buckled when she had me exposed. Her free hand caressed my damp folds, and she leaned into my neck with a gentle kiss that made me moan. Wrapping one ankle around her leg, I felt her breath buzzing inside me and felt as if I would cum under the force of her whispers and nothing else.

“Not so fast, Cassie,” Sharon warned. The heat of her moan was swiftly replaced by her finger. Pushing into my pussy, Sharon spread my folds and traced random circles into my cunt. She kept nearing the point where my pleasure would burst before curving left. Then right and back again. Wondering how long she could keep this up, I could no longer suppress a groan and kicked at her heel.

“You like it rough?” Sharon asked. “That’s a surprise.”

“So… so is this,” I said. “Please, Sharon, I---”

“Like this?” she challenged cutting me off. She suddenly released my wrists and flipped me to my stomach. Gasping as I gripped the edge of the desk, I felt her lips poised at the rim of my ass. Her tongue darted in and out, and I was ready to giggle if this was her idea of rough when Sharon eased what felt like her entire hand in my ass. Twisting around the delicious pain, I scratched the surface of the desk with my nails and whimpered against the feel of her slender wrist moving deeper.

“No!” I finally cried out. “I want to touch you.” Sharon relented, and I hardly had the chance to catch my ragged breath when she turned me to my back and peered down at me with those impossibly dark eyes.

“Do you think you’ll know what I like?” she challenged. Her limber body hovered over mine, and she bathed my sides with kisses, her caresses a sharp contrast to the thrust of her fist. Was she writing her code into my skin? Taking a chance on the signal, I arched up in search of her lips. Kissing her like my life would come to a stop without her air drifting into my lungs, I dared to bring one arm around her neck. My hand slowly trailed down her back and fondled the curve of her ass.

“Are you going to give me a taste of my own medicine?” Sharon teased.

“I… I could,” I told her. “But I think… I know I need you here.” Slipping between her thighs, I found her cunt as wet and wanting as mine. No time to paint pictures on her pussy, I slid inside her and let my fingers rest against her damp walls for only a split second. The feel of her body buzzing sent my lips to her hair, and I kissed the shimmering black strands as she started to move in time to my touch.

“Have you done this before?” Sharon asked.

“Not with another girl,” I confessed. The sound of her laugher made me want to take the words back, but she soothed me with another kiss and dragged her lips to my ear.

“Then how are you so… fuck, Cassie.” My soul floated at the feel of her lust starting to drip down my fingers, and I flashed to too many nights in my lonely bed. Wanting to touch someone like this and see her smile.

“I… I practiced by pretending that I was touching you.”

Hating the way that came out, I tried to bite the words back when her kiss met my mouth. Drifting into the warmth of her tender pecks, I closed my eyes and let my world go dark with nothing but the feel of her body reminding me that this wasn’t a dream.

“Should I be flattered?” Sharon asked. Did I nod my head? I couldn’t be sure and gasped as she twisted her head to lick the nape of my neck.

“Can I show you something besides the rough stuff?” she asked.

“Only if… please don’t leave me wanting more,” I begged.

“So bold,” Sharon crooned. “But you’ve been such a good girl. Here.” Her hand returned to my pussy. For an awful second, I feared that she was going to swirl her fingers and keep me in suspense. But Sharon mirrored my moves and pumped with a gentle lunge. My body quaked, and Andrea’s desk seemed sure to shatter as I kept up with her pace. Tiny beads of sweat dotted her forehead, and her perfect nails punctured my pussy as I could no longer hold out.

“Like that,” I whined. “Right there.” The rush hit me like a warm wave, and I started to melt into red oak when she pushed my body deeper into her finger.

“You can return the favor,” Sharon said in a soft voice. But my hand, like the rest of my body, was shaking far too much. Abandoning her cunt as I took her into my arms, my hungry kiss trailed down her torso. In one rash movement,  I buried my head between her things and felt my mouth water. Her lust was near enough to lap up, but I kissed her instead. My lips pursed against her pussy, and I inhaled her scent of jasmine, fainter now that it was so late in the day, but no less intoxicating as I glanced up to see her dark eyes narrowed. Sharon ran her fingers through my hair and nodded for me to finish.

“But I… I don’t want to this end,” I admitted.

“Who says it will?” she soothed. “It’s just the start. Why would you think I was going anywhere?”

“Because… because no one stays here forever,” I said.

“No one until me.”

Believing her words and the blaze in her eyes as her gaze grew wider, I drifted back into her folds and let my tongue consume her cunt. Forget the need for her air in my lungs; I craved her desire dotting my teeth and drizzling down my throat. Gripping her hips as I explored her body and heard her gasp at the moment of release, I hid in the smooth warmth of her hips. For the longest time, there was nothing but the tremor of her flesh against my cheeks. Slowly, she pulled at my fallen hair and brought my face to hers.

“We do have one problem, though,” she said. “You get that right?” Not wanting to hear whatever she might say next, I tried to rest my head on the pillow that was her breasts. Sharon let me linger there for a short second before returning my eyes to the space of her stare.

“What?” I finally asked.

“It’s just… how the hell are we going to keep a straight face the next time Andrea has us behind closed doors?” Blinking until I caught the meaning of her joke, I finally laughed and folded her into my embrace, my kiss soft on her cheek as she helped me to sit up.

“It won’t be easy,” I admitted. “Will take every ounce of my strength to not rip your clothes off with my teeth.”

“Save it for next time,” Sharon cooed.

She dressed me slowly and stepped back into her clothes. Even though my legs wobbled, I felt ready to brave the night under her arm, and once we were outside, Sharon nodded towards my car.

“You drive,” she said.

“You’re just going to leave your car here?” I asked.

“We’ll call it a carpool for the likes of Lina,” she continued. “Let’s say you take me to your place and make us some dinner.” Frowning as my brow crinkled, I started to buckle up as she sat at my side.

“Wait,” Sharon cautioned.

“What?” I asked. Her head fell onto my lap, and she lifted up my skirt. As she pushed into my panties, I started to sigh.

“How about you let me return the favor first?” Her smile surrounded my cunt, and I leaned back in the seat. Stroking her hair, I couldn’t wait to see where the night might lead. The next day would prove a struggle to keep my hands to myself….

…but I believed her when she said that she wasn’t going anywhere.


21. Leah's Lesbian Friend: First Time Lesbian Sex with my Friend by Ellie North

I never thought of myself as a Lesbian. Not in the least. It was something that I never really thought about if you want to be honest, but I was becoming more aware of the things going on around me. I was becoming more aware of the women around me. My best friend Clarissa is definitely a Lesbian. She is very adamant about it and lets everyone around her know about it as well, sometimes a little too much if you know what I mean. Well now is my chance. To see if it is something that I am into or just a little curious about.

Clarissa squealed at me. Actually squealed when she held up the two tickets in her hand. I knew there was no way I was getting out of this. It was another of her gay clubs she was going to drag me to. Not that I minded. We normally had a great time. There were only a few times that things got way out of control. Last time it had been a drag bar that was three hours away.

I was happy to say that we would be only driving a couple hours for this one and that we would be getting a room, compliments of the out bonuses. Clarissa and I had moved to the big city together three years ago. We were rewarded with jobs at the local diner and soon found a little two-bedroom apartment that wasn’t over the top and that we could afford. Of course, it was a thirty-minute drive into town to go to work, but the places close enough to work were double in price as well. It just wasn’t worth it. We had decided we would wake up a half an hour earlier and enjoy a two-bedroom spacious place instead of us both being cramped into an efficiency by the diner.

I looked at her again. “We can’t just sit this one out can we?”

She gave me a look that clearly stated that she thought I was crazy before adding to it. “Um, No. Come on Leah. We are young and carefree. We have the next two days off and our bonus checks in our pockets. Let’s go have fun. That is what we are supposed to be doing at this age anyway.’

“I knew there was no use in even asking you, but you can’t fault me for asking. So what are we wearing to this thing?”

“I don’t know but you my friend need to make up your mind.”

I gave her a look that told her I clearly didn’t know what in the world she was talking about. “Make up my mind about what?”

“About which way you swing. You need to find someone that will help you to decide.”

“I know. I just don’t really trust anyone you know?”

“And do you trust me then?”

“Well, of course, I trust you silly.” We have known each other since we were five when Josh O’Brien popped the head off my Barbie. Clarissa had come to my aid then and gave him a black eye. We had each other’s back from that day and have been best friends ever since. We were practically inseparable and liked all the same things. Until the day she had told everyone she was a lesbian. She was aware of it and proud. She shouted it to the world. Now here I was scared to even find out what I felt. That was how it had been our whole life. She had been the first to do everything. Kiss a boy, sleep with a boy, kiss a girl, skip school and so on. She was the role model that parents didn’t want you to have. Reckless and carefree but she was also loyal and kind and had one of the biggest hearts I had ever seen. She was one of a kind and unique.

“Come here.”

“Why?” I was instantly alarmed at the way she was looking at me. “Because I have wanted to kiss you for years and I have my opportunity so I am not letting it pass me by. Come on.”

I had never thought of Clarissa that way, but I didn’t really know why not. She was hot. At 5’6” she was a perfect size, unlike my 5’2” frame. She was curvy in all the right places and had huge tits that I was now looking at and fantasizing over. We had seen each other naked before, in bikinis and less. Why was it that moment that I realized just how hot my best friend was?

“Come on sexy. Pucker up.” Her hand wrapped around my arm and pulled me to her. I felt her lips on mine softly at first and then more persistent. “Open your mouth sweetness. I want to kiss you like we both want.” Her tongue slipped into my mouth, and I moaned. “Touch me Leah. You know you want to.”

She took my hand then and placed it over her large tit. I felt the nipple harden through her tank top.

“Do you really want to know what it’s like to fuck a girl Leah?”

“Yes.”

She stepped back and looked at me. “Take off your clothes and get on your bed and I will fuck you like you never thought could happen. Go and I will be there in a minute.” The grin she gave me was wicked, and I knew that she was going to do just as she told me she was.

Her eyes were dark and smoldering as she began walking towards her room. I went to my room then and began removing my clothes until I was completely naked. I turned when I heard her behind me. She didn’t say anything as she looked over my body. In her hand was a small bag that she laid on the nightstand and then she came to me. Leaning over she took my nipple into her mouth and sucked at it.

“I want you to do everything that I do to you back to me. Go on suck on my nipples sweetness.” Her hand curled into my hair, and she brought my mouth to her hardened nipple. I wanted more though as my hand came up to massage her tit and my mouth sucked at her nipple causing her to moan. “I am going to get you to eventually suck my pussy like that honey.” I felt a shiver run through me at the thought. I wanted it. “You want it don’t you. Get on your back. I want to lick your pussy first and then use my toy on you before I let you make me come.”

She put her hand on my shoulder, and I gently fell back to the bed as she came over me. Her lips captured mine again, and I kissed her back harder this time. We both moaned as my hands grabbed her ass and massaged it. I didn’t really know what I was doing. I was just doing the things that I had always liked. It must have been working because she was moaning and her lips dropped to my neck sucking, licking and biting gently.

“Is your pussy wet for me yet? I think it is.” Her hand slid down my body then to cup my pussy and slip a finger lightly over my clit. She didn’t put any pressure on the caress; it was just light and airy as it went over it. “Just as I thought. Wet and hot.”

I moaned again as her lips capture my nipple. She didn’t stop there however as she continued to kiss down my body. Slowly, taking her time to lick and kiss every dip and curve of my body. I felt the ton of emotions running through my body and gasped for breath as she continued downward. She came to the top of my pussy, and I felt her fingers open me wide for the flat of her tongue. It was wide and wet my pussy lips before wetting my clit and the labia. It felt like even as she continued to lick my pussy over and over before she began to move her tongue in and out of the entrance at my core. The wet and heat that came from her mouth caused me to shudder with need over and over. I needed more. I wanted more.

She acted as if she didn’t have a care in the world as she continued to lick me as if she were eating ice cream. I moaned with the pressure of her tongue against my clit. It caused sparks of desire to shoot through my body. I screamed her name when she sucked my clit into her mouth and then I felt her hand there slipping into my body and moving it back and forth inside me. I was building to the point of no return, and I knew my orgasm was near.

“Oh god. Please don’t stop. Don’t stop.”

“I’m not dear. I just want to fuck you with my toy now.”

I watched in disappointment as she stood then and went to the bag she sat on the table. She pulled what looked like a double dildo from the bag. It was blue and huge with two ends. I watched wide eyed as she connected it to a strap somehow. She came beside me on the bed and laid down.

“I am going to slip this side of my toy into my pussy and strap it on then I will fuck you with the other end. As I push it inside you, then it slips from my pussy. Then we will both get fucked nice and good, but first I want you to do to me what I did to you. I want you to lick my pussy and suck my tits until I am ready like you are.”

I sat up then with a smile. Leaning over her I kissed her softly before letting my hand capture her tit. It was large, and I loved the feel of it in my hand. It was like I was holding a weight. My mouth leaned down to capture a nipple and suck it hard. I wanted to suddenly hear her yell with need. I wanted to fuck her and hear her tell me how good it was. I gently bit her nipple.

“That’s it, now eat my pussy.” My hand slipped down to her thighs as I pushed her legs apart. I pushed them wide as my head came to rest in front of her dripping pussy. She was already horny; I could see the juices glistening on her skin. I leaned over and licked her pussy slowly, hearing her gasp of delight from above my head. Taking my fingers, I spread her wide as I continued to lick her over and over, tasting her pleasure as she writhed on the bed above me. I then stuck my tongue inside her as far as I could and began to move it inside her over and over. My front teeth scraped her clit where I held her lips open gently. She was going to orgasm if I kept it up but I didn’t care. I replaced my tongue with my fingers, slipping into her wet channel and thrusting my fingers hard in and out of her body.

“Stop. The toy. The toy. I want to fuck you with the toy.”

I brought her hand down to my pussy then and showed her I was ready. She grinned up at me then.

“Get on your back minx.”

I did as she said with a smile. I watched then as she sat up on her knees and slipped the dildo inside her, moaning as she did so and then connected it to the strap on her waste. She pushed my knees up, spreading me wide so that she could see where she would push the dildo into my pussy. At the first probe of the large piece of rubber, I gasped as it stretched me. It was as huge as I thought it was. It took her a moment to work it inside my body and then she was gently pushing into me. When it was inside me, she looked down with a grin before sucking my nipple. My hands came up to pinch her nipple as she began to move inside me. I saw the rapture on her face as she began to feel the same thing I was.

Feeling her fuck me with the dildo was like having a man inside me but so much more. It was more personal, more sensual than a man rutting into me. She moved as one with the dildo until I was feeling the orgasm build more and more.

“Oh god yes. Fuck me harder.”

“Hold on honey.”

She stood by the bed then and made a motion with her finger. I slowly turned and came up on all fours in front of her. I felt the dildo make its way back inside me then, and she slammed into me. I felt the slap on my ass as she pushed the dildo into me.

“Your ass is almost as pretty as your pussy. Open your legs wider.” She pushed my legs so far apart that I thought I would fall forward and then she pushed on the small of my back, pushing my ass into the air as an offering for her continued pounding. She yelled with her orgasm right before I saw the sparks of mind hit behind my eyes. I gasped for air as I continued to orgasm. I felt her slip from inside me and then she unstrapped the belt and laid it on the stand before crawling up into the bed beside me.

“Now you know what it’s like to fuck a woman honey.”

“Wow.” Neither of us said anything else as we drifted off to sleep. I was shaken a little later by an impatient Clarissa.

“Come on if we are going to make it there in time.”

I groaned out loud realizing that she was talking about the club. I had forgotten all about it. I suddenly felt embarrassed when I remembered what had happened just a little while ago.

“Should we talk about… You know.”

She looked at me then with a smile. “It was fun. Really fun but there is no need to hash on anything about it. That is over with and done. Now let’s go have some fun before all those assholes take all of it.” I laughed at her words. She was always the spunky one with all the spirit. She didn’t have a care in the world. Just wanted to have fun.

“Alright, do I have time to shower?”

“You can shower when we get to the hotel.” I could tell from the wet hair that she had already had her shower. I groaned when I thought of using the hotel shower.

“I will take a quick one. I hate hotel showers.”

“Fine. I will pack your bag. What do you want to wear?”

“I don’t care really. Jeans.”

“Ok go. Hurry up.”

It was a little while later that we were sitting in the car and driving out of town. I could tell by the way Clarissa could barely stay in her seat that the excitement was almost too much for her to take. She was talking the whole was in her obnoxious and bubbly kind of way. We got to the hotel and hurriedly began to get ready.

I looked at the contents of my bag and groaned. That was what I got for not double checking what she packed.

“Clarissa I said jeans.”

She looked at me and smiled. “I brought a jean skirt and a pair of jeans for you to choose from.” I looked down at the pair of jeans. They were tight. Really tight to almost the point of not being able to breathe. The other choice was a little mini jean skirt that I had never worn because it was so short. I looked over at my friend and saw her grin. She wore a little black dress that was tight and left little to the imagination. My eyes looked over her again.

“None of that.”

“What?” I grinned as I looked at her innocently.

“You just keep those eyes to yourself. If you keep looking at me like that then, we will both be naked and in that bed. Then we will never make it out of here to the club. So stop.”

I threw up my hands as I picked up the little skirt. I slid my yoga pants down my legs to show off my black lace thongs. As I bent over, I heard Clarissa mutter a couple choice words before I heard the bathroom door shut. I slipped on the tank top and then turned as the door opened again. I left my hair down, and the long dark tresses looked good against the white tank top and light colored jean skirt.

“Looking good babe. Now come on.”

When we pulled up at the club, my eyes widened. It was huge and had so many bright lights that I thought I was in Vegas or something. That was one thing I could say about all the friends that Clarissa hung out with. They went out big. It reminded me of the saying that you heard. Go big or go home. That must have been their motto as well as this place.

We stepped from the car and made our way inside the building, giving our tickets at the door and waiting for the stub. Just in case you needed to get back in for something.

We went straight to the bar and ordered a drink. It was the first thing we did whenever we went anywhere. I sipped on the toxic drink for a few minutes and looked around the place. It really was a mixture of all kinds. There were men in leather and others in business suits. Girls dressed up like us and others in jeans and baggy shirts. I turned to see Clarissa making eye contact with a girl at the end of the bar.

“Go talk to her.” I nudged her with my elbow lightly. She turned to look at me then, and I saw her biting her lower lip. I knew her signs well. She was nervous. I really didn’t know why. She was gorgeous, funny and the most kind hearted person I knew. She didn’t know how much of a catch she really was. “Go on.”

“Are you sure you will be alright? I mean I don’t want to just leave you.” She looked at me with a worried frown.

“I am fine. You just be careful and go have fun.”

“Thanks. Love you.” She kissed me lightly on the lips and then jumped from the chair. It was surprising considering the heels she was wearing.

“Love you too.” She smiled and then walked towards the other end of the bar. I watched the sway of her hips then as she made her way to the blonde at the end of the bar that had been looking at her for quite some time now.

“I thought maybe you two were a couple.”

I turned to see a woman sitting beside me. She had short blonde hair and wore jeans and a tank top. The exact outfit that I would be glad to be wearing right about now.

I realized what she said then as she spoke again. “You two came in together and were so cozy I just assumed that you were together. Could I have been wrong?”

I looked over at Clarissa then and smiled as I gave the woman my attention. “No, we aren’t a couple just best friends. Have been since we were 5.”

“Wow. I have a friend like that by she moved away a few years ago. Her job took her far away.”

“I’m sorry. That is awful. What kind of job would take her so far away without her wanting to go?”

The girl chuckled then. “The marine corp. I will see her again soon, though, and we write often. She was sent to California. I am just grateful she wasn’t sent overseas yet. That is going to kill me for sure.”

“I can only imagine. I am Leah.” I stuck out my hand towards her then, and she took it. I felt her light caress before she spoke again.

“I’m Missy.”

“It’s nice to meet you, Missy.”

“And you as well Leah.”

We sat there over the next couple hours and just talked. We had moved to a booth in the corner, and I felt her moving in closer to me. Her hand lowered to rest on my thigh then.

“Has anyone ever told you how truly beautiful you are?”

I looked at her and shook my head. Words wouldn’t come from my mouth. I was struck speechless then. Her lips started to descend to mine then, and I gasped at the sharp sensation that went through my lips as she kissed me. I felt her hand come up my leg then and find my pussy.

“Will you go outside with me. We won’t be long. I just want to taste you and smell you. You are truly intoxicating.”

I didn’t know what I was thinking as I let her lead me outside to the back of the building.

She pushed me up against a car then. Her hands were all over me and mine were all over hers. I felt her nipples and held onto her waist as she sucked my neck and then pushed the tank top I wore up so that my tits flopped out. She did the same to her own and then leaned down to lick my nipples making them wet before pushing my head towards hers. She then lifted her tits so that her nipples came into contact with mine.

“Have you ever tried nipple clamps?”

I shook my head at her as my eyes grew large with wonder.

She smiled then. “I don’t have any with me, but I did grab two clothespins that will work just fine.” She hissed in a deep breath as I watched her close one around her nipple. She did the same to the other one. “Lick the end of my nipple.” I did as she said and watched her eyes close in rapture. She lifted my head and pulled two more clothespins from her pocket then and clamped one over my nipple. I felt the intense pressure and burning in my nipple then, and she did it to the other. The pain mingled with the pleasure then as she leaned over and licked the edge of my nipple. She then released all four clothespins and rubbed out nipples together again. This time, there was a flooding in my pussy with the desire I felt because of it.

Her hand came down to raise my skirt up to expose my thong clad pussy. She smiled then as she pushed my thong down my legs.

She undid her pants then and pushed them down her legs. She brought my hand to her pussy then, and I slipped a finger inside her just as she did me. Our nipples and breasts rubbed together, and we fucked each other with our hands. I heard her moan then, and I felt her remove my hand and turn me to face the car then pushed my legs apart as she Licked my pussy from behind. She worked my body over and over, stroking me with her hand and fucking me with her fingers and tongue. When I exploded, I yelled unafraid if anyone heard me. She chuckled then. As she stood up, I looked at her in wonder.

“What about you?’ I asked as she began to pull her pants back up.

“Honey, I finished myself with my hand as I licked that sweet pussy of yours. I am good but maybe next time I will let you taste me.”

“Ok. Next time.”

“So you agree that there should be a next time as well?”

“Yes, I do. I think we have a lot in common, and we cannot deny the attraction or the chemistry.”

“No honey we sure can’t deny that.” She laughed. As I put my panties back on and pulled my skirt back down, she put her arm around my middle, and we walked back into the building. I didn’t know what was going to happen from here, but I did know one thing. I enjoyed women, and I would continue to enjoy women. My eyes met Clarissa’s as she came back inside right after I did and we smiled at one another. Once again my best friend had come through for me and saved me yet again. The only thing was, this time, it wasn’t from some bully trying to steal from me, but it was from myself and my fears of jumping into the unknown.


22. Leslie’s Dorm Room Dancing: First Time Lesbian Sex in College by Lora Lane

College can be hard sometimes and when the difficult periods arrive, it's always good to have a few good friends to let loose with. It's even better if you have good friends with the same major so that you can not only chill with them but also cram for finals with them. Brie and I are those kind of friends and when our mid-terms came calling recently, we decided to pull a few days of late study nights to get ready. Those intense long hours together in our dorm room turned into something that I never expected and I learned a lot more than just textbook chemistry during those study dates.

Some people like to think that they know things about everyone in this world and never is that more true than college. For some reason, because most everyone has been to college, everyone is an expert on the subject. Haven’t you heard that college is supposed to be the best time of your life? But the same people that would tell you that should know that it isn’t easy at all for anyone who is serious about it. They are some of the most stressful and difficult times of young adult life and to imagine that everyone simply parties their way through to a degree would be to ignore the truth. That truth that sometimes things don’t go very well at college. Sometimes it's not about happiness, rainbows, and butterflies but instead, it's about passing or failing a class that you must pass in order to have the life you want.

Don’t get me wrong, it has its fun moments and for me, it's certainly more fun times than stressful times. It just so happens that recently I found myself in one of the most stressful situations of my life and the only good solution that had helped me through a few others during my college life simply wasn’t working. No matter what I did or how well I thought I was doing it, I couldn’t shake the negative vibe from this one period of mid-terms not long ago. I wasn’t the only one stressing over like classes at that time though. My great friend Brie was right there with me during that semester.

Have you ever had one of those semesters when you think it might be best just to drop a few classes and start all over the following semester? I guess everyone probably has at one time or another. Well, I was going through a semester just exactly like that during my junior year recently and to tell the truth, I probably would have dropped more than a few if not for Brie.

She and I have been traveling this college journey together and have been leaning on the strength of each other for the entire time. Knowing how well we worked things out together made me wish so much that I had known her before college, though I wouldn’t have wanted that to change the relationship we had at that moment either. It just so happens that the two of us have so much in common that we may as well be the same person.

We each have blonde hair though mine is a shade or two lighter than hers and yes both are natural. Both of us have blue eyes and are both fairly tall with great skin and a toned body. We sometimes joke that we should never plan to go to a bar together unless we want all the men in the place to cling to us and all the women in the place to want to kill us. That’s another thing we have in common though, that we do not go to bars. The campus coffee spot provides us plenty of brainless college man testosterone without having to worry about what alcohol would do to the boys.

Each of us is also hyper-focused on our studies and trying to graduate on time, if not a bit early. That, of course, led to the other thing we each had in common as we each drove the other to stick with the tough semester and not drop any classes. Brie has told me without a hint of deceit that she would have dropped a class or two without me that semester as well. We had spent so much time in the books together that we had fallen asleep on the same bed with our books open at least four times that last month.

It wasn’t looking good, but we knew we had to stay on track, if not for ourselves then to keep the other strong enough to hold on and not drop. It wouldn’t have been the end of the world I suppose but it was just one of those things that we had decided not to take part in, and we were damned well determined not to do it. The first thing we did to try and shake up the grades that semester was to start studying in the local coffee spot on campus. In theory, it should have worked fine. It was a large enough place and mostly quiet with other college kids minding their business and staring at smart phones. Something about Brie and I sitting at a table in that place just draws men out, however.

Don’t get me wrong, there are some great guys there and we have had some nice conversations with a few of them, but that wasn’t the purpose. We were supposed to be cramming information into our brains not thinking about dates with hot college guys. When that didn’t work, we decided to go to the campus library. It seemed to make even more sense than the coffee place, but it didn’t work either. The only thing worse than being hit on at the coffee place when we were trying to study was getting hit on by the chess club while we were trying to study at the library.

We tried everywhere we could think of to get some good quiet studying in but nothing at all worked until we gave up and decided that the only thing that made sense was to go back to the dorm room and keep trying to make the same old studying work for us.

That led us to one fateful night when we had something not so great in common. We had a mental roadblock a mile thick between us and with each of us and the subject we had to study that I didn’t know what to do, and Brie didn’t either. We tried everything from a little drink to a lot of water to chocolate and even started to tell stories about what we each wanted to do after we graduated.

Brie wanted to start a family and be the hot mom on the block that all the other moms hated when they saw her in the yard. She was having a bit of fun with it but was serious enough to make it that much crazier. I hadn’t even considered starting a family yet, the thought having not seriously crossed my mind. We each wanted to graduate on time however and work in the same place, starting on the same day and all kinds of other crazy dreams college juniors can dream up on such a night.

The problem was that nothing was working. Nothing we dreamed of, drank, ate or laughed at could get passed the mental block that just would not let us focus on the studying that needed to be done. That was when Brie said, “Let's play spin the bottle.”

“Brie,” I said with a laugh, “There’s only two of us.”

“Yeah?”

“So, we would have to kiss each other,” I said, “It wouldn’t even be a game.”

“No,” she answered, “But that doesn’t mean it wouldn’t be fun.”

“What?” I asked, “Have you ever kissed a girl?”

Brie shyly turned to the side, “Once.”

“No way!” I said, “For real? You’re pulling my leg.”

“Nope,” she said, “Her name was Francine, and she kind of had a thing for me. She way swung in that other direction if you know what I mean. I didn’t at the time, or at least I didn’t think I did, but I agreed to kiss her once.”

“Was it hot?” I asked in anticipation, “Did you like it?”

She shook her head, “Not even a little.”

I couldn’t believe it but for some reason that I couldn’t quite put my finger on, that response left me a bit disappointed. “Really?” I asked, “Not even a tiny bit?”

“No,” she answered, “But that’s the funny thing about it. I didn’t like it at all, but I think it was way more her than it was the fact that I kissed a girl.”

“Which means...” I led her on.

“Which means,” she said, “I’ve always wanted to try it again with someone else to see if I would like it. I mean, I still love guys and all of that but this is college after all, and we are all supposed to have those wild moments of experimenting sexually and stuff like that.”

“Wild moments of studying are about all we have accomplished this year girl,” I said with a sigh. “I think we might just have to call it quits and stop for the night. If I see another ugly sentence in that ugly book, I might just get physically ill.”

“We can always just take the night off and then study hard tomorrow night,” Brie said with a nod. “I like it but if we don’t study then what will we do?”

“Sleep?” I suggested.

“I’m serious,” she slapped my leg.

“Why don’t we just relax and listen to some music or something,” I said. “You know, we could either lay around and pig out or dance around the room in our skimpy clothes, knowing that all the guys out there would kill to get a peek at us. Might be fun.”

We decided to do just that, and it started out plenty innocently enough as we lay or sat on the bed and sang to all the songs we liked and skipped passed the ones we didn’t. I knew she could sing far better than I could, but I did not know how well she could dance. Okay, so those are two things we do not have in common. When it comes to dancing in any way other than slow dancing with a guy somewhere, I’m out. I just don’t do that kind of thing. Brie did and not only did she know how to dance in that much different way but she was damn good at it too.

I began to wonder why I hadn’t seen her dancing like that before, but I didn’t say anything as another song came on and she sat back down. She would play with the bottle on the bed and spin it teasingly from time to time but never seemed to be seriously thinking of trying to kiss me. That is until a song came on and she decided to dance again, not just to dance but to dance with her hips swaying and her hands running all over her body. It was as hot as hell, and I have no problem admitting it.

That time she caught me staring at her body instead of dancing along – or at least doing my version of dancing along while staying put on the bed. She came over and smiled, “What?”

“What?” I asked dumbly.

“You were staring,” she said, “Did you like the way I was dancing? A boyfriend of mine once said that I should have gone to dancing school or something like that. I think I know what he was really thinking, though. Anyway, I never honestly wanted to dance publicly or anything but to do it privately for good friends or the best of friends is fine.”

“You’re good at it,” I said.

“But did you like it?”

What could I say? I honestly wondered that for a few moments as she pressed the question. Hadn’t I told her I liked it? No, I guess I didn’t but at the time I was scrambling for any other kind of answer than the one that I didn’t want to say. Then I wondered why I didn’t want to tell her I liked the way she was dancing. What was the harm in that? I looked up and smiled, “Yes, I did. You’re really something with that hip swaying and stuff.”

“You should try it,” she said. “You’ve got the body for it.”

“So do you,” I said quickly.

“Well thank you, Leslie,” she winked and got back up to dance to another sultry song.

That time as I watched her my mind began to wander off to places that I wasn’t comfortable with at first. I didn’t even want to grant thoughts like that about my best friend the time of day, but neither could I completely ignore them with the way she was dancing. It seemed like she was doing it on purpose to maybe try and get that kind of response from me. If she was doing that, would it matter? I didn’t honestly know. She turned around right then and blew me a kiss before rocking her hips wildly.

When the song ended, she came over to the bed again and said, “You’re hot.” I didn’t know what to say so I just sat there in silence. She smiled, “You should try it, Leslie, I know you’d look hot dancing like that. All I’m doing is imagining something dirty happening to me and moving my body in rhythm to the beat. It's pretty simple. You’ve had dirty thoughts. I know because you’ve shared a few with me. All you have to do is think of something naughty and move your body. The way you look will do the rest. Trust me.”

“I don’t know,” I shook my head and refused to stand up when she pulled at my hands.

She turned around and pulled harder to try and get me to my feet, but I refused with a smile on my face, “Quit, would you? I’m not a dancer.”

“Well,” she said as she leaned in and nearly placed her lips to mine, “Lucky for you. I am. I think it's time to get a little naughty Leslie. Maybe all you need is a little dirty push from your good friend Brie.” She left me there and danced across the floor once again but this time, it was a little different. Instead of it looking like she was losing herself in the moment and thinking of naughty things someone else was doing to her, it seemed obvious that she was dancing for me. The way she licked her lips, it seemed obvious that she was not only dancing for me but that she was thinking of me as well. I was left to ask myself if she was thinking about doing naughty things to me. As if she could read my thoughts, Brie pointed at me and licked her fingers before running them down her hips. She was dancing for me, to me and was thinking about me. I realized to my surprise that not only was she but that she was not teasing me. She was serious.

I didn’t know what to do, but I knew in that moment that something was going to happen and that I had to take things one of two directions. Brie and I are a lot alike in a lot of ways, but I had never once gotten the impression that she was interested in me sexually. I’d be lying if I said that I hadn’t thought of her in that way before – at least thoughts of her with some guy. The stories she told suggested that she could get pretty wild, and it sometimes made me jealous for not having been in the room when it happened. Now here I was, in the room with her and the look in her eyes suggested that she was far past any decision-making process.

Her fingers intertwined with the straps of her little pink tank top, and she slowly stalked across the room as she teased it downward. As she swayed her hips away from me and then turned back towards me, she slowly pulled the top off over her head, revealing her perfectly perky breasts. Her dancing was making me want to touch her breasts, but I was still so unsure of this being that first time, the first time with a girl, that I couldn’t bring myself to meet her in the middle of the floor to fondle her breasts. Instead, I reached beneath my top and started massaging my own, and she did the same while slowly dancing her way back towards me.

The girl had missed her calling. She could have made a ton of money as a professional stripper somewhere with her long and toned body and the way she moved when she danced. God, it made me want her that much more, so much that I couldn’t even believe my own thoughts. A soft moan escaped my lips as I pinched my nipples.

Brie placed her thumbs under the edge of her short-shorts and began to sway from side to side as she lowered them slowly to the floor. Each of us had kicked off our shoes a long time ago so they slid right off and she stepped out of them. Her hands rubbed her legs as she stood back up until she cupped and began to rub her pussy through her panties. I realized to some surprise that a large part of me wanted to be the one doing that. Instead, I ran one of my hands down inside of my pants and began to copy her motions as I rubbed my damp pussy through my panties.

She was still dancing in the middle of the room though much more in a passionate way instead of the teasing sway she was doing moments before. Her hips jerked as she pumped her fingers back and forth across her pussy and her other hand traveled up to pinch her nipple. I thought I was going to explode with desire and didn’t even try to stop my impulses as I slid my shorts off and pushed my fingers inside of my panties.

I ran one and then two fingers quickly inside of myself as I leaned back against the corner of the wall at the top of the bed Brie and I had been studying on when this all started. Brie began to moan, and I looked up to see that she had pulled her panties off as well and was fingering herself with the same fever I was. But she wasn’t standing across the room this time. She was sitting on the other end of the bed. Our feet were inches apart as we each feverishly fingered ourselves.

It's impossible to say who moved first, or maybe it happened at the same time, but our toes touched and then my left and her right leg slowly began to rub against one another. Our calves were touching and then her foot ran up my inner thigh as mine did the same to hers. Everything seemed to be happening in slow motion until I felt her hands grab each of my feet. I glanced up at her in surprise to see a look of such desire on her face it almost looked like she was in pain.

She jerked my legs forward and before I realized it, my head flung back against the bed as our pussies touched. It was unlike anything I have ever felt in my life or even dreamed of feeling as I gyrated my hips and rubbed my hot and wet pussy against Brie’s. We each began to moan louder and louder and move our hips faster and faster against one another.

“Leslie,” she said breathlessly, “I’m going to cum!”

I couldn’t get the words ‘me too’ out before the two of us fell back to the bed with a powerful double orgasm claiming us. It had been amazing, and I was so glad that we did it, but then I felt her hands on my thighs, forcing a startled jump as my still tender skin responded almost without my mind’s approval. Looking up, I saw Brie crawling up the bed with a smirk on her face as her fingers danced across my skin.

She shook her head, “We’re not finished studying this subject quite yet Leslie.” With that, she leaned in and began to lick my dripping wet pussy with her tongue. She slowly ran along the sides of where the two of us came at once moments before and teased my clit with her fingers. I thought I was going to crawl off of the bed and I wanted to tell her how great it felt, but I could barely breathe.

The way she touched me with her tongue was so gentle that I didn’t know if I should cry tears of pleasure or scream for her to take me. Instead, all I did was lay back and run my hands through her hair as my legs came up and began to lightly squeeze her face into me harder. She took the hint and began going faster, using her fingers more than her tongue and lips.

“Yes,” I finally managed to say something and followed it with, “Finger me harder.”

She licked down the side of my inner thigh and then pushed one leg out wide before shoving two fingers deep inside of my pussy. My hips lifted off of the bed and my back arched as curse words of at least two languages formed in my mind but couldn’t find space through my moaning pleasure to come passed my lips. She pushed hard and fast into me until I jerked my hips as another orgasm washed over me.

All indecision was long gone by that point as I didn’t even hesitate before my next move. I rose up and pushed her lightly back onto the bed before lifting her hips upwards towards me. I glanced at her beautiful wet pussy and dove into it, licking and lapping everywhere I could. Brie’s shoulders and head were on the bed, but the rest of her body arched upwards towards where I cupped her ass in my hands and did everything I could to explore her pussy with my lips and my tongue.

She rocked her hips and twisted to one side as an orgasm washed over her and her juices gushed out into my mouth. I swallowed everything that I could and licked the rest up before dropping her hips to the bed and inserting a finger into her. She groaned in massive approval, and I slowly increased my speed. Feeling the wonders of the inside of another girl’s pussy for the very first time was so erotic that I felt another orgasm building inside of myself at the same time.

I moved to inserting two fingers quickly inside of her, and she groaned, “One more.”

It was a tight fit, but I squeezed three of my fingers into her, and she yelped her approval and yelled for me to finger her faster. I did exactly that, driving my digits into her three at a time, wondering if she was going to slide all the way off the bottom of the bed as she squirmed and twisted in desperate need for more and more and ever so much more from me.

I had never felt more needed by another person than I did at that moment and I noticed that I felt the same for her. When she hissed her moaning to a breathless stop and another orgasm claimed her, I felt the one that had been building in me break loose as well. Brie scrambled to her knees, and the two of us sat there on our knees on the bed staring at each other for a long second before her lips crashed against mine.

It was more hungry and passionate than any other kiss and embrace that I could ever dreamed of enjoying, and the way our breasts felt rubbing against one another was unbelievable. She eventually pushed me backwards onto the bed but followed me down, keeping contact between our bodies at every possible point. Her thigh began to rub my pussy, and I began to run my thigh between her legs as well. We settled into a kind of rhythm with each other then until she leaned back and we placed our pussies against each other once again. With a feverish pace, our hips moved against each other, and we ground our wet pussies into each other with incredible speed and passion that I still find it hard to believe.

She was pulling feelings and sounds from me that I never knew existed, and I could instantly tell that the same was true in reverse. Before long we each looked at the other, and it was obvious that another huge orgasm was coming for us both. Without even a moment’s hesitation, we increased our speed and clasped fingers as we ground each other towards an incredible orgasm that left each of us flat on our backs on the bed.

Her hands softly rubbed against my skin, and I responded in much the same way as I caressed her skin. It was as if we each had needed a night of the biggest release and the only person we trusted to do it was each other.

I don’t know how long we laid there, but I can tell you that when it was all over, we were different than we were before. We didn’t immediately talk about studying but by the time we did study the next night, it was like each of our minds were refreshed and ready to suck in tons more knowledge than they were when we hit our roadblock the night before. We don’t talk much about that night, but when we do, there is a quiet understanding there between us as if we each understand that nobody besides the two of us could ever bring the other that much pleasure. There were no dates scheduled and no plans for a wild night in the future but at the same time, we each knew it would happen again and that when it did, it would be incredible.

To the point of the subject we were studying for and the classes that we each were refusing to drop, the study night worked. I mean the night we didn’t study of course. Studying was natural and easy for the nights after that, and we were so confident going into the mid-terms that we didn’t even feel nervous about it. I was surprised in that but Brie was not, saying that she told me all she needed to do was kiss a girl and things would be fine. Laughing, I told her that was not what she said but that, hey, if it works, it works. We both made nearly perfect scores on every subject we studied for together. I certainly hope that neither of us ever come that close to dropping a class again but it's good to know I have Brie to lean on if I do and I know she feels the same about me. If we should need another night of blessed release in order to focus our minds again in the future, like I said, we each knew it would be incredible.


23. A Licking Lesson: Lesbian Sex with the College Professor by Kaylee Jones

When the good Professor first sees Danielle in her classroom, she knows her for the tease she is.  When she sees her tormenting all the boys in the cafeteria, she has her confirmation.  But the good teacher never realizes, until it was her turn, just how hard it would be to turn down the tease of the campus.

I am still not sure how it all happened.  The details are clear, certainly, but the progression is still rather strange and unexpected.  I had noticed this particular student right from the start, and mostly because I can spot a troublemaker from a mile away.

I had been teaching in the nearby university for several years and quite enjoyed it.  The students were surprisingly well behaved over all, although occasionally you did get the problem student.  It was normally a cheerleader that thought she was too good for Algebra or a football player who thought they could sleep through Physics.

And as soon as this particular student strolled into my classroom, I knew we were headed for trouble.  She owned the room from the moment she opened the door on that first day.  All eyes were on her, and she breathed it in like oxygen.  The tight skimpy sundress was a dead giveaway and the way she swung that curtain of auburn hair just screamed that she wanted the attention.

She sauntered across the room and took a seat in the middle of the front row.  I just stared at her in disbelief.  I pride myself on maintaining a professional air when I teach and somehow this twenty-one year old bimbo seemed determined to steal everything.  Her deep green eyes stared right at me, and I swear she puckered her full pink lips intentionally.

I felt my face flush, and I turned towards the table to gather the papers I intended to hand out.  As I made my way up and down the rows to distribute the syllabi and reading lists, I could feel her eyes tracking me.  It was an odd feeling as the instructor.

I saved her row for last, and when I laid the papers on her desk, she ran the tip of her tongue over her bottom lip and winked at me.  I was glad she was facing me so that no one else could see the exchange.  It left my rattled, with a flushed face and a pounding heart.  And I had no idea why.

She showed up to each class period wearing something very similar to that first day, and always sat in the front row.  Sometimes when I was lecturing, she would even make an exaggerated motion to uncross her legs so that I could almost see up her short flouncy skirt.  It was completely inappropriate, but I could not go anything.  If I reported her for the behavior, I would be admitting that I was looking.  And the glint in her eye told me that she knew exactly what was going through my mind.

I was able to strategically avoid any personal contact, by skating out of the classroom ahead of the crowd and disappearing before she could track me down.  I had a nagging suspicion that I would not get away with that for long, and about a month into the semester, she caught up with me.

“Hi, Professor,” she had sneaked up behind me, and her voice sounded as silky as her skin looked.

“H-H-Hello Danielle,” I greeted her professionally and politely.  I did not need her running to the dean and complaining that I had ignored a student.

When she cocked her head to the side and twirled a strand of hair on her finger, I realized that we were in a small side hallway and alone.

“I was wondering,” she was almost whispering as she trailed a finger over the spaghetti strap of her tank top, “when are your office hours?”

I had to lean forward to hear her, and I suddenly realized that it looked as though I was peering down the front of her top.  I snapped up straight, and when I caught her eyes, she was grinning wickedly.

“They are printed on the syllabus, Danielle,” I tried to stay calm.

“I think I’m going to need a lot of help this semester, Professor,” she batted her eyelashes at me intentionally.

“I am happy to assist any of my students,” I hoped my face was not as flushed as it felt.

“Good to know,” she winked at me and spun on her heels.

The tight denim skirt outlined her perfect heart-shaped ass, and she swayed down the hall and around the corner knowingly.  I waited a good minute before trailing after her so that she was long gone.  When I rounded the same corner, I realized that she was leaning up against the wall waiting for me.  With another wink, she disappeared into her next classroom.

The next week, she showed up at my office for the first time.  The button-down shirt was at least one size too small and had one too many buttons unfastened.  Luckily I was seated at my desk and with her standing, she was over me instead of the other way around.  Her khaki shorts stopped just below the round curve of her ass, and when she turned away to select a chair, she made sure to bend over from the waist to accentuate everything.

She finally took a seat and crossed her long tanned legs so that her shorts rode up even higher and her flip-flop dangled loosely from her toes.

I was completely distracted by her body and her display of it, and I was a straight woman.  I cannot even imagine what the poor college boys did around her.  I imagine that the football players licked it up, and the chess players just tripped over their own tongues.

“Professor?”

“Yes?  How can I help you, Danielle?”

“I was wondering,” her fingers were trailing along the plunging neckline of her top, “do you offer private tutoring?”

“Well, I’m available to help, but I don’t know about tutoring specifically.”

“I just don’t understand some of the readings,” she pushed out her lower lip in a provocative pout.

“What don’t you understand?” I was trying desperately to keep the conversation educational in nature.

“Why aren’t there any good hot women in these books?”

“I’m sorry, what?”

“They all talk about these sexy masculine men, but the women are all meek and mild and horrid.  Where are the good sexy women?”

****

“Danielle, I’m afraid I don’t understand.  What exactly is your question?” I was afraid of where she was going.

“There aren’t any modern women in these old books,” she complained, flipping her hair over her shoulder.

I laughed, “Because they are old books, and the authors wrote about the women they knew.”

She huffed her irritation and bent over to gather her things.  She made sure to stay bent over long enough for my eyes to catch a generous peek at her ample cleavage.  When she peeked up at me through thick dark lashes, she grinned because she caught me staring.

“Well, Professor,” she giggled, “I’ll catch you next time.”

I think she swayed her ass intentionally as she sauntered out of my office.  I dabbed at my damp forehead and sighed.  She was a strange one.

The next day we had class again, and she took up her favorite seat directly in front of the table where I stood to lecture.  She was wearing a short flouncy skirt and a tight tank top, and she made sure that she lingered in every suggestive position throughout the class.  She bent over, she crossed and uncrossed her legs, her fingertips played with the spaghetti straps of her top.

When class was over, she lingered long enough with her belongings so that we were the only two left.

“Professor?” her sultry voice had a sing-song quality to it.

“Yes, Danielle?”

“I was wondering, could we finish our discussion now?”

“Well, I don’t have office hours just now, but maybe later,” I tried to deflect her professionally.

“Ok, I’ll swing by then,” with a wink and a flounce she was out the door.

I headed to the cafeteria for lunch and immediately spotted her in the corner surrounded by drooling boys.  She giggled and stroked their arms and flipped her hair.  It was nearly impossible not to see the straining erections in the boys’ jeans as she taunted them.

“She’s really something else,” a familiar voice sounded above my head.

I turned to see a colleague of mine, “Yeah, she’s a handful.  I have her in one of my classes.”

“Does she always distract like that?” the other professor sat down.

“Yeah, it seems so.”

He nodded, “Interesting.  I’ll bet she just a tease, though.”

My surprised laughter burst out, “What?”

“You know, just a tease.  Always promising everything, but never delivering.”

“Mike!  She’s a student!”

He chuckled, “I know, but you have to wonder…  We are surrounded by these impossibly young and sexy college kids every day.  How can you not wonder about things like that?”

I tapped my fingernails on the table, “Oh we wonder, we just don’t talk about it.”

He laughed again, “Fair enough.”

We ate our turkey sandwiches and discussed the upcoming fall break.  Neither of us had any real plans, but it was nice to have a few days off regardless.  I checked my watch and sighed.

“What is it?” Mike was curious as he popped his last potato chip in his mouth.

“Office hours,” I mumbled.

“Ah, they are a pain.  Good luck and may no one come to see you!”

I laughed, “Thanks, I think!”

I headed off to my office and was painfully aware that Danielle had alerted to my movement and peeled away from the gawking boys.  She followed me at a safe distance, and I tried not to hurry or squirm under her watchful eyes.

By the time I reached my office door, she was right behind me, almost pressed against me.  I could smell her light powdery perfume, and her breath was warm on the back of my neck.

“Professor?” she whispered.

“Yes, Danielle?” I tried not to let my voice shake.

“You gonna unlock that door or just stand here in the hall with me against your ass?”

I nearly dropped the key, but I felt that ‘prison rules’ applied and was grateful not to have to bend over.  I finally got the door unlocked, and she was right behind me as I entered.

“Danielle,” I began crisply, “I don’t believe—”

She cut me off abruptly, “Let me guess, you don’t think I’m acting appropriately.”

I nodded, “Something like that.”

“Well, did you see all of those hot football players in the lunchroom with me?”

“Yes…” I answered cautiously.

“Would you believe I am not interested in a single one of them?”

“No?” I was confused.

“No, I’m interested in women.”

“Ah, I see,” I took a seat behind my desk as a shield.

“And Professor?  I’m interested in you.”

I stared at the curvy young woman batting her eyelashes at me, and my heart pounded in my chest.  Either way, I address this issue, I could get fired.

She slowly got up from the chair and intentionally strolled towards me, swaying her hips and making her tits bounce with each step.  She perched on the edge of my desk with her legs crossed, and I could see the entire length of her smooth skin, all the way up to the lower curve of her ass.

“And Professor?” she bent over conspiratorially.

“Y-Yes?”

“I think you’re interested in me too.”

I stared up at her, just blinking silently as her full breasts stared back at me.  With a grin, she hopped down from my desk and slowly stalked around to my side.  She wriggled between me and the desk and leaned backwards, thrusting her chest in the air towards me.

“D- Danielle?” my voice caught in my throat.

“Yes, Professor?”

“Wh-Wh-What are you doing?”

She leaned forward, rested both hands on the back of my chair, and brushed her lips against my ear.  I shivered at her touch, and she left a slow trail of faint kisses over my cheek and across my jaw line.  She paused with her lips just millimeters from mine, and I stared into her emerald eyes.  And as the pure sexuality of her washed around me, I could not come up with one single reason to push her away.

****

I held my breath as Danielle watched me, and she slowly closed the distance between us until I felt her warm lips against mine.  They were softer than any other lips I had ever felt, but there was urgency in the kiss itself.  She wanted me to respond, and she wanted me to like it.

My body felt flush and overheated as her tongue tickled my lower lip.  I was still frozen to my chair with my hands in my lap as she kissed me.  I sighed softly, and she (correctly) took that as my approval for what was happening.

Danielle threaded one hand through my hair and held my face to hers.  With her other hand still braced on the back of my chair, she slowly sat down until she was straddling my lap.  Her full breasts pressed against mine firmly, and she pulled away from my lips.

While staring directly into my eyes, she picked up both of my hands and placed them on her waist.

“Professor, I won’t bite.  Well, not until you ask me to,” she smiled, a little less cocky but still full of arrogance.

Her body was soft yet firm, and warm under my hands.  The tank top was stretched tightly over her large tits and the way she was sitting, they were right in front of my eyes.  Her flouncy little skirt was spread out over both of our laps, and I was trying not to think about the fact that her panties were directly on top of my slacks.

I slid my hands from her waist around to her lower back, and she leaned forward into me.  This time, when she kissed me, it felt less forced.  Her body was pressed against mine, and I let her tongue plunder my mouth.  She tasted like strawberries and peppermint, and it was addictive.

Her hips were rolling back and forth on my lap as my hands slipped lower to her ass.  She gasped slightly when I pressed her down against my leg, and I let her rub herself against me.  She felt amazing against me, like nothing I had ever felt before.  She was soft yet taut, gentle yet persuasive, eager yet shy.

My eyes drifted down to the cleavage in front of me, and she followed my gaze.

“It’s okay, touch them,” she encouraged me with a grin.

I brushed my fingertips against the outer curve of one of them, and she sighed.  They yielded to my touch yet kept their firmness.  I moved my other hand and lightly cupped both of them.  My thumbs brushed against the peaks under the thin cotton, and she gasped and arched her back.  I pinched both of the nubs firmly, and she pulled away.

I must have looked worried because she shook her head and me and with a dramatic flourish, pulled the tank top over her head and tossed it on my desk.  Her tits were even larger than I imagined, and they bounced slightly when they were freed from their clothing.  The flesh was smooth and tan with tight pink nipples in the centers.  I had never seen tits up close like that, but as she sat there proudly, I could not help but touch.

Her flesh was warm when I wrapped my hands around them, and she was smiling at my amazement.  I brushed my thumbs against her nipples again.  They felt rubbery and hard like mine get.

“Harder,” she sighed.

I pinched them, rolling my fingers back and forth and pulling slightly.  She covered my hands with hers and pressed my fingers into her own flesh roughly.  As we both grabbed her tits, she kissed me again.  Not soft and gentle, but hard and demanding.  Her tongue darted in and out of my mouth, tracing along the lines of my teeth.

Suddenly she pulled away, leaving me panting and wanting more even though I did not know exactly what I wanted.  I gave her a confused look when she stood up but gasped when she pried my thighs apart and crouched down to the floor.

With nimble fingers, she unbuttoned and unzipped my slacks and managed to wriggle them down and off until I was left in nothing but my blouse and my satin panties.  Her lips were hot and ready as she kissed her way up my thigh.  When her fingers grazed against my panties, I was surprised to realize that they were slippery against my smooth skin.

“Professor?”

“Uh huh?” I was lost in a haze of lust for my student.

“I think you like this,” she was grinning wickedly up at me.

I nodded, distrusting my own voice.

She straightened up and pushed my blouse up and over my head.  She ooo-ed and ahh-ed over my perky little tits in their satin bra, and made quick work of the front clasp.  When her warm mouth closed over one of my tight little nipples, I gasped and arched into her touch.  Her tongue teased the sensitive nub until I was writhing in my chair.  She tormented the other one just as much, letting her fingers trail casually up and down the wet spot on my panties.

I tried to press myself harder against her fingers, but she pulled away, keeping the caress light and teasing.

“Ohhh,” I moaned as she tormented me.

She finally hooked her fingers into the strings at my hips and slowly pulled my panties down my legs.  Her eyes gleamed when she saw the wetness on my shaved skin, and she trailed her tongue up my inner thigh towards my aching pussy.

She pressed her lips to me, kissing me lightly and driving me crazy.  Butterfly kisses all over my pussy until I was squirming and panting.  My nails dug into the cushion of the chair as I tried to control myself.  Just when I thought I had had enough, her tongue dove between my plump lips to taste.

The hot velvet of her tongue against my flesh sent the last of my senses spiraling out of control.  She lifted my legs to her shoulders and circled my clit with just the tip of her tongue.  Slow tormenting circles that drove me mad with desire.

“Danielle,” I moaned as my hand wound through her long hair.

The circling got faster and harder as she centered on my swollen clit.  Faster and harder with each pass until I was ready to boil over with need.  I needed to cum, and I needed her to make me cum.

She kept circling and teasing me, it was exquisite torture.  This ripe young student knew exactly what she was doing.  When she slipped two fingers deep inside my slippery pussy, I bucked on the chair and exploded.  I screamed her name and pulled her face into my body for more.  Her tongue never let up, and as my climax crested, I felt the next one.  I rode the wave of her plunging fingers until I exploded again.  White hot stars burst behind my eyelids, and I dug my nails into her scalp.

As she eased me down, I felt hot and faint and woozy.  She slowly slipped her fingers out of me, and licked them clean of my juices.

“Sweet geezus,” I breathed.

She chuckled, “You okay Professor?”

I nodded limply as she rested her cheek on my heaving chest.

“Wh-Wh-What can I do for you?” I was eager to please her just as much.

In a flash, she was straddling my lap again and guiding my hand to her slick pussy.  That damn clit-tease was not even wearing panties.  My fingers slid around in her wetness, and I loved the way she felt.  Her clit was swollen and hot as I rubbed it and when the tip of my finger slipped inside, it felt like a tunnel of hot wet satin.

“Further,” she gasped, trying to push my fingers deeper inside.

I slid them in further until I found what she wanted me to find.  There was a raised area towards the back and against the upper wall.  When I rubbed there, she bucked hard against my hand.  I rubbed hard circles against that spot and loved watching her body twist and grind against me.  Her tits were bouncing against my cheek, and I turned my head to catch one of the nipples.  When I closed my lips tightly around it, she gasped and shivered.  I lightly grazed her thick clit with my thumb, and she moaned for me with every touch.  Her body was taut and quivering with need.

I so badly wanted to tease her and to satisfy her at the same time.  Suddenly I released her nipple and withdrew my hand.

“Professor?” she gasped, her body trembling with the nearness of her orgasm.

“Sit up there,” I pointed to the flat surface of my desk.

She looked confused, but the lust won out, and she scrambled to the desk.  She sat on the edge with her legs slightly apart, and I stood up to wriggle my hips in between her thighs.  When I crouched down, her face lit up, and she locked her ankles around my upper back.

She smelled sweet and musky, and as I kissed up her inner thighs, it grew stronger.  Her sweet young pussy was shaved smooth and plump and opening to me.  I could see the wetness glistening and her swollen clit begged for my tongue.

I ran my tongue up the length of her, feeling her hot slippery pussy for the first time.  She tasted even better than she looked and I spiraled my tongue over every inch except for her clit.  She was quivering and shaking, trying to angle herself towards my tongue.  She kept twisting her hips towards my tongue, but I nimbly avoided her clit intentionally.

When I finally closed my lips tightly around her clit, she bucked and pressed herself into my mouth.  With my tongue mimicking the movements of hers and my fingers back inside her against that raised patch, I concentrated on every gasp and wriggle and shudder.  With her clit caught between my lips, I flicked my tongue across the taut surface.  Her tummy started to quake, and I pressed my tongue harder against her clit.  Suddenly her whole body went tense and then it exploded into wetness and movement and screaming.

Her hands on my head pulled my face in tightly, and she locked her legs around my neck.

“Oh God, oh God, oh shit,” she mumbled as she tossed and writhed.

Finally, she pushed my face away and tugged on my arm to get me to stand.

“You little liar,” she gasped breathlessly.

“What?  I never…”

“You’ve done that before,” she accused softly.

I laughed, “Nope, never tasted another pussy before in my life.”

“Well fuck me, you’re a natural,” she laughed.

I kissed her hard, and our tastes mingled on our tongues.  Together we were sweet and musky and savory and tangy.  It was a wine I could have drunk all night.  She sighed into my mouth, and I clasped her close to me.

“So I did okay?” I was suddenly nervous with what appeared to be a very experienced young woman.

“Oh sweetness, yes.  Boys don’t know how to do it at all,” she laughed, “and girls my age are still learning.  You lick like a pro.”

“Thanks, I think,” I laughed, “But… boys?”

“Well, I dated a couple of guys in high school and learned very quickly that I liked the cheerleaders better than the football players.  When the football players got wind of what was happening in those cheerleader hotel rooms, you can bet your sweet ass they jerked off to it, though.  Tits and pussies are so much more fun than waggling cocks.  We had so much fun when the squad traveled for games.  You’d be surprised how many are willing to give it up to a talented tongue.”

I felt my cheeks flush, “Well, um…”

“Oh!  I didn’t mean you, Professor, I meant the other cheerleaders.”

I buried one hand in her auburn waves and cradled her cheek with the other.

“I know, I’m just giving you a hard time.”

“Damn, I mean, I can’t wait to teach you about strap-ons.”

“What?”

****

About a week later, I did learn about strap-ons and dildos and even vibrators.  In fact, Danielle and I spent the remainder of the school year learning every inch of each other’s body.  I also learned about more devices and toys than I knew existed.  I knew from the moment I saw her that she was trouble.  I never dreamed that the trouble would come with multiple orgasms and entire nights filled with sex.  Until I gave in to her seduction, I had no idea that my body was even capable of multiple orgasms.  But now I can hardly live without them.  And I love the fact that I could give them to her as well.  She taught me more than I could have imagined.

It was a particular thrill to see her in the lunchroom, showing off her tits and teasing the boys’ denied cocks.  I loved watching her flirt and flounce in those little skirts and tight tops.  In its own way, I knew it was a show for me too.  And having all those guys drool over her really stoked her fire.  On those nights, she could hardly wait to come over and straddle my face.

She did drop my class so that there was no conflict of interest.  And after the year was over, she graduated and gave me a lovely sendoff night with a jaw-dropping cheerleader outfit and a mouth-watering double-ended dildo.  She kissed me goodbye the next morning, and we made no promises to each other.  I knew I was never going to hear from her again, and I was okay with that.  She was young, and I was new to all of this; making promises that we would only break was just not worth destroying the memories we shared.

Nowadays, I do chuckle privately when Mike ogles a student, but I have never told anyone about my affair with the auburn-haired seductress.  Likewise, I have not shared my bed with any other students since Danielle.

However, I have explored this side of me further and found that I enjoy the company of other women in my bed.  It is something I keep private and do not advertise.  But I have made a few appearances at the local lesbian bars.  I do not know if I would call myself a lesbian now, but if the right pair of tits bounces into my life, I know I can handle it.  And thanks to Danielle, I can give just as good as I get.  Maybe better!


24. The Prison Strip Search: Lesbian Dominance and Submission Behind Bars by Sofia Miller

The one place I never thought I would wind up was prison.  To be honest, I was a real nerd.  In spite of my pretty face and frame, I had always been terribly awkward, so I spent my life with my nose in a book.  But a part of me wanted to be wild--I guess that’s what compelled me to shoplift in an impulsive moment.  But it wasn’t until I found myself getting strip searched by a gorgeous, strong prison guard that things got REALLY wild.  Her methods were harsh, but I knew immediately she was just the right person to reform me.  But first she’d have to make me submit and give up full control.

I don’t know what had come over me.  I’d never done anything bad in my life.  Growing up I was a straight A student.  I graduated summa cum laude from college three months ago with a degree in chemistry.  To be honest, I was a total nerd.  I’d always been a shy, unassuming girl with her nose in a book.  But here I was, in jail.  I’d been in a cell with 15 other women overnight.  I hadn’t slept.  I couldn’t eat the food they gave me (I wasn’t sure calling it food was really very accurate).  I was an exhausted mess, and I was too embarrassed to even call my mom and tell her.  I certainly couldn’t tell her that I’d gotten caught shoplifting lingerie.  I had always been her darling girl.

I never in a million years thought this would happen.  I had just gone into the store for a look.  But then I saw this black see-through teddy that was calling my name. I tried it on in one of the dressing rooms, and I saw a whole new me.  Suddenly I wasn’t the nerdy girl in the ironic tee-shirt.  Suddenly I saw my body the way it was meant to be seen.  My breasts were round, with dark little nipples poking through the fabric.  My stomach was taut.  My hips rounded out prettily, accommodating my protruding, bubble butt that even I couldn’t help but notice just begged to be spanked.  In fact, it was an observation I’d made before.  I’d looked in the mirror over my shoulder as I slapped my ass, watching it jiggle and shake in the mirror.  The sight of my own body had turned me on.  I had never seen myself this way before.  Don’t get me wrong, I had done my fair share of disrobing in front of my mirror, twisting my body this way and that, thrusting my breasts forward as I bent over and wriggled my ass for myself, just to see if I could, in an alternate universe, be the kind of femme fatale I longed to be.  But that always seemed like pretend.  Looking at myself in this teddy, the dream seemed real.  Examining the curves of my body, envisioning hands clasping and pulling at the fabric, I felt the bit of fabric between my legs grow damp and hot.  The teddy belonged to me.

But I couldn’t bring myself to take the item to the cashier.  What’s more, this was an upscale shop.  The teddy cost $400 when you factored in the tax.  Like I said, I don’t know what came over me.  In the first impulsive move of my life, I put the Teddy in my purse and tried my best to look nonchalant as I walked out of the store.

Apparently, I’d failed.  The cashier saw my guilt all over my face.  She checked my bag, called the police, and now here I was.  Now that it was morning, I would be oriented and strip searched.  I sat tapping my feet anxiously, trying to figure out how I would get out of this.

If that wasn’t bad enough, I had a second dilemma to deal with.  In the second impulsive move of my life, I had taken a small sample of Guerlain perfume out of my purse and slid it down the back of my jeans, all the way down, and pressed it up and into my asshole as I’d sat in the backseat of the police car, trying not to let out a sigh as I pressed the item into myself.  It was as though everything I’d known myself to be had disintegrated, beginning with seeing myself in that teddy.  I was a femme fatale.  A femme fatale couldn’t go to prison without her perfume. It was a random thought--something to add to the drama.  The perfume was a somewhat arbitrary item--easily in reach, fitting the theme. Now, sitting on the hard cot, trying not to look at the more hardened women around me, all on edge, all trying to assert their dominance, I realized what a strange and stupid thought that had been.  But it was still inside of me, and was sure to be found as soon as the warden came in and searched me.  A thrill went through me, even as I sat there cursing myself.  I didn’t know how I would explain it or what my punishment would be.  Surely they wouldn’t care about perfume?

Suddenly, the cell got quiet as a shadow loomed from down the hall.  Heavy footsteps echoed down the hall as a woman with a slow, intimidating gate approached.  That’s when I saw her, dragging her baton across the bars of the cell, menacingly.  Charcoal gray pants and a light gray top, covered in badges, her figure was still visible in the boxy uniform: muscular and athletic.  She was tall and wore a smirk that said she knew what we were all about, and there was no fucking way we’d get the best of her.  She smiled wide, and it terrified me.

“The little blonde one.  You’re up,” she said, hitting the bars with a surprising clank of her baton and walking back down the hall with a casual swinging gate.  Another guard came up and unlocked the cell, escorting me down the hall to where I would endure my degradation.

I entered a small, non-descript room, concrete floors, white stucco walls.  It was not quite what I expected, reminding me of a high school classroom.  The warden was leaning against the desk with her arms folded, still smiling, her lips thick and her mouth wide.  She was actually quite pretty in her intimidating way.  But her demeanor suggested that she was not a woman to be ogled and appraised.  I was.

She looked me up and down, neither of us saying a word.  My shoulders stooped, my gaze cast down, looking up furtively from time to time to gauge her reaction, her gaze felt heavy and probing on my body.  I found myself wondering if she found my body pleasing.  I remembered how I’d looked in that teddy.  I clenched my ass around the perfume sample deep inside of me.

“This is gonna be fun,” she said.  “You know what to do.”

“No, I really don’t--I don’t usually--this is my first time,” I stammered, strangely embarrassed by my inexperience, as though she would prefer I were a repeat offender.

“Take.  Off.  Your clothes.”  She over enunciated and spoke slowly.  I felt like a stupid child.

I was wearing an ill-fitting tee-shirt that said, “What Would Robots Do?” on the front.  It was too tight around the breasts and hips, and bunched in unflattering ways around the middle.  I’d had it since the beginning of high school before I’d filled out, and now the arm holes were too small.  I struggled pathetically to remove it with my shaking hands as she stared at me, eyebrow cocked in disdain.

“Do you need help?” she scoffed.

“No, no...I got it,” I said, one arm somehow through the neck hole sharing the space with the top of my head, my face buried in my shirt, the fabric starting to pull apart under the pressure.  She came towards me, and even the way she walked seemed mocking.  She grabbed the blonde ponytail that was peeking out of the hole and jerked my head back through.

“I’m gonna say this once,” she said evenly, her hand still gripping my ponytail with force.  “Take off your fucking shirt.”

I slowly pulled my arm out of the neck hole and began again, lifting the shirt the right way this time, and removing it like a normal person.

“Are you gonna continue to be difficult?” she asked, and I shook my head no.  “Bra, too. Tits out.”

The bra was going to be more difficult.  It was a sports bra which snugly suppressed my large, round breasts.  I had difficulty removing it even when in the best of circumstances, and I was shaking under her gaze.  The femme fatale in me was gone.

I slumped my shoulders forward, hoping it would somehow hide my breasts from her as I struggled my way out of the confining, tight fabric.  I instinctively covered as much of my breasts as I could with my hands, but she wouldn’t have it.  She grabbed my hands firmly and placed them on top of my head.

“What are you hiding for, huh?”  she asked, grabbing my breasts and spreading them apart, looking between them.  She lifted them up, one at a time, getting so close I could feel her warm breath on me as she examined underneath.  “You hiding something under your giant titties?”

“No, ma’am,” I quaked.

When she was done examining me, she stood up straight, her face right in mine.  To my surprise, she grabbed one dark nipple between her fingers, twisting it slowly, slowly, until a searing, the pain went through my body and set my clit on end.

“Oh, I see,” she said, looking directly into my eyes.  “You didn’t want me to see how hard your little nipples are.  I think you like undressing for me,” she smiled, rolling my nipple between her fingers.  I could feel my pussy begin to dampen, and I sucked in a breath involuntarily.  “Is that it?”

I didn’t know how to answer--which answer would please her.  So I went with the best approximation of the truth I could find.

“I...I don’t know.”

She put her mouth right up against my ear and said in a low voice, “I think you do know.”  She pulled my ponytail loose with a yank, slapped my tit harshly and stood back from me, breaking the moment.  “Drop your jeans,” she instructed.

I always wore jeans a bit too big for me, and they dropped easily.

“Are you an idiot?”  she asked.  “I want those sopping wet panties on the floor.”

She was right, my pussy was gushing.  My legs were shaking so hard, it was difficult for me to remove my panties.  Without waiting for me to struggle through it, she came up to me and pulled them down herself, bringing them to the floor and her mouth close to my pussy.

“I can smell your pussy,” she said, smiling up at me, sinisterly.  “Do you honestly think you can break the law and get rewarded with my tongue, you little lezzie slut?”

“Please…” I whispered involuntarily.

She stood up and came eye to eye with me.

“Open your mouth,” she said, and I complied.  She stretched my cheeks wide with her fingers and peered in.  “Stick out your tongue.”

When I stuck my tongue out for her, she grabbed it with her fingers, lifting it and looking underneath and around the sides.  She was very thorough, and I wondered if she would be so thorough when it came to my other cavities.

“Little lezzie has a long tongue,” she said.  “I’ll be sure to remember that.”  Suddenly all I could think of was this magnificent woman naked, her legs spread, my tongue stretching to find it’s way deep inside of her. What did she sound like when she moaned?  I wondered.  She was everything I wanted to be and wasn’t.  Strong, cool, sexy.  I wanted to lick her pussy until I absorbed her powers, drinking them in as she came in my mouth. The thought of it made me whimper with desire.

“What was that?” she said, meanly.

“Nothing, Ma’am,” I replied.

“Flip your hair over,” she commanded.

I did my best mermaid flip of my hair, hoping it may turn her on, but she only snickered at me.  She looked around my neck and behind my ears as I bent over, my face now hovering near her pussy.  I don’t know what came over me--it was a phrase I was finding myself using a lot--I reached out and pawed at her pussy through her uniform.

With lightning speed, she grabbed me by the hair and yanked my head up, the roots threatening to give, such was the force of her grip.

“You over eager little slut.  You think you can reach out and touch my pussy at your own whims?  Let me spell this out for you.  You belong to me, bitch.  Now, squat and cough.”

This was it.  On shaking legs I squatted down unsteadily and coughed, feeling my pussy contract, but I held my ass tight.

“Again,” she said.

I coughed again and could feel it starting to come loose, but I held my ass firm.

“Again,” she said.

I coughed, a small little cough, trying desperately to hold on to what was inside of me.

“What’s the little slut hiding?” she said, and with that, she plunged two fingers inside of my pussy, and I involuntarily cried out.  “You couldn’t hold anything in this slippery little pussy,” she said in my ear.  “Spread your legs wide.”  I did as I was told and she began to finger fuck me.  I tried like hell to remain composed, but my pussy was being worked into a frenzy.  No woman had ever touched me down there, and she was finger fucking me aggressively, deeply.  I could feel my face twisting into pained expressions as I tried to hold in my moans and hard breathing.  Her fingers slid in and out of my slick hole with ease, and my legs were beginning to shake.  She withdrew her hand and slapped my clitty with her wet fingers.

“I should have known a bad little bitch like you would be hiding something in her ass.  Bend over and show me your asshole.”

I nearly purred when she called me a bad little bitch.  Something like confidence was building inside of me.  Suddenly, I wanted her to find the strange treasure I’d buried in my asshole.  I wanted to see her face when she found it.  I wanted her to punish me harshly with her expert hands.  I wanted her to always think of me as a bad little bitch.

I bent over and grabbed my ample cheeks with my hands, clutching the flesh and spreading myself open wide for her.  She peered into my asshole, and my ass began to wriggle under her probing gaze, eager to feel her fingers plunge inside of me.

“I think you want me to slide my fingers in that tight little rosebud, don’t you?” she teased.  “Don’t fucking lie to me.  Say it.”

“God, yes…” I moaned.  “Please finger fuck my tight little asshole?” I begged, wriggling my behind this way in that in what I hoped was an enticing dance.  But rather than plunge her fingers in, she only began to spank my cheeks hard with the flat of her strong hands.  I had to grab the wall for balance as she beat me with stinging blows, again and again, crying out in pleasure with each loud smack.

“I’m not here to please you, you’re here to please me,” she said as her hand came down again and again.  With each spank, I could feel my ass growing more and more raw.  She pulled one of my cheeks wide and began spanking me right on my asshole, the reverberations echoing throughout my yearning, needy body.  Then, in a surprising moment that sent me reeling, she spit, a thick wet blob directly onto my puckered hole and smeared it around before slapping the rim again.

“Yes...please…” I moaned pathetically.  But suddenly something cold and hard and thick was pressing against my asshole, threatening me.

“You want to get fucked in the ass?  Then I’m gonna really fuck you in the ass, you little cunt.”

I realized she was going to fuck me with her baton, and I was suddenly brought back to reality.  As much as I wanted her to use my body however she wanted, I had to get that perfume bottle out of my ass, or the baton would surely smash it.

“Wait!  Wait!  There’s perfume in there!”

“What?”

“I hid a bottle of perfume in my ass!”  I cried.

Everything was silent for a moment, save for my labored breathing.  My hands were still on the wall, my body bent over, my legs spread wide.  She walked up to my head and squatted down to put her face in mine.

“Did the prissy little princess not want to come to jail without her bottle of Chanel No. 5?” she taunted.  “What reason would you have to bring that in here?  Did you think maybe I’d take pity on you if you smelled nice for me?”

“I don’t know what I thought... “ I answered with a shaking voice.

“What I think is you’re gonna reach up there and fish it out for me while I figure out what to do with you.”

I reached behind me, and without my arms to support me, I pitched forward, my face and breasts pressed into the wall. I started to steady myself with my hands, but she took her baton and spanked my ass with it.

“Stay where you are,” she commanded.

I reached back to my sore ass, pulling it open with one hand and digging my fingers in with the other.  To my utter humiliation, she began to laugh as she watched me finger my asshole, and my face grew hot as I pathetically dug around inside of myself, knowing she was watching me finger myself for her pleasure.  At this angle, I couldn’t get a good reach, but nonetheless, I plunged my fingers in again and again to no avail.  My pussy grew hot and wet with each thrust and with her every smirking giggle.

“You really are useless, aren’t you?” she laughed.  “Hurry up, I haven’t got all day.”

“I can’t...I can’t reach.”

“Find it or I’ll find it for you,” she said, her voice dark and ominous.

I spread my legs a little more and dug in deep, squirming and moaning pitifully as I did.  Once again, her baton hit my ass, hard, and I yelped.  She pulled my hands roughly out of my asshole and plunged in two of her own fingers.

“You can’t do anything right, can you?”  she said as she fished around in my gaping asshole.  My body bucked and squirmed as her fingers worked their way inside of me, and once again she brought down the baton.  “Hold still, bitch,” she said.  That’s when her fingers grabbed hold of the vial, and gently pulled it out.

“Thought you’d be the bell of the prison ball, did you?”  She smirked, holding the vial up to my face.  “Put it on.  Charm me,” she challenged me.  I knew it was a trick designed to humiliate me, and yet a part of me--a dumb, masochistic part of me--hoped against hope that maybe I actually could.

I stood up before her and dabbed it on my neck and between my breasts, even rubbing a little of it onto my nipples in an effort to entice her.  She laughed cruelly.

“You really think you’re something, don’t you?” she asked.  “Show me what you’ve got.  I want to see you dance.”

I was filled with embarrassment and panic.  I was shaking and didn’t know if I could perform for her.  I remembered the many nights I had danced for myself in my bedroom and tried to conjure the femme fatale I’d pretended to be so often--the femme fatale that had landed me in jail, to begin with.  I lifted my breasts and grabbed hold of my nipples, pulling and stretching them while I swayed my hips back and forth.  I turned around and let her watch my swaying ass as I lifted my hair over my head.  I bent over and dropped to the floor, coming back up ass first, feeling her eyes all over my body.  It was awkward with no music, but I did my best to show her how my body could move.  Maybe I could get her on my side.  Maybe I could gain some sort of control over this absurd situation.  I turned to face her, and found she had a look of mocking disdain on her face, her eyebrow cocked.

“God, you’re pathetic,” she said.  “That’s the worst dancing I’ve ever seen.  As much as I know you want to eat my pussy, I don’t think I could trust you to do it.  Which is too bad.  Good little sluts who eat my pussy right get a few privileges the other girls don’t.”

“I want to try!  Please!” I begged.  God, what must her pussy look like?  Smell like?  I’d never been that close to a pussy in my life, but the idea of it sent violent waves throughout my body as my own pussy clenched and gulped.

She walked up to me and ran her baton between my legs until it met my pussy lips.  I gasped as she slid it up inside of me, my pussy opening to receive it and then clenching down hard as I gushed all over it and moaned.  She slid it out, and I watched it glisten in the light as she held it up to her face and smiled.  She stuck out her tongue and licked up the length of the baton, tasting my juices and I felt I could cum just watching her taste me.

“You want it bad, don’t you pet?” she said with a smile.  I fell to my knees and grabbed her legs.

“Please, I’ll be good. But I want it so badly.  Please let me taste your pussy!”  She laughed and kicked me off of her, watching my naked body tumble to the floor gracelessly.

“Pathetic little bitch!” she hooted.  “Get on your knees.”

I scrambled up, eager to do anything I could to get into her good graces.

“Show me you know what to do with a pussy.  Show me how you touch yourself.  Don’t you dare cum, though, or I won’t be as nice to you as I have been.”

I was so relieved to be able to do something to please her--to be able to touch my pussy which was so sorely yearning to be touched.  I spread open my pussy lips so she could see my pink wetness, and began eagerly rubbing my clit in hard, fast circles.

“Slower….slower…” she instructed patiently as my hand slowed to a glacial, excruciating pace.  I whimpered and shook as my finger made the rounds.  The only word I could form was “Please…”

“Please what, Little Bitch?”  She asked, towering over me.

“Please let me finger my fuckhole…” I said.

“You want to plunge your grubby little fingers in your cunt, do you?”  She asked with mocking, motherly condescension.  “I don’t think you know what to do with your cunt at all.  Spread your lips wide and let me examine you.”

I tugged on my pussy lips and stretched them as wide open as I could bear.  She leaned down close and stared at my aching clitty.  She reached out with one finger and gently, lightly touched the protruding nub, and I moaned loudly as she laughed.  To humiliate me further she began spanking my clitty hard, over and over again with the flat of her fingers as I cried out, laughing all the while.

“Is your pussy so starved for attention that it even likes to be beaten?  You’ve got some big tits, there, girl,” she said, giving my nipple a smack in the same manner.  “So you must just be that big of a pathetic nerd.  Is that why nobody wants to fuck you?  Because you’re so pathetic nobody even wants to play with your big titties?”  She tweaked my nipple, teasingly, and gave it a harsh twist.

“I need to be fucked so badly.  Please...Please!” I begged, my nipples still clamped in her fingers.

“What do I get in return?”

“Anything,” I promised.

“Here’s the deal--and listen carefully,” she began, twisting my nipple even more.  “This is your audition.  I’m gonna find out just exactly what I can use you for.  You have one chance to eat my pussy.  If you make me cum, you’re my little bitch.  You do anything I say.  I offer you protection.  And I may give your pathetic pussy some relief.  But if you don’t, you’re gonna hear it from my baton, and I’m gonna throw you to the wolves.  You don’t want that.  Does that sound fair?  I hope so, because it’s your only option.”

I gulped, terrified of the pressure, and thrilled that soon I’d be tasting this magnificent woman’s cunt.

“Yes, ma’am,” I nodded.

“Get back on your knees.”  As I did as I was told, she undid her tie and wrapped it around my eyes, barring me from seeing her.  I had so looked forward to laying my eyes on her body, but I knew deep down I didn’t deserve to see her.  But my spirits were lifted when a moment later, I could feel the presence of her musky pussy hovering over my face.  My heart began to pound in anticipation.

“Lean forward and lick me,” she commanded, and I lunged at her pussy, telling myself to pace myself but being so hungry for me that idea seemed all but impossible.  I french kissed her puffy, bare lips deeply, tasting her hot, smoky cunt and plunging my tongue deep into the perfect, slick hole while her strong hands held my head.

“So far so good, pet,” she said, and I think I could detect that her voice had lowered in her pleasure.  I had never been so proud.  “Keep going.”

I didn’t know any techniques or what was typically done, and so I decided merely to explore her.  I let the tip of my tongue run up one lip, and back down the other, making its way to the inner lips and doing the same.  I licked her in long, slow strokes, before I buried the whole of my face into her and tongue fucked that hot little hole the way it deserved to be fucked.  I wanted my whole being inside of her.  Taking initiative, though I knew it was risky, I reached up and used my fingers to pry her lips open as wide as the would go, and I began to suck hard on her stiffening clitty.  I was elated as I heard her begin to breathe hard and sigh.

“Good girl...good girl...good girl…” she repeated as I sucked and licked her perfect pussy.  Before long I felt a flood begin to rush out of her as she smeared her pussy all over my face, marking me with her emission, grunting and fucking my face.

“Good girl,” she said again.  “I’m surprised.  You’re a very good girl indeed.  That’s why I’m going to reward you.”

“Thank you, thank you, thank you!” I cried.  I had never been more proud of myself.

She sat on a chair and held her baton between her legs.  “Come sit on Momma’s lap,” she said sinisterly.

“What do you mean?”  I asked with a shaking voice.

“I want you to put your ass right here,” she said pointing to the tip of the baton.  “And I want you to sit down.”

I wasn’t sure I could take the thick baton all the way in.  It could rip me to shreds.

“Trust me,” she said.  “Because if you don’t, you’ll get something much worse.”

I came over to her and put my legs on either side of her, squatting over the baton.  I lowered myself until it met my rim.  I inched my way down and hurt awfully--I wasn’t sure it was safe.

“I said sit down, bitch,” she growled in my ear, and I slid all the way down, taking the whole thing at once, moaning all the way, until I was sitting on her lap.  At once I was filled with pleasure.

“Your ass is mine, now,” she said wetly in my ear as her hand reached around and began mercilessly tapping my clit in a slow, steady beat.  “You do what I say when I say.”  Her voice was low and, and the rumble of it filled my body down to the core.  “You lick me when I say.  You lick my boot if I say.  You lick my ass if I say.  You take what I give you, and you say thank you, you understand, you little cunt?”  Her hand was picking up pace, and I was beginning to quake.

“Thank you,” I moaned.  “Thank you.”

“And you cum when I tell you to cum.  Not any other time.”  The force of her hand was growing stronger with every stinging spank.  “You cum how I decide to make you cum.  And you’re gonna cum for me now, with my baton in your ass, while I spank your eager little clit.  Cum for me.”

My body operated entirely on her command, and I felt a stream of hot liquid begin to pour out of me as my moans rose in pitch, and my world spiraled out of control into ecstasy.  She was slapping my pussy now, hard and fast and violently.  And then one finger pressed into my nub, deep and hard prolonging my orgasm.  My bucking body pitched forward, and I fell to the floor taking the baton with me.  She withdrew it and smeared the musky baton across my face before giving my ass one last smack as I lay breathless and useless on the floor.

“Put on your black and whites.  Welcome to prison.”  She picked up the vial of perfume off the floor and tossed it at me.  “Feel free to hold onto this.  I want you to smell nice for next time,” she said, heading for the door.


25. She Was The Best Lover: Lesbian Sex with The Other Woman by Riley Davis

Kevin might not be much. But he is mine. Sometimes I wonder if I’m enough. If I could do more. When his visits become more and more infrequent, I fear the worst. And my suspicions are confirmed when I find a strange number in his call history. Setting a trap, I come face-to-face with a dark-haired girl who obviously knows him all too well. Samantha stirs something in my soul. And when we both realize our mutual mistake, we take off together with no way of knowing where the night will lead or how it might end.

Was it her?

I had been on her trail for weeks. There were so many signs. Kevin kept coming around to my place later and later. All the cryptic text messages that he failed to answer when I was nearby. But I saw him firing off responses whenever I moved to refill our drinks or see to dinner. Still, he said that it was nothing for me to worry about, and night after night always ended in my bed in his arms. He was a fast, sharp lover. I couldn’t help but gasp at the force of his cock engulfing me. The climax washed over me before I knew what was happening, and I would tighten my hold in an effort to keep him close. He liked to kiss my cheek . Then he’d pull out in search of another drink that led to him nodding off on the couch as he checked the scores and started to snore. Maybe this was all that I could hope for when it came to a lover, and I tried to take the good with the bad.

Until he hardly came around at all.

My phone calls went unanswered, and I hated his cold text messages with the series of emojis that he probably thought were cute. It wasn’t, and it wasn’t until a butt dial caught me off guard that I started to put the pieces together.

Because there was the sound of his voice and a lighter giggle followed by smacking lips and anxious moans. I clutched the phone so hard that I feared it would shatter in my hands when the laughter turned into grunts begging for more.

His voice. I knew it all too well. And I ended the call with a sob as I sank to the floor and held my face in my hands.

How the hell could he do this to me? My first thought was to track him down and slap his face hard. No. I wanted to tear that slut from his side and make her pay for taking what she had no right to. I let Kevin come back to me the next night and went through the motions of fucking him until he drifted off without the benefit of checking in on the latest ballgame. Crawling towards his fallen pants, I retrieved his phone and saw a number without a name running into infinity in his call history. Did I dare ring her up and trash her, whoever she was, for putting her hands on my man?

No. I wanted to look her in the eye. And a quick text message would certainly do the trick.

Meet me at Greco’s tomorrow night. I’ll be waiting.

I wore a low cut blouse and a skirt that just flowed at my knees as I sat at the table closest to the door and tapped my nails beside the checkered placemat. Every girl that entered the room under the jangle of the bell set my teeth on edge. I peered hard at a blonde with a ring in her nose followed by a redhead in scrubs wearing a weary expression. Both women winded their way through the restaurant and found their way into other man’s arms as they kissed them with grateful lips. Maybe if that was the competition, I could find ways to compete. I was too classy for hardware and took the time to dress up before going out in the open. I felt like I was about to beat anyone else who might appear.

But then there was her.

She was thin and looked tough in tight jeans and a halter top just peeking out of a leather jacket. As she flicked her dark locks over her shoulder and chewed a piece of gum, I saw a gleam in her eyes and a glint in her eyes that seemed so sure that she could have every man in the place with one crook of her little finger. The fact that she kept glancing around crushed my heart, and I abandoned my seat ready to do battle.

“Trying to find Kevin?”

The girl startled at the sound of my voice, but she recovered quickly and pressed her hands to her hips.

“What the hell is it to you?” she demanded.

The stranger scanned me up and down, and as she licked her lips, I quivered where I stood and thought of slinking back into the shadows.

“I… he’s mine.”

The sound of my own voice surprised me, and I wanted her to wilt when she laughed and just shook her head.

“He might have something else to say about that,” the girl said. “But props to you for sniffing me out. Shows smarts. I like that.”

Pulling the opposing chair out from under the table, she sat slowly and crossed her legs as she took a sip of water.

“You went to all this trouble… so are we going to talk or what?” she asked.

I couldn’t think of another plan, and joined her at the table as I bowed my head.

“Look I… maybe you didn’t know,” I started.

“That he likes to have his cake and eat it, too?” she challenged. “Had my suspicions.”

“So why did you---”

“Call me curious,” she said cutting me off. “Maybe I wanted to see if you really had it in you.”

“Excuse me?” I asked.

“He wouldn’t ask me to a place like this,” the girl continued. “The way he says it is you tend the home fires… I live in the shadows… and…”

And?

“What is that supposed to mean?” I demanded. “Is there someone else?”

“Just another suspicion,” she said. “Do you really not know what he’s all about?”

“I…”

Maybe that was true; maybe I just needed to lie down. I took my own drink of water and headed towards the door with the unknown girl at my back. We walked into the night as the skies started to open.

“Looks like rain.”

“I know,” I said. “I…”

The droplets had yet to fall when I spied Kevin’s car pushing into park. Unable to breathe, I watched as he circled around to the passenger’s side and held out his hand for a golden-haired girl with a round face dressed entirely in white. She giggled against his arm, and I couldn’t believe that this was another one of his types as I charged forward and grabbed his collar.

“You fuck!” I screamed. “How many secrets do you have?”

“Beth, I… oh.”

His voice cut off as he peered over my shoulder, and as the blonde quivered behind him, the dark-haired girl took another step forward with a proud smirk crossing her lips.

“Answer her, Kevin,” she said. “Cause I always knew. But now we’re airing all the dirty laundry…”

He inched closer and cupped her chin in his hand.

“It won’t change anything, Samantha,” he said. “Unless… does it…?”

I strained my ear to catch every syllable from his lowered voice, and the truth hit me like a kick in the gut that wormed its way to the edges of my heart.

“Unless it makes you want to show me more?” he suggested

Would she say yes? I imagined her taking the blonde out with the quickest of strikes, and  I vowed to hold my ground if he tried to take Samantha into his arms… his car…

“No,” Samantha finally said. “Makes me want to do this.”

She kicked him hard and sent him falling to the ground. My hands were at my mouth, and the blonde squealed as the rain started to fall, and Samantha seized hold of my arm.

“What do you think you’re doing?” I asked.

“You really want to hang around these parts?”

“No, I---”

“And didn’t your mother teach you to get out of the rain?”

I nodded my head as she guided me towards a motorcycle. So what if there was no extra helmet at the ready? The rain kept falling, and I…

“Think we should get you home.”

To that, I could offer no objection, and we left Kevin and his third lover in the dust as I clung to Samantha’s waist and told her where and when to turn. The roads grew slick under her tires, and I kept fearing a crash until she reached my lot and found the first available place.

“Walking distance,” she said. “Fuck he’s bold.”

I nodded again as I looked at my car sitting. Rain fell onto my hair, and I ran toward the door as I fumbled for the key in my purse. As soon as the metal was in my hand, the grooves hit the hole, and I just wanted to get inside when Samantha was at my back.

“How about I help you along?” she offered as she spit out her gum.

Too weak to argue, I opened the door with her and let her lead me up the steps. Only then did I notice that she has lost her helmet. With one quick shake, the water from her hair simply fell to the landing, and she looked no worse for the wear.

But I was still soaked and suddenly shivering.

“It’s okay,” she said. “Better that we know.”

“Better?” I asked. “Easy for you to say. You… you probably have boys all over town just waiting for you.”

“Thank you for that,” Samantha said with a wink. “I--- hey.”

Weakly striking her cheek, I saw her wince and thought that she could tear me apart when she simply stood still and waited.

“I’m… I mean… where does that leave me?” I asked.

I wasn’t sexy or blonde or anything that a man would throw caution to the wind for. My limp, soaked body started to fall when Samantha steadied my stance and eased her warm cheek to mine.

“Let it all out,” she said. “It hurts being played for a fool.”

Clinging to her as I sobbed, I let her hands run through my hair and liked the sensation when I finally looked away from her embrace.

“I’m sorry it I hurt you,” I said.

“It’s all good,” Samantha responded. “I’m kind of glad that you called me out.”

Her smile soothed my soul, and I liked the look in her eyes. It reminded me of the friends that I always wanted so much more from. Sharing their sleeping bags was always a thrill. But it had to stop and start with that want.

“Would you like me to just cut out now?” she asked.

Didn’t it?

I shook my head and slowly reached for her hand. Samantha smiled and took a step closer. The scent of spearmint wafted off her breath, and I snuggled into her shoulder when she pushed her fingers under my chin.

“Then maybe we should get you out of these wet clothes,” she said. “Don’t want you catching a cold or some shit.”

Her fingers stayed linked with mine as we walked down the hallway towards the tiny bathroom. Samantha flicked the switch, and I winced when I saw my hair a mass of tangles and my makeup a melted clown’s mask in the mirror.

“I really didn’t stand a chance did I,” I mused.

“Don’t feel so bad,” Samantha said. “You’re in good company.”

As I lifted my arms, she pulled the damp blouse over my head. Shivering before the sink, I sank into the fluffy towel that she draped over my shoulders as she started to dry me down.

“And I would beg to argue with that assessment.” The towel stayed in place as her fingers trailed down my sides. The sudden rush of tingles crawling under my skin had nothing to do with the chill in the air, and I let her knead my fresh when her eyes met mine in the glass.

“What are you doing?” I asked in a thick voice.

“Confirming a first impression,” Samantha said. “You know I only sort of kind of hated you for like a second because you are beautiful.”

“Think that’s an old ad for a hair product or something,” I quipped. The sound of Samantha’s laughter winded its way through my hair, and she lifted the towel to dry my locks before turning me back around to face her without the benefit of the glass.

“Doesn’t mean it’s not true,” Samantha said. “Want a kiss?”

I stayed in her eyes as I took a step away. The small of my back pushed into the porcelain and even as my heart beat wildly in my chest I nodded and let her fingers trace the line of my parted lips. Nipping at her nails, I inched closer to her and felt drunk on the mint fresh air trickling off her tongue when she claimed my mouth in a tender hold. At first, the peck was chaste, and I savored her taste until my arms winded around her neck. Samantha pulled me away from the sink, and our mouths melded together as her breath gave me new life.

A life that ended all too fast when she pulled away.

“Nice,” she said. “Bet you can do even better.”

Samantha fell to her knees, and she stripped my skirt away until I stepped out of the damp garment. Climbing her way up my legs, I relished her hold and delighted in her kisses dotting my ankles, my knees, and when the raven-haired girl stopped at my panties, she pushed her fingers into the silk.

“Wonder how wet you are here?” Samantha asked. Just a few hours earlier I would have kicked her hard and called her out for so crude a comment. But now I reached behind my quivering ass and gripped the sink for support. One long finger started to explore the moist folds of my cunt, and I spread my pussy as I fell into her touch and bit down on my lip. Samantha lingered as she stood, and for a second I was far more captivated by the hand that played with the tangles in my drying hair when she thrust forward and kissed away my moan.

“Is this for me?” Samantha asked as she left my mouth. Her lips pressed into my cheek, her tongue grazed my ear, and I loved getting lost in her dark brown stare as I tried to speak.

“Kevin never did as much,” I slowly muttered. “So… so maybe…”

At the sound of that, Samantha drove her finger deeper. Every time she hit the spot where I thought I would spill out to rival the rain, she eased back and simply caressed my flesh.

“Always in and out and that was it with him,” Samantha said. “Sort of makes you wonder what we were fighting so hard to hang onto.”

“I---”

There was no chance to answer her question when she added another finger into the mix and swirled as she lunged and made me wetter still. I writhed against the sink and nearly reached back for the faucet in search of a splash of cold water when I had to cling to her shoulders to keep my legs from giving out from under me. Samantha brought me so close to a scream and suddenly stopped short.

“No!” I moaned as I managed to reach for her dark hair and pulled her face close to mine. “Please.”

“What will you do to keep me going?”

She tilted her head to one side and resumed wiping the remaining droplets of water off my body. My legs shook, and I hated the fact that she avoided my cunt at all costs when she dropped the towel and took a step back.

“Let’s say I give you a little incentive.”

Discarding her leather jacket and slinging it over the edge of the tub, Samantha peeled off her halter top and her too tight jeans. I was not shocked to see her body naked underneath, her breasts taut and tempting, her pussy hairs trimmed in a perfect triangle. Raising my fingers and longing to touch her lean form, I groaned when she turned on her heel and stood framed in the doorway.

“How about we take it to your bed?” she suggested. “Don’t know about you, but I’d find it a hell of a lot more comfortable?”

Conceding the point so I could get back in her arms, I signaled the way forward in a weak voice as we reached the patchwork quilt bathed in a few beams of moonlight passing through the blinds.

“Nice,” Samantha whispered as she kissed my cheek. “May I?”

Nodding without words, I watched her turn the quilt down, and she settled in the sheets and stretched towards the pillows. Seeing her alabaster form in the strands of silver light, I fully understood the attraction and wondered how Kevin could pass her up when Samantha crooked one finger in my direction, and it was as if an invisible string dragged me to the edge of my own bed.

“You like?” she asked.

“I… it’s so many things,” I said.”

“Tell me all about it.”

Her hand met the back of my head, and I sighed as she combed her fingers through my hair and inched closer, her mouth nearly at mine as I peered into her eyes.

“Beth?”

“Have you done this before?” I asked.

“Obviously.”

“With other girls?”

“Lots,” she said. “So what’s the problem?”

“I… I haven’t,” I confessed. “Maybe I’ll come up short, and you’ll go away, too.”

Blinking back a few tears, I hated seeming so weak when Samantha gathered me into her arms and kissed the tip of my nose.

“Don’t see that happening,” she soothed. “Now let’s say we get back to it.”

My heart lightened at the sound of her voice, and I fell to her side and started to fondle her flesh. She was softer than I had ever imagined, and I wrapped my legs around hers as our bodies seemed to mesh into one and she kissed my eyes.

“Feeling better?” she asked.

“Getting there,” I murmured. “But you still have to… what do I have to do to get you back inside me?”

“Maybe you could return the favor.”

It did not come out as a question, and I my fingers sought out her cunt. I found her flesh warm and just as wet as mine. The sensation brought a smile to my face, and I tentatively touched her.

“It’s too much like kids’ stuff,” Samantha said.

“I… I wouldn’t want to break you or anything,” I said.

“You really are too sweet,” Samantha said. “And I mean that in the best way.”

“So what’s the---?”

“I won’t shatter,” Samantha promised. “And don’t you want to make me happy?”

“No.”

Now her eyes grew wide, and she started to sit up when I seized her wrists and pushed them over her head.

“Stay like that,” I said. “What I… what I really want is a taste.”

Her lips curled up, and she spread her legs as I fell between her thighs. Her cunt was a heady mixture of leather and lavender, and I dove into her pussy with ease and let my tongue lap against her folds as she pressed her heels against my back. Desperate to keep her near, I sucked on her clit and suddenly stopped when I imagined what I would want most if it was me… if it was her…

Using my tongue like her finger or the best cock that I had never known, I lunged inside and kept moving closer at the sound of her moans and the feel of her feet falling towards my ass. Her sweet hold grew tighter, and I worked my tongue until she released me with a moan. But I made no effort to flee as I drank her warmth down and finally looked up with her lust on my lips and a new light in my eyes.

“You sure you’ve never done this before?” Samantha asked.

“I swear,” I whispered. “Was I alright?”

“Silly question.”

I fell back to the edge of the bed and waited until she crawled closer and fell between my thighs. My cunt ached for her finger, but I accepted her kiss and nearly found contentment there when Samantha rested her head on my shoulder and sighed into my hair.

“It’s bliss,” she said. “And since you were so amazing…”

She swirled her fingers under my breasts and reached up to lightly tweak my nipples when I kissed her again and just bit down on her tongue.

“Ow! What the hell was that for?” Samantha said.

“Return the favor,” I said. “I need you here.” Guiding her hand to my cunt, I hated the fact that she did nothing but stroke my skin until she plunged inside me and I couldn’t stop the gasp that started at the base of my soul and hit the air in a grateful shout.

“Like this, Beth?”

Unable to nod, I enjoyed her inside me and loved the small spaces between her thrusts as she found my raw nerve and teased it to a place where my eyes rolled back in my head, and I grabbed her face. I searched for a kiss when she turned her head away.

“Wait for it,” Samantha said. “I want to see your face when I finish you off.” It was nearly impossible to focus on anything but the feel of her fingers when she stopped, and I met her gaze.

“Just like that,” Samantha said. “Let’s see how much you love this.”

Against her touch, I struggled to stay in her eyes as my body rocked and every effort to hold her came to nothing.

Until my pussy clenched down on her finger and it felt like my first time. Only surer… sweeter…

Too weak to move, I saw her leave my line of sight and wondered if I should have done something more when she placed the quilt over my body and pillowed my head with the back of her hand.

“Samantha, I---”

“Shhh,” she soothed. “You felt so good. Now you just relax.”

It was hard to do that when she stroked my sides and planted her palms on my hips. I twisted closer to her hold and wanted only to live in the world of her hands when her lips were almost on mine.

“I said relax,” Samantha repeated. “You’re not cold, right?”

“No, I…”

I had no voice but tasted her kiss again before falling to the base of her neck. The word cold, the idea of any kind of chill meant nothing as she wrapped her arms and the quilt tighter before I drifted into a dream where there was nothing but her fingers and her lips chasing after me forevermore.

“Beth?”

It was too deep to be Samantha’s voice, but I still started to reach for what I hoped would be her soft hands. These were harder. Larger.

And I bolted to the other end of the bed and pressed the quilt close to my breasts as I saw Kevin sitting at the edge of my mattress.

“How did you get in here?” I demanded.

“Know where you kept the spare key,” he said. “Still hiding the brass in the plant?”

“Obviously, you already know the answer,” I said. “But that doesn’t mean that you can just come and go as you please.”

“Are you really not happy to see me?” he asked.

He smirked and started to curve to my side as I turned my head away and flinched when he touched my rumpled hair that had dried into a mass of untamed curls.

“Thought you were with someone else now,” I said. Kevin moaned as I moved farther away from him, and I started to dress when he pinched my thighs.

“Do not touch me!” I hissed.

“Don’t be like that, babe,” he whined. “You know I always come back to you. And you know you love it.”

His arm surrounded my legs, and I almost leaned back to him on the wave of an instinct and nothing else when I remembered how he had humiliated me not once but twice. And still, he had the gall to come crawling back for a screw in the first light of dawn. Little did he know that…

“I wasn’t alone last night,” I told him, hoping that it might hurt him in some way. Kevin quickly glanced around the room and released a laugh as he smoothed out the sheets under his fingers.

“So where’s your magic man now?” he asked. “Couldn’t have been much of a lover.”

“I… you have no idea,” I shot back. His laughter continued, and I fought the urge to slap his face when I realized that it would do nothing to aid my cause. Samantha must have taken off when I wasn’t looking, and he’d never believe me even if I told him…

My heart stopped at the sound of a door creaking open again. It was the entry to the bathroom, and she appeared wearing nothing but a towel and a bright smile on her pale face.

“Thought I’d just grab a shower,” she started. “Then I wanted to hang back and hear the show.”

Kevin’s jaw dropped as she swirled one arm around my shoulders and pulled me into a deep kiss. The taste of my toothpaste wafted off her tongue, and I cherished the flavor until I had to pull back for a breath of air. Only then did I see Kevin looking as if he was living out a nightmare while wide awake.

And the horror in his eye prompted me to take Samantha by the hand.

“She was the best lover,” I said. “Suppose I should thank you for pointing her my way.”

Samantha kissed me again, and Kevin almost became an afterthought as I began to remove her towel.

“What the hell is---?”

He couldn’t finish the thought as I took her bare body in my arms, and we pulled away from one another to see Kevin on his feet with a scowl and his fists clenched. I started to tremble when Samantha stepped forward in all of her naked glory and tweaked his nose.

“On your way, Kev,” she said. “Leave the sex to the pros.”

She kicked the back of his leg before he shambled towards the open door, and when he looked back one last time, Samantha held me close and kissed my hair.

“Bye-bye, boy.”

I listened to his footsteps fall down the stairs, and as soon as the door closed behind him, I quickly turned to meet Samantha’s eyes.

“That was almost too mean!” I said.

“And you don’t think he deserved it?” she challenged.

My only answer to her question was a quick kiss that sent us back to the bed. Falling into the sheets, I stripped to meet the silky curves of her skin and sighed into her shoulder until she held my hips and turned me to a place where I could do nothing but look down into her dark eyes.

“And don’t we deserve this?” Her kiss was hot, and I suckled her lips as she searched for the sweet spot between my legs. Her gentle caresses were almost enough to make me cum, but I kept my lust at bay and sighed into her long hair before our eyes locked again.

“Always,” I said. “I’m so happy you stayed.”

“Not going anywhere,” she said. “Okay by you?”

“Sounds like a plan, Samantha.”


26. Amanda Helped Me Forget My Ex: First Lesbian Sex with my College Roommate by Roxy Rhodes

I knew it would happen. As soon as I was away at college, getting used to all the new people, trying to find my classes and get my books -and get used to having a roommate -my high school boyfriend cheated on me. We’d promised ...oh, it didn’t matter what we promised. He’d broken my heart and I dumped him, and I was miserable. And to be honest, I missed the sex. A lot. But I was too upset to go looking for a one-night stand, even for revenge sex. Then my roommate had an idea.

From the first time I met her, I’d been a little bit afraid of my roommate Amanda. She seemed...a little on the wild side. I, on the other hand, was not. The rumors were she had a different boyfriend every weekend, and that she slept with all of them, sometimes more than one at a time. I, on the other hand, had been a virgin, until...

Until I’d met the guy I thought was the love of my life. I don’t even want to think his name. He’d been my first and even though he’d said I was his, I was pretty sure now he just said that to get into my pants. I let him, obviously confusing lust with love.

But from the first time, I discovered that I loved sex. Every time had been better than the last, and no matter what we did—and I made him do everything he and I could think of—I had screaming orgasms. I thought we would be together forever, having mind-blowing sex, getting married, babies...and always, mind-blowing sex.

Now, through a Facebook message from a “caring friend,” I’d heard the ex-who-shall-remain-nameless had been seen with a girl. And not just seen...he’d been heard having wild sex in his dorm room. They’d seen the girl, and the girl, who shall be called slut from now on, looked very happy. So much for keeping the promise he made to me, on the night before I left for college.

It was late at night, and I was sitting on my bed in my cotton nightgown, looking over my class schedule, trying to decide...something. Concentrating was hard; tears kept blurring my vision. A single tear dropped on the page. I should just go to sleep, I thought. Deal with all of this tomorrow.

“Shit...” I wiped away the tear, watching the ink smear. “Shit...shit...shit...” I sniffed dramatically.

“Really. You’re still crying over that useless piece...”

I looked up. Amanda was sitting cross-legged on her bed, watching me. She’d heard the entire story; heard it and laughed, actually.

“If he couldn’t keep it in his pants until he sees you again, he’s not worth tears.”

I sniffed again. “I loved him...”

“You liked his cock, right? In your pussy, in your mouth...the sex was great; you told me that.”

Her words shocked me, but I nodded. It had been great, all of it, even giving him blow jobs. I blushed, thinking that he’d been my first in so many ways. And now...it felt like he’d be my last. 

“There are plenty of guys here...” Amanda was already shaking her head. “Right, you said no revenge sex. Such a good girl you are, Abby. Such a good girl. It’s hard for me to believe you’re such a sex-fiend. You act like a virgin.”

Amanda was looking at me like I was a piece of chocolate and she was having pre-period cravings. It scared me...a little. But it excited me...a lot. I wasn’t sure why. Girls...I wasn’t into girls. But Amanda looked remarkably like Angelina Jolie...a young Angelina. Full lips, dark eyes that held all kinds of secrets. And now those eyes were sweeping over me, taking in every detail. Then her lips curved into a smile.

“You know...” She uncrossed her long legs. She was wearing what she slept in, an old man’s t-shirt that ended at mid-thigh, and a pair of panties. “You know, I can help you with part of your problem.”

“Which part?”

She sat on the edge of her bed for a minute, then stood up and crossed the room. “I’ll show you.”

“But you...aren’t...I’m not...I don’t...” Words of protest were falling out of my mouth, but my body was already reacting to Amanda, to the sight of her breasts pushing against the thin shirt, her nipples sticking out. I ran my tongue over my lips as the insane thought of what those hard nipples would feel like if I licked them.

“You’re such a virgin, Abby, even though you’re not. Relax. You’re not going to hell for this.”

Amanda reached out and brushed a strand of hair away from my face. Her fingers were cool against my skin, and I realized I was blushing to the roots of my hair. With her free hand, she reached over and turned off my reading light. The room went dark, but there was enough moonlight shining through the window that I could see her, see her lips curve into a half-smile, see her heavy-lidded eyes as she looked at me.

“Make room. I’ll show you.” She took the papers and books in my hands, and dumped them in a heap on the floor.

I moved over on the bed as she started to pull her t-shirt over her head. I’d caught glimpses of her getting dressed or in the showers, but now I looked up at her breasts, full and round, dark nipples standing up hard. For a second I wondered if they were real, but as she tugged the shirt over her head, they jiggled, just enough to tell me they were real.

Something like a little explosion went off somewhere south of my stomach, a sensation that made me gasp, made my stomach muscles clench, hips jerking. A shudder ran through me, the muscles in my thighs tightening, my toes curling.

“Jesus, Abby. Are you going to come just looking at me?”

I managed a smile. “I...I don’t think so...”

She laughed and then sat down on the bed beside me. One breast brushed my arm, sending shivers up my spine.

“Take your shirt off. I want to see you.”

I pulled my nightgown over my head, unable to even protest. Impatient, she reached out, jerking it over my head. Before she even had it off me, she was kissing me, her lips on mine for an instant, then moving over my face, to the hollow of my neck, tongue darting into my ear, exploring briefly. I shivered, and she returned to my mouth with her lips.

The kiss was unexpected, gentle almost. She leaned closer and her breasts rubbed against mine. The shiver intensified, the explosions in my body turning into rhythmic jolts, growing stronger, moving lower. I moaned against Amanda’s mouth, suddenly wanting her tongue.

I opened my mouth, sliding my tongue between her lips, finding hers already there. For a minute our tongues danced in her mouth and then I sucked hers into my mouth. I tasted gum and cigarettes, the warm lushness of her tongue against mine making me gasp with pleasure.

I felt her smile against my mouth, and then heard her laugh. I broke the kiss, catching a glimpse of her eyes in the dark.

“You’re a hellion, aren’t you? I bet you gave that asshole the best time of his life. And he was dumb enough to let you get away.”

I had no answer for that, but I wanted her kiss again...wanted all of her, suddenly, completely. I reached up, finding her breasts, fingers tensing against all that firm roundness.

Amanda drew in a sharp breath, but she didn’t say anything. Beneath my hands I felt her push against me, push more of those full breasts into my hand. For a minute I let my hands roam over her, enjoying the feel of smooth skin, the contrast of fullness and softness...the nipples pressing into my palm.

I moved one hand, letting my thumb slid over her nipple. It had gone soft and now under my touch, it puckered up hard and taut, and I heard her gasp. On instinct I leaned forward, flicking my tongue over it. This time, I heard a moan and Amanda reached up, winding her fingers in my hair. She held me against her as I went from tentative licking, to kissing, to pulling that stiff little rosebud nipple into my mouth.

I sucked, gently at first, but Amanda tugged my hair.

“Harder...suck me like you sucked what’s-his-name’s cock.”

I looked up and into her eyes. Even in the dark, I could see the fire in them. I closed my eyes, sucking more of her into my mouth, getting nipple and a delicious mouthful of that creamy smooth skin. It was...strange and wonderful...and I sucked greedily, kneading Amanda’s other breast with my fingers.

Amanda moaned again, pulling my hair. I sucked harder, but that only made her tug harder on my hair. I let go with a gasp before she pulled out a hank of hair.

“I’m impatient. And there’s more I want to show you.”

Slipping off the bed she wiggled out of her panties, letting the fall into the shadows. I lay back, reaching for the edge of my panties, but Amada was there, hooking her fingers under the elastic. I lifted my hips, let her pull them down over my legs. My panties went wherever Amanda’s went.

She climbed back on the bed, kneeling, straddling my hips with her long thighs. The moonlight hit her, full breasts casting shadows on her torso, her thighs spread...the dark space between her legs. I looked up at her, watching as she let her eyes move over me. Then her gaze came back to my face.

“I’ve been wanting to get a good look at you for a long time.” She ran her tongue over her lips. “A long time...you’re such a goody-goody though, and you still had that boyfriend...”

She leaned forward, hands resting beside my shoulders. I could smell the lingering spicy fragrance of her perfume, and beneath that the scent of her...of Amanda...rich and musky, a scent that was so private that I gasped. And then blushed, wondering if she could smell me too, what I smelled like to her. If I smelled good or not.

“But now that loser is gone, and I can have you all to myself. At least until you find some other guy...” She flicked her tongue across my lips. “That is, if you decide you want another boyfriend. After tonight...” She shrugged, leaving that thought unfinished.

“But now...I’m going to show you that you don’t need guys to have mind-blowing sex. All you need is a good friend, like me. Someone with a little experience.”

“So you’re...a lesbian?”

She smiled, slowly, a crooked smile with those lips. I wanted to kiss her again, wanted her to kiss me.

“No. I just like sex. And I like sex with people I find attractive.” Her eyes moved over my face, slowly, then down to my breasts.

“And I find you very attractive. Have since the day I saw you in registration. You looked like a scared little kitten...the kind you want to pick up and take home and feed. And then...” She trailed a finger over my chest, down the curve of one breast, circling a nipple. It pulled up tight and hard, and little jolts of electricity ran through me, all coming to meet in one spot between my legs. I felt myself getting wet, felt my hips rise on their own, my thighs going limp with desire.

“And then when they grow up, you find out they have claws...” She rolled my nipple between her fingers. The jolts got more intense. “And that they know how to use them.”

Her fingers tightened, slowly, pinching my nipple, pinching it hard...hard enough to bring tears to my eyes. I cried out. But behind the pain was a wave of desire that started where he touched me, washed through me, and I cried out again.

“Like that? That’s just a tease...a show of claws. I can make it more intense, lots more. If you like...”

I was nodding already. “Yes...I do...” My words got lost in another moan of pleasure. “Very much.” The last part came out in a whisper.

Amanda sat back suddenly, tugging my nipple further, then letting go. “You’re wet, aren’t you?” Her hand moved between my legs. I moved the further apart, until one leg hit the wall with a hollow thud. The other leg slipped off the edge of the bed.

“You’re just a little slut, aren’t you?” Her fingers were moving between my legs, tickling the insides of my thighs, moving deeper, sliding into my wetness, then back out. I wiggled under her touch, wanting her to do something, anything. Wanting... more.

“I’m going to do something to you, okay? I’m assuming your ex ate you out, right?”

I nodded, not catching what she meant at first, and then it hit me. “Oh, yes. But...” I blushed again, my face and body going hot and cold in anticipation. “Never enough. He said...he said he didn’t...do that very well. I don’t think he liked doing it very much.”

“I can’t believe him.” Amanda shook her head. “What a douche. You should have dumped him just for that, you know?” She moved lower, crawling down my body on her hands and knees.

“I’ll show you what it’s supposed to be like, how your asshole boyfriend should have done it.”

I pushed up on my elbows, watching with mixed feelings of arousal and curiosity, with a little bit of astonishment mixed in. I’d never suspected Amanda of being...anything but a party girl who liked guys. But now she was kissing a line down my stomach, her tongue dipping into the cup of my navel. I shivered, and she looked up at me, her mouth curving into a smile. She raised one eyebrow and then moved lower.

It was her breath that I felt first, a puff of warm air over the sensitive skin of the insides of my thighs. A soft moan escaped me, and I fell back on the bed. Amanda laughed. And then she went silent.

As her fingers spread apart the wet folds of my pussy something clenched in the pit of my stomach, excitement, a little fear. My legs jerked, bumping into Amanda’s shoulder.

“Oh...god...”

Amanda lifted her head. “I haven’t even done anything yet...are you sure you’re going to last...”

I lifted my head. “I have a short fuse...just do whatever...you’re going to do...”

Her laugh was louder, but she dipped her head to me again, her tongue sliding slowly over my swollen clit. I blew out a breath, fingers tugging at the sheets.

Whatever she was doing, no one had ever done anything like this to me before. Ripples of pleasure washed through my body, a cascade of feelings I had no words for making my arms and legs twitch and thrash on their own. It was moderately embarrassing, and I was glad it was dark. If I was this much of a spastic wreck, what was going to happen when...

Fingers were suddenly thrust into my pussy. I yelped, my hips jerking up, then slamming back onto the bed as I arched my back. Amanda had hit some magic spot, some secret hidden place inside me that triggered another wave of limb twitches and moans.

And then Amanda really go busy. Her fingers moved faster, curled, stroking and thrusting in and out while she licked and sucked on my clit. I shuddered, head turning from side to side, muscles of my inner thighs twitching in time to her movements.

It took only minutes of Amanda’s expertise with her tongue and fingers to bring me to a massive orgasm. I pushed against the bed with my feet, pushing my hips off the bed. I screamed, then remembered we were in the dorms and slapped a hand over my mouth. But I couldn’t hold back what was happening inside of me.

Amanda free hand reached under me, grabbing my ass, fingers digging in. She rose with me, sucking hard, and I felt a rush of hot juices gush out of me. For a split second I thought I’d wet myself, but then I realized what it was...I was coming hard, harder than I ever had before.

Minutes went by, and I was still thrashing on the bed, Amanda’s face still planted between my legs, still sucking my clit, her fingers thrusting deeper into me. I lifted one hand, fumbling for her head, grabbing her hair. Weakly I tried to pull her away, but I couldn’t.

“Stop...oh, god...please stop...stop...” My words came out in a hoarse whisper, and they didn’t sound very much like I wanted her to stop.

The world went a little gray around the edges then, the sounds I was making fading into moans and weak cries. And then I was crying, and laughing, tears streaming down my face. Finally, I slapped Amanda alongside of her head. She jerked away from me, and I sank back onto the bed, relief and aftershocks running through me. I was still jerking and shaking, breathing hard, but the unrelenting intensity of what she’d been doing stopped.

“You are a gusher, Abby. I never would have guessed, from what I’ve seen of you.”

“A what?” I opened my eyes as the bed moved. Amanda was crawling back up toward me.

“You’re a gusher. You squirt...you really pump it out when you come.” She tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. “It’s a good thing, you know. Guys like that. And so do I.”

“Oh...” I thought about it for a minute. “I guess I never paid attention...or it’s never happened before...like this, I mean.” I had orgasms before, lots of them. But I’d never felt anything like this before.

“And...” Amanda held up her hand. Slowly she licked her fingers. “You taste very, very good.”

She leaned forward, flicking her tongue over my lips. “Can you taste yourself?”

Before I could answer she was kissing me, hard, her tongue thrust between my lips. I did taste myself, and for a minute I was horrified. But it wasn’t...bad. It was...different. But the taste faded, and it was just me and Amanda, locked in a kiss that brought another wave of heat flooding through my body.

Amanda broke the kiss. She looked down at me for a minute and then smiled. “My turn. I’m all wet and hot and ready to pop. And I’m going to be your first...” She kissed me again, cutting off my protests. I had no idea what to do...with a girl. I mumbled something against her lips.

“It’s easy...” She slid down beside me in the bed. “Just do to me what you like having done to you. You liked what I did, right? Just do that. You know what you like...it’s the same thing I like.” She spread her legs, wiggling her hips.

“I’ll just lie here and let you practice, okay?”

“I’m not sure...” Truthfully, I was scared, slightly put off by the thought...

Amanda sat up suddenly, shifting around on the bed. “Okay. Maybe that’s asking a little too much for you first time. Then let’s do this...” She grabbed my legs, pulling them apart, and then moving over me. I had no idea where this was going until she lowered herself onto me. I looked up at her.

“Tribbing...”

“Tribbing?”

“Yeah. Just...wait a minute.” Amanda straddled me, lowering herself further until her body touched mine. At the touch of her hot wet pussy, I made a little sound. She shifted again, rubbing against my swollen clit. I made more sounds, moans, tried to say something. Amanda leaned forward, kissing me quickly.

“Yeah...it’s like that. For me too.”

She started moving back and forth, her slick wetness sliding easily against my drenched pussy. I moved a little, shifted so I could move beneath her. She smiled as I started rolling my hips back and forth, catching her rhythm.

“Oh, hell, that’s it. Fuck...yeah...” She braced her hand on the wall, grinding down on me. The sensation was amazing, intense, almost more than my over-stimulated clit could handle. I was panting, breathing fast, within a few minutes. Above me, Amanda made sounds I’d never heard before, primal sounds, noises that excited me even more.

I pushed up, reaching for her breasts, groping until my hand closed over one. She reached up, covering my hand with hers as I fondled her, felt her nipple, hard and taut, against my hand. The feel of softness, firmness...the feel of her body moving against mine, the wet sounds of our bodies moving together...I came again, hard, arching up against her, hips moving in a frantic pace.

Amanda threw her head back, bearing down so hard on me she pushed me back against the mattress. There was a hitch in her movements, and then she cried out, eyes squeezed tight shut. We were a flurry of gyrating hips, swinging and bouncing breasts, and then she shuddered, her body going stiff for a moment.

Then she relaxed, falling next to me on the bed. I was shaking, my body rippling like a river, my ears roaring from the blood rushing through my head. It took me a minute to realize I was still holding on to her breast, my fingers digging into her flesh. I let go.

“Sorry...”

“It’s okay. I like pain. It makes everything better.” She turned to look at me. I couldn’t help but lean over and kiss her, taste myself on her lips. On impulse I slipped a hand between us, running two fingers through her wet pussy. I brought my hand to my mouth, slowly licking my fingers. Amanda watched, a smile on her full lips.

“Taste good?”

“Very.” I held my fingers out to her, and she pulled them into her mouth, sucking them gently, her eyes never leaving mine. With great care, she licked them clean, then leaned back on the pillow.

“So...do you think you can stop crying over that piece of trash you called your boyfriend?” She grinned at me. “What was his name?”

I shrugged. It was impossible for me to keep my hands off of her. I reached out, stroking the top of her breast, racing a wet circle around her nipple with the tip of my finger.

“I have no idea. And I don’t care either.”

“See...I knew it. I knew you’d see things from my perspective.”

“Yeah. I guess you were right.” I looked down at my hand, vaguely surprised to see it on Amanda’s breast. It seemed like someone else’s hand...and then it hit me that I’d just been with a girl. Amanda laughed.

“You should see the look on your face. It’s always the same, every time. It just dawned on you what happened, right?”

I nodded. “Uh-huh.” I looked from my hand on her round breast to her face. “And then what happens? Every time?”

She smiled, that crooked smile that told me she knew exactly what I was thinking.

“Every time...they want more.” She sat up, cupping the nape of my neck with one hand. “Am I right?”

She was right. And that’s how Amanda helped me forget I ever had a boyfriend.


27. Chloe's Blind Date: First Time Rough Lesbian Sex by April Fisher

For the first time in a long time I let my friends set me up on a blind date. What I didn’t expect was for it to be a girl. An interesting, beautiful girl who was better at sex than men. Why couldn’t they have just set me up with another boring guy so I didn’t have to deal with my world being turned upside down?

Why did I agree to this again?

I stood in front of a fancy restaurant with two of my closest friends, ready for a blind date with someone called Jordan. I had nothing to go on besides the name, but I assumed it would be better than I thought because my friends had set me up. The only blind date I’d gone on in college had ended in a disaster. Now, I thought, it would be better. But knowing nothing but the person’s name didn’t help things. How was I supposed to find him?

My friends pushed me in, determined to get me together with their match. My heels clicked as I walked inside. The entire place was dim and dark, and I wasn’t sure I liked it, but I figured going through with it would get them off my back… literally.

They weren’t terrible friends, but they were pushy. One was a tall, skinny blonde who refused to wear anything but pink for some reason and the other was an equally skinny brunette who was as smart as she was beautiful. I thought if they were guys, I might date either of them. Maybe both at the same time. But I wasn’t attracted to them at all, which made my match all the more surprising.

“Um… that’s my date?” I said, but when I turned around, my friends were gone. They’d left me there on purpose, to face my date without a way out. I decided I would kill them for it later. I put on my best smile and walked towards the table.

“Hey. You must be Jordan, right? I’m Chloe.” I said, shaking their hand and sitting down.

“Yup, that’s me. You’re pretty.”

Sitting in front of me was a woman about my age. Her blonde hair cascaded down in perfection around her shoulders, arms and back, as long as I’d ever seen on a person. She wore glasses hiding smoky eyeshadow atop bright green eyes. The feature that stood out the most, though, was the fact that she was flaunting her breasts like they were open for business, all the way down to below her navel. The rest of her was rather conservative, with a long black skirt and long sleeves.

Compared to what I was wearing, she was sexy and elegant. I was… cute. Maybe. With my short mini skirt and puffy blouse, short black hair and bright pink lipstick, I felt completely inadequate in her presence, and on top of the fact that I wasn’t gay, being uncomfortable was an understatement.

I stumbled over my words. “Well… um… you see…”

“I know. You’ve been struck dumb by how pretty I am. It happens all the time.”

I also felt slightly annoyed by how conceited she sounded, but also admired her for it. Clearly, she wasn’t afraid to flaunt what she had. “I… suppose… sorry…”

The waiter came to order our drinks and Jordan took a bottle of rose wine for both of us. “I hope you don’t mind?” she asked as the waiter left with our drink orders.

I shook my head. “No, but…”

“Great!” She leaned forward excitedly, a new side to her I didn’t expect to see with how sophisticated she’d appeared at first. “So, tell me, what’s your life like?”

It was a strange way to phrase the typical ‘tell me about yourself’ sentence everyone asked on a first date. “I’m… not gay.” I said, unable to go on without telling her at least that. “My friends… they, um…”

She smiled at me in a way that made me feel both comfortable in her presence, but also wary for what she would say next. Both comforting and strict, if that was even possible. It felt like an oxymoron to me. “I guess your friends wanted you to try something new. I’ll tell you what, sweetheart.”

She stopped talking as the waiter came with our wine, and opened the bottle with a corkscrew. He poured us both a drink, and then walked away to serve someone else. Immediately, Jordan took a sip of wine and continued.

“Go through with this date. If you don’t like me after trying me out, then you can say you had an experience, and we can be friends.”

I liked her optimism, and it made me nod my head in agreement, not against my better judgment but against my comfort zone. “Sure. Okay.”

She grinned at me, showing pearly whites. “So… what’s your life like?”

The question prompted a different response this time, and I found myself telling her everything about myself, condensed into five minutes. “Well… I’m an accountant with a hobby for painting, and I love to ski. I live on my own in a big apartment, a penthouse. I’m basically that boring person you meet that has a ton of money and doesn’t know what to do with it. Boring job, boring apartment, boring life.”

“I don’t know… it sounds like you have a wild side to me. What’s your favorite place to go skiing?”

She genuinely sounded interested in my life, and it made me let my guard down. I decided that even if I couldn’t be a girlfriend to her, I would love to have her as a friend if she had my back. “It’s a mountain an hour from here, you probably wouldn’t know it. It’s an obscure place, but it’s cheap, and they have everything you could ask for.”

She licked her lips as she put her wine glass down again. “It sounds fun to me.”

The waiter came with menus just then, and handed them to us. “I’ll come back when you’re ready to order. Enjoy!”

Jordan smiled at the waiter and thanked him, and then focused her eyes on the food, but her attention on me. “What do you paint?” she asked. I had forgotten I said anything about painting.

I blinked in surprise. “Well… anything that comes to mind, really. I’m not very good at painting anyways.”

She chuckled at my statement. “Everyone who says they’re not good at something is good at it. I’d love to see your work sometime.”

I blushed and decided I wanted the attention off of myself now. “Er… well, I’m sure you’re good at something too then. What’s your hobbies?”

She flipped a page in her menu and put a thoughtful finger to her chin. “My hobbies…?”

It took her a moment to think about what she liked to do. Either she didn’t have any, or she would do anything and enjoyed almost anything. I had never met a person who didn’t have a specific interest, though. “I like cooking.”

I wasn’t sure how to respond to that. I lived my life mostly on takeout or restaurants, and hadn’t had a home cooked meal in months. The last time I had one was when I visited my family for Christmas. I tried my best to eat healthy most of the time anyways, ordering some of the less greasy options on a menu, but I wasn’t in the best shape I realized. And then I found myself asking why she enjoyed cooking.

“Well… because it’s relaxing,” she replied, and then continued with an explanation after we both ordered our food. The waiter took our menus and left us to talk. “I guess since my family was so busy, eating around the table was rare except for holidays. So I decided to take up cooking in high school, and I’ve loved it ever since. Plus, it’s more delicious when you make things from scratch. Maybe I should make you dinner sometime?” She winked at me.

I found myself smiling in spite of myself. “I would love that. I’m not the greatest cook in the world.”

Jordan picked up her wine. “I could show you that food is more useful than for just eating.”

I blushed furiously as she looked at me with a mischievous look in her eyes. I avoided her gaze, suddenly finding my glass of wine interesting. I picked it up and smelled the pink liquid, and then tasted it. It had a hint of fruitiness while still somehow being bitter and nothing I could stand. I didn’t like drinking much unless I couldn’t taste the alcohol. But I didn’t want to be rude, either.

She didn’t prod me for a response, instead switching the subject. “Anyways, cooking is my main thing. For a job, I’m a fashion designer. It’s far less busy when you get to choose when and where you showcase your work.”

“A fashion designer?” I looked down at myself and suddenly felt extremely self-conscious of my clothing choice.

She seemed to read my mind and waved her hand as if to dismiss me. “Don’t worry, I don’t give a shit what people wear. I just like helping them make the choice of what they want to look pretty in. You wear the clothes, not the other way around. And you can make the choice not to wear them, as well.”

“I kind of want to take these clothes off now because I feel like I look stupid.”

Jordan looked at me seriously, but with a hint of softness. “I already said I don’t give a fuck what people wear. You look beautiful anyways; don’t worry about what I think. I would let you rock a potato sack on the runway if you were confident you looked like a hot piece of ass.”

I leaned forward a little, feeling more comfortable in her presence now. She didn’t seem to have a huge ego nor did she blame herself in her head. She seemed like the type of person where, if she made a mistake, she made peace with herself immediately and fixed it. Or, if she couldn’t fix it, she moved on and learned from it. I longed to learn from her ways.

And so I did. As our food arrived, we chatted for two more hours about what we loved and common interests, but we found a commonality in what we disliked more than anything else. We both hated to hang around at family reunions because it felt so removed from the intimacy we so craved. Hanging around strange relatives wasn’t what we wanted. We wanted time spent around the table, talking, and playing games together. I found that if we couldn’t date, we’d at least be friends for life.

We also hated the fact that plus-size models weren’t actually plus-sized. Most of them were skinny, but with bigger boobs or bigger thighs. I found that she designed fashion both for skinnier women and for plus-sizes, and most of her respect in the fashion world came from the fact that there were actual overweight women rocking her clothes on the runway like they owned the place. Not from other fashion designers, obviously, but from regular women.

“I often get letters saying how thankful these women are to see real women up on the runways and not just some twig without a log attached. By that, I mean all looks, no brains.”

I couldn’t help but laugh at her metaphor. “Amen to that.”

I found that I didn’t want to go home after this date – I wanted to talk with her more and perhaps even take up her offer on experimentation. If I didn’t like it, I didn’t have to do it again… so what was the harm in it? Maybe my friends had matched me with her not as a joke or in a desperate attempt to match with someone, anyone. Maybe it wasn’t because they knew we’d click together.

I finished my meal and my drink with a smile on my face and knowledge about Jordan in my head. I realized that in the end, both I and Jordan just wanted to be loved without being picked at for our appearance, or for our past mistakes, or even for the mistakes we were making as we spoke. We just wanted to be better people. We wanted someone to come home to and sit at the table with and eat dinner with without the TV on. We wanted quality time with someone who loved us and believed in us. Fat or not.

It felt so unlike me, but I decided to ask her home. “I guess I could try being a lesbian once. Do you… want to let me try?”

She chuckled, placing money down for the waiter and standing up. “I would love nothing more, Chloe.”

We walked out of the restaurant, and I realized as we walked in silence that I had no idea whether she was coming to my house, or I was going to hers. “Um…”

“I would love to see your penthouse and take in the view, but we might have more privacy in my house. We can make all the noise we want without bothering neighbors.”

I smiled nervously at her. “I don’t know that I’ll be making too much noise, though…”

She smirked. Her heels clicked on the pavement, making me wonder how she could walk so without her feet completely destroyed when she got home. “Don’t underestimate me.”

I realized she was talking about making me scream her name, and I couldn’t help but respond with a snappy comeback. “Who’s underestimating who here?”

Her hair flipped as she turned to face me. It fluttered in the wind. “Let’s get a cab to my house and see then.”

I suddenly felt extremely competitive with her. We hailed a taxi, and within moments we were making out in the back of the cab to see who was better at kissing, who was better with their tongues, who had softer lips. In the end, we just wound up with a mixture of each other’s lipsticks on our face and a flared libido, which followed us into Jordan’s house. She unlocked her door, and the competition resumed as soon as the door flew open.

We kicked off our shoes, and I closed the door behind me, and then we jumped on each other, each in an effort to prove the other that we could do better. There would be no underestimating either of us tonight.

I found quickly that I enjoyed the competitive feeling – it gave me a rush I only got when I went skiing. I felt free and unashamed of what I was doing, which was completely out of character with me. I was always the put together one, always getting things done, always being the responsible adult. I didn’t even have to worry about getting pregnant this time. This time, I didn’t feel any nervousness at the back of my mind about what if the condom broke. This time, it was all just Jordan and making her feel amazing. I guessed that was at the front of her mind, as well.

I found myself being shoved around and I did the same to her in an effort to gain some control over my situation. My back collided with the wall, and she almost tripped over the coffee table on our way through the living room, our lips still battling. We finally settled on doing it on her couch, and she jumped over me and pinned me to the couch. She was too strong for me to move her away, but I still struggled.

“I win,” she panted as she pulled away from me, holding my arms into place. “Now I get to undress you, right?”

I stopped struggling and chuckled. “Only if I get to undress you,” I said in a playful tone.

“Deal.” She dove in and took off my blouse one button at a time. I expected her to rip it off, but then I realized I was almost a complete stranger to her, and she was also a fashion designer. She probably had more respect for clothes than she liked to admit. If I lived with her, she might not have had a second thought about ripping my clothes off my body.

After she pulled my blouse off and threw it to some obscure corner of the room, I reached around and unzipped her dress from the back. I realized she was probably half naked underneath it, or maybe even completely naked, so I left it at that, feeling like it was unfair if she was naked and I wasn’t.

She picked up on this and grabbed my skirt, and pulled it off in far more aggressive a manner than she did with my blouse. Probably because there was little chance of it ripping. My underwear came with it, tight as my skirt was, and I was left bare in front of her. I blushed, feeling self-conscious already. We were both skinny, but I had always felt like my thighs and ass had more fat on them than was necessary. Perhaps whatever I ate went to them.

“Wow, you really keep your pussy in good shape,” she said. “I love the trim.”

I had forgotten I got trimmed earlier today in anticipation of my date, and my pubic hair was trimmed to perfection. I didn’t like shaving or waxing because it always grew back itchy and it wasn’t really in my best interest to be itching there in front of clients. Still, I was glad she liked it. Especially since I was extremely aware of it, and hated how my own vagina made me feel. I always worried about the smell or the taste. At least it looked good.

I smiled at her compliment. “I guess so, but…”

She waved me off. “But nothing. You look delicious.”

“But… what if I’m not?” I asked, blushing and looking away to avoid her gaze.

She grabbed my chin, and I almost felt pain in her grasp. She kissed me. “You will be. Trust me. The wine will sweeten you up anyways.” She smirked at me and unclipped my bra. She threw it elsewhere in the room.

I was completely naked now but I refused to be the only one to remain that way. I pulled on her sleeves and to my surprise it came right off, slipping down to her waist where she took it upon herself to lift it off. She threw it to one side, obviously not caring for the price a dry cleaner would charge. Then again, it wasn’t like money would be an issue if we were ever in a relationship. We had jobs that kept us loaded.

She dove in between my legs with her tongue without warning, and I yelped, not expecting the sensation. She knew exactly what she was doing with me – probably because she’d been doing it for years, but maybe being a lesbian had nothing to do with it. Maybe she was just really good with her tongue. Then again, she loved cooking and eating things so I shouldn’t have doubted her ability in the first place.

I felt her tongue swirl in many ways inside me, and I arched, both worrying about how I tasted and smelled and loving the sensation at the same time. An internal battle went on in my head, feeling both good and bad at the same time. When she finally came up and licked her lips, I knew I’d had no reason to worry. After all, if it had tasted bad she probably wouldn’t have stayed down there just to make me feel good… right?

“Tasted even better than it looks…” she said softly. “Perhaps I should just grab my double-ended dildo and fuck both of us into the couch. But then, that’s not very competitive, is it…?”

I didn’t much care for competition anymore. “Just go and get it then.”

I wondered how she tasted, and I found that I wasn’t averse to tasting her either. Maybe I wasn’t a lesbian, but I was at least bisexual. I was willing to go through with this all the way with her, and that’s all I needed to know. I knew as she brought her toy back to me that I would be asking for her phone number after this was over.

She coated both ends in lube before she leaned over me and kissed my neck. “I won’t be gentle.”

I smirked at her. “I wouldn’t want you to be.”

She didn’t respond. Instead, she leaned up and placed herself between my legs, so that her thighs were facing towards me. Then, slowly, she inserted the dildo into me, and impaled herself on the other side. It was bigger than it looked, or I was just tight. Either way, it filled me to the brim, and I found myself moaning without inhibition.

Then she started pumping, using her legs and arms to push herself towards me, and to keep her  from accidentally pushing me off, I followed suit. I felt her clitoris against mine as we both moved our hips, and it was extremely exciting. It was almost like I was doing a threesome with a guy and a girl. But it was just Jordan. Sweet, lovely, fashionable Jordan. Although, right now, fashionable was the last thing on her mind as we both pumped ourselves on the dildo.

I couldn’t believe I was letting myself fuck a girl, but at the same time, it made sense. Men were all the same – either they played games, or they couldn’t figure out what they wanted, or they had some excuse for standing you up. I’d never had a problem with girls. I wondered if, in a strange twist of fate, this girl would wind up being more than just a friend. We were certainly more than friends right now, and I found myself enjoying it so much that I came quicker than I ever could imagine with a man. With her dildo pumping into me at high speeds and her clitoris rubbing against me in a rhythmic fashion, I came all over saying her name over and over as if it was the only thing I’d ever learned.

For a moment I could’ve sworn, I saw clouds, but then I realized it was Jordan’s hair as she moved on top of me. I blinked the haze of my orgasm away, feeling both euphoric and tired. It was more work to fuck a girl, that was for sure. But it was worth it.

“Did you finish?” I asked quickly before I could doze off. It was a sexual habit of mine. It was also habit to almost completely lose sense of my surroundings while I fucked my brains out. I assumed since she was cuddling with me that she was done, but it didn’t hurt to ask.

“Yes…” she kissed my ear, and satisfied with the response, I blacked out for the night.

When I awoke, I found myself covered with a warm blanket. I heard birds chirping outside and food sizzling in the kitchen. I decided to get up and get dressed and go check it out. I assumed Jordan was cooking breakfast since she had said she enjoyed it. As I pulled on my clothes and went to the kitchen, I realized she was still basically naked except for her panties and an apron. Her hair was a mess, but it was still beautiful and long all the same. I didn’t avert my eyes out of embarrassment or shame, but I did smile at her. “Do you always cook in your birthday suit?” I asked playfully.

She giggled and put her arm around me, dragging me to the stove with her. “You should try it sometime. It’s very liberating.”

I smiled and sat down to eat with her, but most of the morning was rather silent. I wondered what she was thinking, and if those thoughts were good. I set my fork down and the moment I finished she gave me a card with two phone numbers on it. I looked up at her questioningly.

She stood up and took the dishes to the sink. “Just in case you want to try being a lesbian again sometime without the sexual escapades. A real date and a movie, I mean, and a kiss good night. That sort of thing. I’d love to get to know you more.”

I tucked the card away in my bra, knowing that if my friends saw it they’d question me, and I wasn’t in the mood to answer every little question they had for me. “I’d like that. But I’d rather tell my friends about us if we get more serious and then I can answer every question they ask. They’re quite nosy friends.”

Jordan waved her arm in dismissal. “If they have questions to ask you can send them to me. I’m used to being interviewed.”

I chuckled. “Can I expect to get interviewed if I become your girlfriend someday?”

“I don’t think so. They only really care about the clothes, frankly. They don’t much care for the person in it. I hate it. Why do you think I get regular women to model my clothes instead of models?”

I helped her clean up her house and then left for work because I was already late enough as it was, but I made a mental note that outward appearances didn’t really matter to her. She was exactly the opposite I expected from a fashion designer. Then again, you couldn’t really judge someone based on what they wore anyways.

True to form, my friends nagged me about my date at supper that night. I remained vague with my answers, saying it was an okay date but wasn’t what I expected, not sure about it, that sort of thing. I was already tired from the work I’d done and answering every one of their questions wasn’t something I was interested in doing. Working with numbers wasn’t exactly the most relaxing job either, but it was well paying, and I was good at it. There wasn’t much to say. I was a boring person, I knew this. Yet my friends made me look like the most interesting person ever to walk the planet.

Secretly, under the table, I texted Jordan for another date next weekend as my friends droned on in the background. She said yes.

“Where?” I typed. “There’s a good buffet down the street from my apartment, actually.”

“Switching it up huh? I can go for that. See you there, cutie!”

I closed my phone just as they started asking who I was texting and switched the subject.


28. Sex Party for Two: Horny Lesbian Sex with a Dildo by Joni Blake

I like sex. I like it a lot. I have never been backwards about it but when my friend drags me to a party that is all about it, I suddenly feel self-conscious. That night I do things that I would never think about doing if I was sober. That is until I am called up later to do it again. Jessie is a voluptuous woman who taught me things that night at the party. The biggest thing was that you can certainly have as much fun with a woman as you can a man. Now she is calling me and wanting me to come over. Do I take the chance and see? Hell yes and boy am I glad that I did.

I looked down at the phone and smiled. It was Jessie. I remembered when I met her two weeks ago. My best friend Mindy drug me out to a party she had been told about by her sister. I saw more of her sister that night then I wanted. Bridgette was more than just a little wild. I was the type of girl who didn’t have sex in front of people. I stayed behind closed doors and explored a man’s body without a million eyes watching. At least that was until that night. I can honestly say that I drank way more than I should of and soon had myself wrapped up into all sorts of situations. The one I remembered the most was my back against the picnic table, and my legs spread while Jessie’s head was between them licking my pussy and making my body quake with more orgasms than I could count.

Smiling, even more, I pushed the button to answer the phone. “Hello.”

“Hey, It’s Jessie. I was wondering what you were up to tonight. I mean I know it’s a Friday night and all.”

I thought about it for a moment. I hadn’t realized that it was indeed Friday. I was working so much in the last couple of weeks that I probably would have gotten up the next morning and tried to go into work. “Nothing that I know of. Why? What’s up?”

“Well, I wanted to see if you wanted to come over. Dave is going to be late coming home, and he has a friend he’s bringing home.” I knew what this was. Another fuckfest. I thought back to that night again and remembered the multiple times that I had orgasmed. First, there had been the guy who was trying to recite poetry to me while he fucked me from behind and then there was Dave and Jessie who had taken turns licking my pussy until I had a massive orgasm. I remembered Jessie sitting on my face as her husband’s cock filled me. There were a couple others too. One guy who was silent the whole time. The most rewarding however had been with Jessie and Dave. I had asked Mindy, but she said she was having too much fucking her way through the night to even think about where I was and what I was doing. She said she couldn’t keep count for herself so there was no way she knew mine.

“I would love to. What time should I be there?”

“As soon as you can get over would be great.”

“I just finished my workout. Let me take a shower and I will be right over.”

“Sounds good. See you soon.” My pussy clenched tight at the sound of her voice. Yes, it was going to be a good night after all.

I quickly took a shower and tried not to rub my tits and get myself off. I wanted nothing more than to sink my fingers into my pussy and rub my clit, but I stopped myself. I would be getting there before I knew it. I hadn’t had sex since that night, and I only got myself off twice since then. I needed this, and I needed it bad.

As I walked, my mind kept drifting back to how good Jessie's tongue had felt on my pussy that night at the party. I knew what she wanted. She wanted it just as much as I did. I sucked in my breath as that thought rolled through my body. When I got to Jessie's place, it took her a few moments to answer the door. She looked as though she had barely stepped out of the shower. Her long brown hair was still damp and hung wildly about her head and shoulders. Like me, she wore no make-up. She was dressed in a short robe that came only to mid-thigh and was loosely tied by a belt at the waist. I wondered if she was naked beneath the robe. My god, my mind was in the gutter, I told myself. But when I stepped in she grabbed me with a firm hug, and I could feel her big soft tits smashing themselves against my chest. I waited for her to do something else but to my disappointment she didn’t.

Once she backed away from the hug she turned and led me down the hall to her kitchen, her broad hips swaying from side to side as she walked. Jessie had what I would call a voluptuous body, probably a result of giving birth to three children, but she wasn't the kind of woman who was going to let a few extra pounds bother her, and from what I had seen at the party, it didn't bother her husband Dave or the other guys that had been at the party either. There was more than just her husband, and multiple guys had enjoyed her thoroughly while we were there. At least that is what Mindy had told me.

I sat at the wooden table in her kitchen. She poured each of us a cup of coffee. When she leaned across the table to set my coffee down, her robe ballooned open letting one of her boobs escape. Her areola was swollen, and the nipple was clearly engorged. She made no effort to cover up. Eventually, as she sat down opposite me, the robe fell back into place, but not from any effort Jessie had made to cover up. I chuckled silently to myself, "She's just as horny as I am."

Jessie sipped her coffee in silence, looking over the top of the cup at me, like a cat watching its prey. She was leaning forward on her elbows exposing a lot of her tits. I could feel my pussy getting wetter by the moment. I had never realized I could find another woman attractive, I mean sexually attractive, but right now all I could think about was jumping across the table and slurping her tits into my mouth. It was a new experience, and I was thoroughly enjoying it. I would worry about what all that meant later.

Finally, she spoke, "That was quite a party the other night wasn’t it?"

I let the question hang there for a moment as my mind replayed the pussy licking she had given me that night. Finally, I responded, deciding to play innocent, at least for a while, "It was, at least what I remember of it. I had way too much to drink."

Jessie laughed. "That can happen at those kinds of parties, but you know I've learned that you don't need the alcohol and even without the alcohol they are a lot more fun." After the party, Mindy had told me that Dave and Jessie were regular members of her group of swingers. I had known that Mindy was a swinger with her husband when they were together, but I didn’t know that she still participated in that kind of stuff or even the parties. I guess I now knew, though. I was more than glad that she did too.

"I don't know about that. If I did everything Mindy told me I did, it's a good thing I was drunk. I never would have had the courage to do those things sober."

"Oh, you get over that after you have let loose and learned to enjoy yourself.”

"We were late," she told me. "The babysitter wasn't on time . . . "

I laughed and asked, "So how do you explain the importance of being on time to a teenage babysitter when the reason it matters is that you will be late for an orgy?"

"You lie," she responded with a bright smile. "You know, something like, 'My husband's boss is throwing this party, and it's important that we're on time.' But Dave was stewing about it. He had been anticipating this party for a week; even more excited when he learned you would be there."

"How did you guys know I would be there?"

"Mindy called me right after lunch on Friday to tell me. She was all excited about it."

"Well, she didn't tell me it was going to be an orgy. It was just supposed to be dinner with some friends."

Jessie laughed. "I've never been to 'just dinner' with Mindy. It always turns into sex before the evening is out. Good thing she lied to you. You probably wouldn't have come if she had told you it was going to be an orgy."

"Probably not," I said. Actually, in the mood I was in after the lunch with Mindy, I might have come to the party even if she had been honest with me.

Jessie leaned forward resting her upper body on her elbows. Her big tits almost fell out of her robe again. She took another sip of coffee, watching me over the top of the cup as I stared at her mostly exposed tits. God, I wanted to suck on those nipples. I thought only guys were supposed to want that. What was wrong with me?

Setting her coffee cup down she said, "So anyhow, like I said, Dave was really wound up. On our way over, he told me he really wanted to watch me having sex with someone else. That was so predictable. I don't know what it is about Dave, but he loves to watch."

As Jessie took another sip of her coffee, she used her free hand to release the belt that held her robe closed.

"Uhhh . . ." I was at a loss for words as I watched her tits begin to spill out of the robe.

Now she pushed the top of her robe open so both of her big tits were fully exposed.

"Damn, you have beautiful tits," I said, completely abandoning the thread of the conversation.

"These?" she asked holding them out towards me.

"Yes," I whispered in response.

"Sometimes I think they are too big. I wish they were smaller, like yours."

Time to join the game I thought. I pulled my T-shirt over my head so I was naked from the waist up. "You mean these?" I said. Now it was my turn to hold my tits out to Jessie. They were much smaller than hers. Each one was a handful, but only one hand, not two, like Jessie's tits.

"Yes!" she said in a hoarse whisper. It was obvious that she really did like my tits, but it sounded more a matter of lust than envy, I thought.

"Dave likes to titty-fuck me," she said with a laugh.

"Titty-fuck?" I asked exposing my naiveté.

"Yeah. It's kinda fun. I suck on his dick until he is good and hard. I lube his dick up, and he slides it back and forth between my tits until he squirts." She demonstrated how she held her tits together while Dave was titty-fucking her. While she was telling me about titty-fucking Dave, she had shucked the sleeves of her robe off so it was just hanging down below the chair leaving her completely naked.

"Do you remember what we did?"

"You and me?"

"Yes."

She got up and walked around the table until she stood behind me. She leaned forward wrapping her boobs around my head and reached down with her hands to begin mashing my tits.

"I remember," she said. She paused while she continued to maul my tits. Fuck, it felt good. Finally, she said, "I ate your pussy until you screamed."

“I remember I came so hard I thought I was going to explode."

I had one hand in my pussy, but now I was using the other one to fondle Jessie's nipples. I pinched one lightly, and she gasped a bit.

"Do you want some more?" she whispered in my ear.

"Yes!" I whispered. My voice was airy and breathless.

"That's why I invited you," she responded.

I groaned as she continued to fondle my tits.

"Now, get up on the table and spread your legs," she instructed me. She stepped back so I could rise from my chair. I stood and walked across the kitchen to lean against a counter where I slowly pushed my shorts down over my naked hips and kicked them away from my feet when they fell to the floor.

“Should we wait until Dave gets home?”

"No, I want you now. We can do it again later when Dave gets back."

"Okay," I said, smiling as I walked back to the table, my hips swinging back and forth. I sat on the table and spread my legs wide. I knew she could see how incredibly horny I was. Jessie pulled a chair across the floor and sat down on it with my legs on either side of her shoulders. I gasped as she slid two fingers into my dripping pussy.

She smiled and whispered. “Hold on.” She left me and was soon back holding up a huge dildo. “I want to use this on you but only if you use it on me later.”

"Oh fuck. Yeah, sure. Whatever!" I said. I was ready to agree to almost anything. "Just fuck me with it. I need something.”

She sat back, spread her legs apart, and lubed up the dildo by shoving it into her own dripping pussy. She didn't really try to masturbate with it. She just made sure it was good and slippery before she began to work it into me.

Oh fuck, it was big. She had to work to force it into me, and it hurt, but just at first. I was just full, so fucking full. She didn't really fuck me with it. She just left it in, filling me up. God, it felt good. She put her head down between my legs and began to lick my pussy lips. She used one hand to push my outer lips apart so she was licking my sensitive inner lips. I felt my body turn to mush and become hot all over.

My hands were tightly grasping my knees, pulling them back and rocking my hips up into the most obscene position I could imagine. I was groaning and crying.

"My clit!" I said. "Lick my clit!"

She ignored me, continuing to stop her strokes just short of my raging clit. She began to use the dildo, not by fucking me with it but by twisting it in my pussy so the lumps and bumps on it rubbed me just right. I was hanging on the edge of an orgasm and each time I was about to fall off the cliff, Jessie would back off just enough to keep me hanging there. She really knew how to torture me. It seemed to go on forever.

Finally, I just couldn't take her teasing anymore. I let go of my right knee, extending the leg straight up in the air and used the fingers of that hand to pinch my clit. That did it. I screamed as my first orgasm swept through me like a raging bull. It was going full force through me causing my body to quake and quiver.

I tried to push Jessie away as I came down. "Oh fuck. No more," I groaned. "Too much."

She pulled her head up and said, "No, no. Just ride with it. You'll see." She resumed licking my pussy with long, slow, soft strokes, still avoiding my now exquisitely sensitive clit. I came down a bit further and found that I could ride with it. Mentally I was hanging on by a thread. The only thing going on in my head was my focus on how full the dildo made my cunt feel and how delightful Jessie's slow light strokes with her tongue felt. There was nothing else in the world for me at that moment. Nothing that could pull me away. I think I may have been crying out, but I really didn't know who was making those sounds, they sounded weird. I knew it was probably me. I felt orgasm after orgasm pierce my body as small waves hit me over and over.

Finally, Jessie must have decided that her tongue was getting tired. She moved up to my clit and began to swirl her tongue around it. She began to suck on it, and she began to rotate the dildo again. Usually, when I play with my clit, I cum quickly. This took a little bit longer, but I could feel another big one growing in my belly and after just a few moments I was swallowed by a huge orgasm. "Oh yes!" I screamed as it roared through me.

I collapsed on my back on the table with my legs hanging down on either side of her. When I finally looked up, Jessie was leaning back in the chair with the biggest shit-eating grin I have ever seen. Her lips and chin were covered with my pussy juice. I must have exploded all over her. She stood and walked to the sink.

I rose and shakily made my way back to my chair as Jessie put a fresh steaming mug of coffee before me. I was silent as my head slowly cleared. Jessie sat looking at me, clearly quite proud of herself. She had completely destroyed, and I loved every bit of it, I thought to myself.

When I finally spoke all I could say was "Wow!"

"So I take it you enjoyed that?"

"Fuck yes," I said softly. "Is that what you did to me at Mindy's?"

"More or less," she said. "No dildo, though.”

"Well ..." I said. "I recall that I promised to do you ..." I paused and continued, "And it doesn't look like we damaged the dildo. It’s still hard too."

Her big tits jiggled as she laughed. "That's the advantage of a dildo over a man's dick. The dildo is always ready for another round."

I leaned over and picked up the dildo. It was still slippery with my juices. We sat naked, sipping on the coffee while we both thought about what was next. Just to make my focus clear to Jessie, I was using one hand to stroke the still slippery dildo. As she watched, Jessie began to use one hand to massage her tits. We both knew what we were going to do next, but neither was in a rush to initiate it. We just enjoyed the anticipation as we drank our coffee.

Finally, Jessie drained off the last of her coffee and said, "Let's go to the bedroom and you can do me."

"Afraid you'll get splinters in your ass from the table?" I asked teasingly as she looked down at me.

"No, but the bed is a lot more comfortable and the best place for sex.” She laughed.” Although sometimes it isn’t always an option if you are in a hurry.”

As she walked out the door leading to her bedroom, I sat staring at her broad, naked hips. "Be sure to bring that dildo. We're going to need it," she said over her shoulder.

When I walked into the bedroom, she was lying in the middle of the bed naked with her legs spread in invitation. I was feeling a little insecure. I had never eaten a woman before. Maybe I wouldn't do it right. My cockiness that I showed a few minutes ago had slightly dissipated.

"You know I've never done this," I told her. As I spoke, I dropped to my knees next to her on the bed.

"Nothing to it," she said. "Just do to me the things I did to you." She was fondling her big tits as she talked. "But don't forget the dildo,” she added.

"Oh, you mean this?” I asked with a smile as I held it up.

"But first just kiss me," she said.

I leaned forward and kissed her. Another first. I had never kissed a woman before. Her lips were so soft. She opened her mouth and snaked her long, wet tongue into my mouth, a motion I quickly mimicked. We lay side by side on the bed kissing for a long time. One wet, sloppy, sensuous, kiss following another.

Eventually, I decided that I was enjoying the kissing, but I wanted to do more, so I dropped my face to the corner of her throat and shoulder and begin to lick and suck on the sensitive tissue at the base of her throat. The effect was immediate, as she began to moan and cry out. I slid my thigh between her legs and began to press on her pussy with the front of my thigh. I immediately felt juices flow from her pussy and coat my thigh.

Jessie rolled to her back, and I dropped my face to her big soft tits. I used both hands to cup one of her tits and my tongue to lick its engorged nipple. I sucked it into my mouth and bit it gently, smiling at her cry.

“That’s it. Suck it harder.” She demanded as I sucked on her nipples, alternating between sides, I let my hand slide down across her stomach and on down until I reached her pussy. She was so wet! At first, I just cupped her and pressed my fingers against her. She pulled her knees up and spread her legs wide to assure my access. Now I used my fingers to spread her lips apart gently and I pushed one finger and then two into her sopping pussy. I was finger fucking her with two fingers and leaned my head back down to suck her nipples again. I didn’t know how much fun this could be.

"Oh God!" She cried out. "I'm going to cum.”

"No, not yet." I chuckled, as I pulled my fingers out of her pussy quickly. I wanted to torture her a bit as she had done to me. I moved to lie on my belly between her wide spread legs, my arms beneath her legs, fingers clutching her broad, soft hips. Her legs were bent and spread so wide that she was totally exposed to me. My face was right in front of her glistening pussy. I could smell her pussy, so ripe and juicy. I used my fingers to spread her outer lips, and I gently tasted her inner lips with the tip of my tongue. The taste was strong but very erotic. I didn't know that a taste could be erotic, but this one was.

"More," she begged. "Lick me."

I reached under her leg and grabbed the dildo. At first, I just used it to prod the opening to her cunt and to rub her sodden pussy lips.

"Oh god!" she said. "Is that the dildo?"

I dragged a fingernail lightly over her engorged clit, and she gasped, seemingly forgetting about the dildo, but I wasn't going to let her get off that easily so I went back to tormenting her with the long piece of rubber. I pressed hard on the opening to her cunt, and the dildo popped in. She groaned. Without pushing it inside her anymore, I began to twist it, as she had done to me, but it was only just barely into her cunt.

"Oh fuck! Put it all the way in. Stop fucking teasing me!" As I continued to twist the dildo back and forth without really putting it into her, I leaned forward and ever so gently touched her clit with the tip of my tongue again.

"Yes!” she screamed. "No, no! I want the dildo. Please!”

"I thought so," I said. "What you really want is a cock, isn't it? Big hard cocks, just like this dildo. Just like Dave's and those other guys!" I surprised myself. I didn't know I could be this outlandish. I was brazen now.

"Oh fuck. I don't know," she cried.

I pushed the dildo into her hard and fast, as far down into her pussy as it would go.

Jessie screamed again.

"Do you want me to take it out?" I asked her, still using an aggressive tone that I didn't recognize.

"No, no. Don't do that. Just fuck me with it."

I began to fuck her with the dildo in short and fast thrusts that never came near pulling it out of her.

Now she was crying out each time I rammed the dildo back into her juicy pussy.

"Are you going to cum now?" I demanded speaking in the harshest tone I knew. I just kept pumping the dildo, as I talked dirty to her. She didn't reply in any coherent manner.

I kept it up with the dildo, occasionally adding more to it by licking her pussy lips or even lightly touching her clit with my tongue, for at least five or ten minutes. I was amazed that she didn't cum. Then I had a thought.

I realized something. "You masturbated before I got here, didn't you?" When I said that, I flicked her clit with my tongue, and she screamed again. Now I pulled the dildo almost all the way out and was twisting it with just the tip in her cunt.

"Oh god, yes," she confessed. "I got so horny after I called you that I just had to. I was just so obsessed with you. I had to. I just had to. I'm sorry, I'm sorry. I shouldn't have, but I had to."

"Okay, that's better. Now that we have the truth: that you're obsessed with me, tell me what you want me to do?" I shoved the dildo back into her pussy with a single hard stroke and Jessie screamed again.

"What do you want, Jessie? What do you want me to do?"

"Oh, fuck. “She said. "Leave that dildo in me and lick my clit. Take it in your lips and suck on it. Make me cum!"

I began to twist the dildo, just as she had done to me, without pulling it out at all, while I leaned forward and went to work on her clit. At first, I just touched the end of it with the tip of my tongue as I had done before and she screamed again. I pulled it in between my lips and begin to suck on it. That pushed her over the cliff. Her back arched and pushed her hips into my face, and I could feel her whole body shaking with the orgasm that was ripping through her. Her shaking continued for what seemed like forever as she used both hands to hold my face against her clit.

Finally, she collapsed back onto the bed and pushed my head away. I pulled my head up and crawled back up her until I could start kissing her again while I rubbed her chest and mine together.

We kissed for a while, but it wasn't long before Jessie fell into a deep sleep. I still had a store of sexual energy left from what I had been doing to her. I rolled away from her and began to masturbate, laying on my back with my knees pulled up and two fingers gently circling on my clit. My other hand was massaging one of my tits. It didn't take long to get myself off. It was a small, quiet, climax, nothing like what had happened to me in the kitchen. But it was just what I needed. Now I was so relaxed, I rolled towards Jessie and threw a leg and an arm over her sleeping form and drifted off to sleep. As I drifted off to sleep, I told myself that I needed to think about where the aggressive streak had come from. That was definitely something new and something I had never seen before.

We were still lying nude on the bed entangled in each other's arms and sleeping soundly when Dave and Jerry walked in on us.


29. Meg and Professor Kitty: First Lesbian Sex with my Professor by Jessica Silver

Kitty Donovan is the one professor that Meg admires the most. She’s a sexy older woman who’s brainy as well. Meg hears some gossip about Kitty but she refuses to join in. Kitty asks her to join her for week on a scientific research project and Meg is excited. But Meg doesn’t know just how excited she’s going to get or why. She has a discovery to make and Professor Kitty is going to help her make it.

College. Used to be cool, now it sucks. My best friend had dropped out, all of the boys were immature jocks, and now I’d just found out in my last class of the day, my favorite professor was leaving. Those three things would combine to make next trimester pure torture. I didn’t really get along with that many of the other girls either. As a third year Undergraduate, I’d have to seriously consider where I did my last year.

It was depressing. I was too pretty to be intelligent. That’s what everyone thought. I could dye my hair dark, put in colored lenses and wear conservative clothing, but it was hard to hide the biggest set of breasts in the school.

Add to that long legs, hips so curved they had a natural sway and a mouth that always looked plump, and I had no hope of convincing anyone I was here because I wanted to be a scientist and discover cures for genetic diseases.

At least Joanne had understood when she was here. We’d both applied together from the same hometown, and we got to share a dorm. Now I was alone and, Kitty Donovan, my professor for Biology, has just announced she wouldn’t be back after the break. That sucked because she was the only one here who gave me hope.

Kitty Donovan had a bangin’ body and cover model looks. She was also brainy and had managed to get through all of the stereotyping and have a successful career where people took her seriously. I related to her, and I needed to talk with her before she went. Whether or not I continued my education depended on what she said.

I couldn’t do this alone, and my parents were no help. My mother said there was a lot more money in doing pageants like she did and my father just kept lining up young millionaires so I never had to work to support myself.

Grammy had passed away last year, and she was the one who quietly pushed me to have ambition and to use my brain not my body to get what I wanted from life. She was right. I don’t think I’d have gotten much if I’d had to be a natural flirt.

That didn’t come easily to me despite my looks. I always felt awkward and a little scared with male attention. I’d seen and read my share of male porn and what they wanted to do with their hard cocks didn’t encourage me to try sex anytime soon. I did have a bunch of girls I hung out with at lunch. Not best friends but we had a few laughs, and it beat eating alone and getting hit on every second.

Today they were talking about Kitty Flanagan leaving. I was trying not to sound too interested or seem too devastated.

“So, Kitty Donovan is leaving…” Sarah said to me as I sat down.

“I know. Maybe she’s starting a family or something.” I was trying to keep it neutral and just threw anything into the conversation ring. The girls all laughed.

“Yeah, good one, Meg. Funny.” Sarah grinned at me and the others snickered.

“Funny? How? A lot of women take leave to start a family.”

“A lot of women also have sex with men.”

I was confused which must’ve shown on my face.

“You don’t know, do you?” Sarah grinned harder.

“Know what?”

“Kitty…she likes pussies.” Sarah exaggerated her whisper.

“Huh?” So she liked cats?

“Wow. I really have to spell it out for you. Do you live under a rock?”

They all laughed.

“Kitty Flanagan is a lesbian.”

My face had an instant burn. I hadn’t blushed over anything in ages. “Oh. Okay. Well, they can still be parents.”

“You must be one too, are you? Sounds like you’re defending them.”

The group burst into laughter. I didn’t want to stay and say nasty things about a woman I respected. What she did in her personal life was nothing to do with me and it certainly didn’t make me think any less of her.

“Whatever, Sarah. I’ve got studying to do. I’ll see you tomorrow.” I walked off and headed for my dorm room across campus.

I saw Kitty walking towards the carpark trying to balance a box on top of another. “Here let me help.” I grabbed the top box.

“Oh, Meg. Thanks so much. I was sure I’d be fine, but I didn’t count on not being able to see where I was going.”

“No problem, Miss Flanagan.” We called her Kitty in class, but as she wasn’t my teacher anymore, I wasn’t sure what to call her, so I went with being polite.

“Call me Kitty. Thanks for the help. The Dean did offer, but I wasn’t in the mood for taking things gracefully.”

“I’ll really miss you. It’s hard getting anyone else to take me seriously around here.”

“Don’t you let them ruin your dreams, Meg. Go ahead and be the best scientist ever and find some cures. They’re out there.”

“I’ll still work hard. It just gets me down sometimes.”

Kitty piled her box into the back seat and then took the one I was holding. She opened her purse and pulled out a business card. My number is on this if you ever need to talk, or you need some extra tutoring.

I took the business card and smiled. “I really appreciate that. I’ll try not to haunt you.”

Kitty laughed and threw her head back. Her golden curls fell in disarray around her shoulders. She really was beautiful. “I have some time up my sleeve now anyway. Hey, you’re interested in scientific research, aren’t you?”

“Sure am.”

“I never got to choose an intern for the break, I didn’t see a point, but I’ll be assisting some excellent scientists on Alzheimer’s research. Interested?”

“Oh my God! That would be super awesome.”

“Excellent. Are you able to stay over for a week? We’ll come home on the weekend.”

“Yes, of course. I’ve no other plans.”

“Great. I’ll pick you up here at seven in the morning.”

“I really don’t know how to thank you.”

“Just work hard.”

“I will.” I ran to my room to pack every stitch of clothing I had. I had no clue where we were going, and I didn’t care. I could call my parents in the morning.

****

“So, Meg. How did you enjoy your first day with your head over a microscope?”

“It was epic.”

“You did very well. It’s easy to tell you have a passion for it. I used to be like that.”

“Don’t you like it now?” I sipped my champagne. I wasn’t really used such expensive alcohol to it, but it was the drink of choice for Kitty, and I wasn’t going to argue. I felt very sophisticated at the ripe old age of twenty. I was certainly very relaxed.

Talking with another female with so much in common was amazing. She sure knew how to rock the casual playsuit she had changed into as well. The best I could do was yoga pants and crop top when she said to change into the most comfortable things you have.

After a bit of thought, Kitty answered my question. “I do like it still. But sometimes I yearn to be soaking it all up for the first time. When I see all of the young ones, like yourself, I get a little envious that I’m not making these wondrous discoveries for the first time again.

“I’m sure you’ll make some very important discoveries in the future. You’re not old.”

“I’m not twenty either.”

“Pffft…thirty is the new twenty.”

“How about thirty-eight?”

“No way.”

“Yes, way.”

“Now you’ve left work, you’ll have plenty of time to get into research.”

She nodded and drank down the rest of her wine. “I’d like to make a huge discovery and tell all those prejudiced bastards to kiss my ass.”

My eyes nearly popped out of my head. Then I just started laughing. I reached out for the bottle and filled up her glass. “You gotta fill me in. Promise I’ll say nothing.”

“Thanks to Dean Anderson and that uptight bitch on the parent committee, I was ‘removed from the school for the safety of the students’.” She shook her head, and I could see tears brimming in her eyes.

“What? How were you a danger?”

“It's a religious based school and they don’t share my belief that everyone should be allowed to love any age-of-consent person we choose. Male or female.”

I didn’t mean to, but I know I went red. I know I didn’t say much, but I was embarrassed about what had been said about her at school yesterday.

“What? You have the same views as them, don’t you?”

“No. It isn’t that. God, I’ve never thought that hard about what others do in their privates lives, some of the girls at school were talking about you.”

“Go ahead, say it. I’m a freak because I like to have sex with women and not men.”

“No, they never said that. They just mentioned it, that’s all.” I looked up from my embarrassed stare at the carpet and saw the tears rolling down Kitty’s cheeks. I put down my glass and went and sat next to her. “To hell with them. It’s none of their business. It doesn’t worry me otherwise I’d never have come here.” I put my arm around her.

“I guess not. It just that losing my job is the last straw.”

“You’ll find something better.”

“Thanks.”

She looked so soft and beautiful and so vulnerable I just wanted to kiss her pain away. Wait…I wanted to what? Kiss her? Wow. I’d never thought about kissing another woman before. I’d had some less than successful attempts with males who were smelly and had scratchy growth on their faces. What would the smooth skin and soft lips of another woman be like?

To hell with it, life was for the living, right?

“Teach me.” I had an edge to my voice that I’d never heard before, and I realized, for the first time in the presence of another person, I was sexually aroused. I really was.

“What?” Kitty frowned at me and then she must’ve understood. “Oh, Meg. You don’t have to make me feel better like that.”

“I’m not trying to. I don’t find males attractive. Maybe I’m meant to be with females. I want to try it and see.”

“I’d be taking advantage of my position over you.”

“What position? You’re no longer my teacher, and I’ve asked you, not the other way around. I know what I’m doing. I must have this body for some reason other than being labeled a dumb blonde.”

She reached out, and her touch thrilled me to the core. My cheek was on fire where she’d traced her fingers, and I knew this was the right thing to do.

“You’re beautiful, Meg. Don’t ever let anyone put you down for your looks. I can assure you brains come in all packages and so does the lack of them.”

“Kiss me, Kitty. I’ve never had a sexual kiss I’ve enjoyed.”

“Oh, Baby. Come here.” She reached out both arms, and I shimmied across the sofa, and she wrapped her legs and arms around me, stroking my hair. “You know this is not why I invited you here.”

“I know. It’s my idea. And I’m age of consent.”

“Neither of us are beholding to anything after this one time. I’ll never treat you any differently than I have today. I’m not up for a relationship, Meg. If you can’t handle the feelings of attachment, it’s best we don’t get beyond a kiss.”

“I’ll be okay. I promise I won’t flip out and become your stalker.”

She guided my head to tilt my face up to hers. Those beautiful eyes and plush, red lips were so close. I breathed in the womanly scent of her, and I knew this was going to blow my mind. As if she had all the time in the world she touched her lips to mine, barely and then pulled away slightly again.

I sucked in a breath and my pulse went wild. My pussy ached in a way that I’d never, ever felt before. I followed her movement and caught her behind the head with my hand. She couldn’t move away as I tasted those sexy lips with the tip of my tongue. She groaned and pursed her lips around the tip of my tongue and gently sucked.

Holy fuck, that was the hottest thing anyone had ever done to me. My hand trembled as I placed it on the delicate skin of her inner thigh and caressed her. I pulled her in closer, and our lips met as our tongues collided in heat.

After a few minutes of frantic kissing, Kitty pulled away, and we leaned with our foreheads together.

Every part of me throbbed, and my panties were already wet. Why hadn’t I discovered this before? I liked females, sexually. Not to say I wouldn’t like a male if I met the right one. I agreed with Kitty that we should be able to enjoy both if we chose to.

“We’ve kissed. We can stop right now if you want to. There’s no obligation to go any further.” Kitty sat up and looked me in the eyes. “I’ll never say anything to anyone. You’ve certainly given me the ego boost I needed. Thank you.”

“I don’t want to stop. I want you to make love to me. I want you to do whatever you want to me.”

“God, Meg. Are you sure? I mean really sure?”

“No one is going to know. I’ll be okay later. I promise. This might be the only chance I get with someone I truly trust to take care of me.” That was so true it scared me.

I kissed Kitty then. I took her face in my hands and kissed her as passionately as I could. I couldn’t let this chance go by. I just couldn’t. After the kiss had left her groaning, I stood up and took off my clothes, every stitch. My heavy breasts ached, and my nipples were as hard as rocks.

I ran my hands over my hips and then over my well-cropped pussy. “You want me, Kitty, Don’t you? You want to kiss my pussy?”

She looked at me like I was a Goddess. “Baby, I want you more than you can ever imagine. I want to hear you scream my name as you come.”

“Do it then.” I walked towards her. “Make me come.” I’d never felt so brave. I knew that I wanted this, and nothing was going to stop me getting it. “Tell me how you want me.”

“Sit on the edge of the sofa, feet up, I’ll do the rest.”

I sat with my ass on the edge, and I leaned back with my feet up on the sofa as well. Kitty took all her clothes off and knelt between my legs. “Relax and let it happen. If you feel like coming, let it happen. There can be much more later. The first one will be very fast.”

She traced her fingers all around my pussy lips.

I groaned because that almost made me come.

“Meg. I have to ask you. Are you a virgin?”

“I’ve penetrated myself with masturbation, but no one else has ever come close. I always felt too scared a man would hurt too much.”

“There will be a time when you’ll want it to hurt, and that will intensify the pleasure but I promise I’ll be as gentle as I can, and you must tell me if anything makes you uncomfortable or is painful. Everyone is different.”

“I will. I promise.”

“Good girl.” She lowered herself and leveled her mouth at my pussy. “Your pussy smells so sweet. I bet it tastes that way. First, I’m going to tongue-fuck you. That won’t be hard on your tight, little tunnel.”

“Oh God. I’m almost coming hearing you talk about it.”

“Baby, you’ve got a lot of coming to do yet.” Kitty went down and slid her long tongue inside me.

I can’t even begin to explain how that felt. It was as smooth as silk and as hot as lava. I never wanted that to stop. I gripped the sofa cushions, and my hips came up to meet her tongue strokes. “Oooohhh. Kitty, that’s so fucking good…”

She just kept on going with her tongue and rested the pad of one finger over my throbbing clit. I almost ripped the sofa cover with my fingernails.

“Holy fuck, Holy fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck.” I’d lost all sense of decorum.

Ever so slowly she circled my hot clit with her fingertip and kept shoving her tongue deep inside me making gorgeous slurping noises as she did. When she used two fingers and rubbed them fast over my clit, I knew I was done in.

My whole body locked up for a few seconds, and the only noise I could make was a strangled noise in my throat. Kitty kept up her rhythm with her fingers and sank her tongue in and held it in there.

My orgasm broke like a bucking bronco, and I swear I gushed a river of come as I Kitty worked to drink and lap it all up. Over and over my cunt squeezed and let go, and I never thought I could ever experience anything as good as my first orgasm with another person.

As I slowly regained control of my body, Kitty, stopped what she was doing and smiled. “You taste like the sweetest nectar, baby girl.”

“You really know what you’re doing. Nothing can ever be as good as that.”

“You’re wrong. It can be better.”

“No way. That was amazing.”

“Now we get down to some real orgasms.” She moved me so I was on my knees. “You have the sweetest looking ass, and your pussy is so tight and hot. I’m going to stretch you now. It’ll feel good. I promise.”

“I trust you.”

“You’re really wet, but for your first time being finger-fucked, I’m going to use some lube. I have some in my purse.” She kissed my ass cheek and went to get the lube out of her purse. “I won’t hurt you, not in a bad way.”

“I’ll start with one finger to spread some of this lube deep inside your cunt. I won’t penetrate your ass, Okay?”

“Okay.” My breathing was labored, and my breasts swung free below me.

The lube was a little cold, but the feeling of her long, slender finger inside me soon had me pushing back for more.

“I’m going for two fingers now, Baby. You’ll begin to feel the stretch.”

She was right. Two fingers did stretch me and the way she moved them inside me, pressing down on the lower wall inside me, and I felt something so intense about where she focused her fingertip pressure.

“This is you G-spot I’m rubbing inside you. It gives the most intense orgasms. Play with your clit if you want to. Just go easy, you don’t want to come before you’re getting finger-fucked properly.”

“Shit, that feels so good. I can’t believe I’m ready to come so soon again.”

“The female body is able to orgasm unlimited times with the correct treatment. The only barrier is our minds.”

“I don’t doubt that the way I’m feeling.” I touched my swollen clit and softly rubbed as Kitty moved her fingers in and out faster.

“Three now. This may hurt a little but rub your clit and it’ll soon pass.”

Wow. Three fingers stretching me was so good. Her fucking action became faster, and I heard her squirt more lubrication, and the cold shock made me tense up which made me really feel her three fingers inside me all at once.

“So good, Kitty. So fucking good. Keep going, keep fucking me.”

“I’m going for four now, so rub that clitty hard. Push back for me, Meg. Push back and fuck my fingers.”

I did what she said, and the burning stretch hurt, but it also felt amazing. I rubbed my clitty hard, and a lot of the lube had run down to it. That was fucking good, and it let me go faster and hard on my clit, and I pushed back and forward hard onto her four, bunched up fingers.

“Turn over, Meg. Squat onto my fingers, watch me fuck you.”

I quickly changed position onto my feet and squatted deep onto her fingers. I fucked them hard, bouncing up and down as she held her hand still.

“God you’re fucking beautiful, Meg. Yes, darlin’ yes, fuck down hard onto my fingers, feel it. Come for me babe. Come hard.”

I did. I couldn’t stop myself. My clit action with her hard finger fucking brought me undone for the second time, and I cried out as the tremors overtook me and I pumped a second squirt of cum out of my pussy. I was so messy, and Kitty seemed to love that.

“Sweet Jesus, girl, you come so beautifully. I could spend a lifetime making you cum and never get tired of it.”

“What about you? Do you want to cum?”

“You don’t have to worry about me. This night is for you.”

“I want to make you cum. I want to know I can.”

“You might not like the taste. Not everyone does.”

“Let me try, Kitty. I don’t know what to do really, but you’ll help me won’t you. You’ll tell me where to touch you, where to lick you.”

“If you really are sure.”

“Open your legs for me, Kitty. I want to see what you look like.” I moved to kneel on the floor, and Kitty sat on the sofa. I pressed her thighs apart, and the most gorgeous sight met my eyes. A deep raspberry pink edged her lips, and when I eased them apart, her inner lips and tiny clit were candy-pink.

“You’re so pretty. I’m going to lick your sweet, pink clitty. I think I’ll like it.” I wasn’t sure what to do, but I thought about what made me come when I played with my clit. I pointed my tongue out and flickered the tip of it over her clit as fast as I could. Kitty tensed up and moaned some curse words.

She clearly liked that. I kept tickling her swollen clit with my tongue until she began to writhe up and down and side to side. “Put your fingers in me. I need to feel your inside me.”

I figured I didn’t need to mess around with one or two fingers, and I sank three deep inside her and fucked her hard with them. I softened my tongue a little and lapped at her clit as hard as I could.

It seemed to take no time at all and Kitty’s body began to vibrate, and she cried out my name as her hips arched up over and over and sank my fingers in harder.

“Oh fuck. I didn’t mean to come yet. God…shit.”

“I’m glad you came fast. It means I did it right.” I slowly slid my fingers out of her when her cunt stopped clenching. She groaned as I licked her come off my fingers. “You taste like honey. I want to eat you out.” I went straight down and began licking her juices from inside her and around her silky pussy lips.

“You’re a fast learner.”

“You’re a good teacher.” I finished cleaning her up and slid up beside her on the sofa, and we cuddled.

“I never thought this would happen.” Kitty stroked my shoulder. “Are you cold, I can turn the heat up.”

“I’m not cold, I’m just all shivery from the way I feel. If I’d known, a woman could be that good…”

“I’m glad you didn’t. I’m honored to be the first.”

“I can’t think of anyone else I’d rather it be.”

We shared a kiss that was deep, and I could taste myself on her mouth, and it felt right. I never wanted to stop kissing her. Once we finally stopped, I was horny as fuck again. I stroked her gorgeous breasts, and her nipples stood hard and proud. They were thick and long compared to mine.

I leaned in and sucked one into my mouth. Kitty arched her back, and I knew her nipples were one of her most sensitive places. I pulled and tweaked at the other one with my finger and sucked hard. Her groans were my reward. I went back up and kissed her on the lips.

“Sit cross-legged, facing me. Let’s make each other come together.”

I moved to copy the way she sat, and she reached over, squirted some lube on me and then herself and started to massage my clit. I massaged her in the exact same way. We moved together, what she did to me I mirrored back to her. It was sublime and perfect. We both began breathing a little heavier, and she kissed and nibbled at my lips, and I did the same to her.

Her finger work became faster and more centered at my clit, and I found the sweet spot of hers and rubbed it as she did mine. She kissed me again, and I couldn’t get enough of her. I sucked her tongue into my mouth and let her do the same to mine.

“Meg, I’m going to come now. Are you ready too.”

“Yes, fuck yes. I’m ready.”

We locked our mouth together again and hammered our tongues and lips onto each other as our fingers worked hard to release the impending orgasm. When it happened, we both hit the jackpot, and we cried out into each other’s mouth. Or bodies tensed and released together and we slowly, slowly came down from the climax.

“Wow. I mean just…wow.” There were no words for that. I couldn’t believe it was even real.

“I know. I’ve never had it so intense before.” Kitty held me tight.

“We’ve got all week if you want.” I know she said one time, but hell if I was missing out on this every night. I was sure we could do a whole lot more too. Somehow I knew we’d barely scraped the surface of pleasure we could give each other.

“Meg, I’m going to fuck you in every way I know possible this week.”

“I’m going to learn how to make you come from across the room.”

“They have things called clit buzzers for that. Remote controlled.” She smiled.

“Now you’re talking. I bet there’s plenty more we can do with toys.”

“We could go a whole lifetime.” She looked down her face reddening a little as she realized what she’d said.

“A lifetime suits me. Why don’t we try it?”

“I’m so much older.”

“Let’s take it day by orgasmic day then.”

“Perfect.”

I held her, and I hoped we’d be together like this for a very long time to come.


30. Let’s Get Cooking: A MILF's First Lesbian Sex with a Younger Woman by Nora Walker

Laura reinvents her life when she ends up divorced and her only child heads off to college.  She wanted to experience new things and to get out of the house, so she signed up for a book club and a cooking class.  Little does she know that the cooking class will turn up the heat and reinvent more than she ever thought possible.

I just never saw it coming.  I really didn’t.  I mean, I was almost forty and divorced, with my only daughter off to college.  I had a pretty good job and with her out of the house, I had reduced expenses significantly.  Well, except for the college tuition of course.  I was lucky; she was a smart girl and had gotten a pretty generous scholarship, so I did not have to pay exorbitant rates.  Her father was chipping in a little, but I did not count on that for the basics.  Usually, whatever he would send me, I just stuck into an account for her for after college graduation.

My life was smooth and quiet for the most part.  Shortly after she graduated high school, I had sold off our small house for an even smaller two bedroom apartment.  I used the master bedroom, of course, and the second room was a combination bedroom and study.  She was a little surprised when I moved, but I think she understood.  Living by myself now, I really did not want the maintenance of a full-size house.

It was fabulous being able to clean the whole place in under an hour, and having so much time back in my weekends with no yard work either.  To make sure I got out of the house, I signed up for a book club and a cooking class.  It seemed that I had a whole new world waiting for me.  I guess I never expected just how new that world would turn out to be.

With just me to focus on, I was eating healthier and making a lot more food at home.  I had always enjoyed cooking and felt bad that I did not make more homemade meals for Chelsea, my daughter.  She had been so patient and understanding when the divorce went through, much more so than a normal 14-year-old should have to be.  I had always worked outside of the home, so that was not a huge change.

But when I started picking up extra work at the office for the overtime pay, things started to slip through the cracks.  One of which was home-cooked dinners.  I still made some things.  After all, if I made spaghetti on Sunday evening, we could eat on that for at least a few days.

Now that I was on my own, I was doing that quite a bit.  I would make big batches of grilled chicken or soup, and then portion out my lunches and dinners for the week, including a lot of salads.  It was all of the convenience of an easy frozen dinner but homemade!

The cooking class I signed up for was about cooking for one.  It sounded so pitiful, but I think it was supposed to be a singles group slash cooking class.  I was not interested in the ‘single’ part, I had not even thought of dating since the divorce.

Well, I had thought of it once.  A guy from the office asked me to dinner shortly after the divorce was finalized, and I accepted.  Chelsea reacted strangely, so I dropped the entire concept.  Besides, I had enough to worry about without taking on a relationship too.  Looking back, it was probably too soon for her.  And for me, if I want, to be honest.  I guess I just wanted company or something.

My marriage had been going downhill long before we filed any paperwork.  It had been years since we had had sex, and to tell the truth, I was okay with that.  We had gotten married young and had our family right away.  I never had those crazy stories about “when I was in my twenties”.  My twenties included teething and potty training.

A couple of new friends from the book club told me that now was my time.  That since I missed out on all the fun in my twenties, I had to live it up now.  I looked at them like they were insane.  I was way too old for that crazy stuff.

Instead, to burn off some extra calories, I also joined a gym near the apartment.  I was not hard-core or anything, just a little time on the treadmill or in the pool.  I tried one spinning class and nearly died.  I was better off just doing regular things, and so was everyone around me.

One Saturday afternoon, I had finished working out and grabbed a quick shower before heading to my cooking class.  I was excited about that day’s menu.  It was some kind of grilled chicken that you could supposedly freeze for later, or use in like a hundred different ways.  It sounded perfect for me!

I noticed a new face in the room when I arrived but really did not pay any attention.  I stashed my purse under my work table and started looking through the ingredients and the directions.

“Have you done this before?” the voice was quiet but self-assured.

I nodded without looking up.

“Want to be partners then?”

I finally looked in the direction of the voice and found the new face smiling back at me.

“Oh, hi there.  I’m Laura,” I offered my hand.

The slight young woman grinned back at me, the diamond in her nose glinting under the lights.  She had long blonde hair and dark green eyes.

“Athena,” she replied, “Is that a yes then?”

“Sure,” I agreed a little too easily.

She seemed pleasant enough.  I was a little surprised when she bent over her bag, and I spotted a large swirling black tattoo in the small of her back, barely peeking over the waistband of her tight leggings.  Not to mention that while her hair was long, the underside was buzzed down almost to her scalp.  Still, in the bent over position, she turned and looked up at me.  I flushed pink and looked away, embarrassed to have been caught staring at her.  Just then the instructor entered the room to begin class, and I was saved by the bell, so to speak.

****

We started with some kind of appetizer, diced olives and tomatoes on toasted bread.  Athena smiled at me and slid the dish of olives over to my side of the table.

“If you’ll do the olives, I’ll do the tomatoes,” her green eyes flashed when she smiled at me.

“S-Sure,” I stuttered, reaching for the dish.

I had no idea why this young woman was making me nervous, but she was.  I felt flush, but it could have just been from the fact she caught me staring at her tattoo.

We diced everything and dumped it into the larger mixing bowl.

“What’s next?” I studied my instruction sheet.

“It looks like garlic and olive oil.  Do you want to crush or pour?”

My head whipped up towards her; there seemed to be innuendo in her statement, but I could not figure out where.

“I’ll pour,” I offered.

“Good, I like crushing,” she winked.

She actually winked at me!  What the heck was going on? My poor little brain was racing in confusion.

Athena laid out several cloves of garlic and smacked them with the broad side of a large knife.  She carefully peeled off the papery skin and then went to town with the sharp edge of the knife until the garlic was more like a paste.  With a smooth brush, she scooped the paste onto the knife and then scraped it into the bowl.

I poured the olive oil into the mixture and was nervous because I became intensely aware that she was watching me not the bowl.

When everything was added, she grinned at me and rolled up the sleeves of her long chambray shirt.  With a gleam in her eye, she stuck both hands into the large bowl and started mixing everything together with her fingers.  The juicy ripe tomatoes slid around, and the olive oil made her skin glisten.

I laughed while she did it, “I don’t see that part in the instructions.”

“Sometimes you have to think outside the box.  And just get your hands dirty.”

Again with the unidentifiable innuendo.

After we toasted the little bread slices and devoured our creation, we moved on to the chicken.  It was not nearly as exciting as the tapenade, but she was fun company.  Her laugh tinkled like a silver bell, and she seemed very intent on making a veiled point with her continued innuendo, but I just was not catching on to the implications.

After we finished the chicken and deemed it delicious, it was time for dessert.  With a practiced hand, she easily whipped up the chocolate soufflé, and we took a small break while it set.  When it was ready, she held her dish up and grinned at me.

While staring directly into my eyes, she slowly slid one finger into the creamy chocolate concoction and deliberately licked it off her fingertip.

I just blinked at her.  I mean, I was not good at picking up on signals, but even I could tell that one.

“Um, Athena?” I wanted to nip it in the bud and tell her that I was not ‘that type.'

“Yes?” her face looked eager and hopeful with just a hint of wickedness.

“I’m not sure…” my voice trailed off.  I was not sure how to phrase it delicately to this nice young woman in her tight leggings and long baggy shirt.

“Would you like to get a drink?  After all, we’ve just had dinner together…”

I nodded, since I was clearly unable to process the words I needed.

Once we finished the food we had prepared and cleaned up our dirty dishes, we walked out together into the crisp night air.

“What a beautiful night,” she breathed, her pale skin shining in the lamplight.

She pointed to our left, and we started walking.  I was clutching tightly to my purse, more out of nerves than anything.  After several blocks of walking, Athena stopped in front of a small apartment building.

“This doesn’t look like…”

She laughed, “Like a bar?  It’s not, I live here.  It’s the closest place to get a good glass of wine.  I have great taste, you know.”

She ushered me inside, and I perched on the edge of the couch with my purse balanced on my knees.  She giggled when she returned from the kitchen.

“Just relax, I don’t bite.  Well, I’ve been known to, but you have to ask,” she gave me another wink that made me blush.

Her fingers brushed against mine when she handed me a wine glass, and I must have shivered.  She sat down very close to me and put her hand on my shoulder.

“Laura, you seem rather nervous.”

“Yeah, a little.”

“Why do I make you nervous?”

“I guess… Because this suddenly feels like a date and I don’t know what to do with that…” I admitted my fear.

“Do with what?  We’re just having a glass of wine and getting to know each other.”

Her fingers brushed against my cheek as she tucked a stray curl behind my ear.

“Athena…”

“Just drink your wine, we’re just getting to know each other,” she repeated.

I had never had another woman touch me in that way.  But it felt nice; I was nervous because this was all new territory but it did not put me off, and that was even scarier.  With a gulp, I swallowed down the last of my wine and eased back against the couch cushions.

She slowly unbuttoned and removed her baggy shirt to reveal a very cute trim little figure, much more noticeable in just the tight leggings and snug tee shirt.  Then she reclined back next to me, nuzzling into my neck and slowly slid her fingertips up my thigh.  I shivered but had no desire to move away from her touch.

“You’re very pretty, Laura.  I noticed you in class immediately,” she whispered, her warm breath tickling my ear.

“I-I noticed you too,” I confessed.

“I know,” she giggled, “I caught you staring at my ass.”

“I was not!  I was looking at your tattoo!”

“Which is right above my ass, missy.”

She had me there.

****

The tip of Athena’s tongue tickled the outer shell of my ear, and I shivered.  Her breath was warm on my skin, and I seemed partially frozen in place.  On one hand I liked how it felt and did not want her to stop; but on the other hand, I had no idea what I was doing and was terrified of doing something wrong.

“Just relax and let me show you,” she whispered, already realizing what I was thinking.

I did not even realize I had been holding my breath until it escaped with a soft whoosh.

Her lips were soft against my neck, and I never minded the stubble in a man’s kiss until I had experienced the softness of a woman’s face against my skin.  Her cheek was smooth as it grazed mine, and she seemed to know all the places that made me shiver.  My ears, my neck, my throat.

Her slender body weighed almost nothing when she crawled up to straddle my lap.  With a giggle, she slowly took my hands out from under my own thighs and placed them on her waist.

“It’s okay, you can touch too,” she nodded.

I rested my hands lightly on top of her hip bones, feeling her move gracefully as she bent towards me.  She pressed her lips to mine gently at first, just the barest of butterfly kisses.  I guess it woke something up because I found myself kissing her back and my hands started moving along her back.

Her fingers tickled the nape of my neck, and I think I let out a soft moan.  It had been so long since anyone touched me like that, it was almost overwhelming.  When I started kissing her back, her lips felt more urgent.  Her tongue swiped across my lower lip, and when I gasped, she darted just the tip between my parted lips.

I pressed my hands against her back, trying to pull her closer.  Her hips were gyrating slowly as her tongue entwined with mine.  When one of my hands slid up to her neck, I felt the bristly velvet of the shaved part and rubbed it softly.

She giggled, “You like that?”

I nodded, “It feels so soft.”

With gentle but firm hands, she pressed my thighs apart and knelt on the floor between my legs.  In that position, her face was about parallel with my tits.

“Oh I have got to see these,” she breathed with a hungry smile.

I laughed and slowly began to unbutton my shirt.

She snatched my fingers away with a pout, “But I want to do that.”

I laughed and dropped my hands to the couch.  As she finished the job, she left a trail of wet kisses on each inch of skin as it appeared.  She licked and kissed and nibbled at my collarbone, at the upper swell of my breasts, and all the way down my tummy.  By the time my shirt was completely open, I could hardly breathe.  I just shivered and squirmed underneath her.

She slowly pushed my shirt off my shoulders and let it fall to the floor.  With a practiced hand, she unclasped my bra and let it just sit pressed against my breasts.  With a stiffened tongue, she slowly pushed it off, slowly revealing the large firmness.

“Oh these are amazing,” she breathed with a delighted grin.

Her fingers felt so soft and gentle as she caressed the outer curves.  My nipples were already tightening under her touch, but when her thumbs grazed against them, they stiffened even more.

“Mmmm, very responsive, I like that…”

Her mouth was warm and soft and wet when she closed her lips around one tight little peak.  I arched my back into her as she lightly pinched the other one.  I stroked her silky blonde hair as she teased from one to the other, her tongue or fingers always on both of them.

Athena kept sucking and licking back and forth, and I hardly noticed that her hands had slipped to the fly of my jeans.  Before I realized what had happened, she had unbuttoned and unzipped my pants.

She held them open and away from my body.  When I glanced down, I was grateful that I always kept myself groomed and that I wore semi-sexy panties that day.  They were white silk bikinis to match the bra that was lying around somewhere.

Her tongue tickled as it grazed just inside the waistband of my panties.  She exhaled warmly on my lower belly and slowly inched my jeans downward.  I lifted my ass up and wriggled my hips to help.  She giggled while she tugged firmly.  I slipped my feet out of my sandals and everything ended up in a puddle somewhere.

When she stood back up, she slowly removed her own tee shirt and leggings.  Her young skin was smooth and taut, and the black bra and panties stood out beautifully against her creamy pale skin.  She slid back up to straddle my bare thighs, this time with nothing but a thin piece of satin between her pussy and my leg.

I could feel the wetness and the heat as she ground herself against me.  She leaned lithe little body forward until her satin-covered breasts were pressed against mine.  They felt firm but pliable.  I had never touched any other breasts except my own, and I wanted to feel hers.

“Go ahead,” she whispered.

I fumbled a little with the clasp on her bra but it finally released, and I tossed it to the floor with the rest of our clothes.  Her small tits were smooth and perky with tiny rosebud peaks in the middle.  She took one of my hands and pressed it against one of her breasts.  With a small moan, she pressed her fingers against mine, gripping her own flesh with my hand.

As soon as she released my hand, I released her breast.  Her face fell until I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her closer to me.  I cupped both of her tits with my hands and kneaded them softly.  When the tiny rosebuds stiffened at my touch, I bent my head to them.

With a light flick, I teased one nipple.  She gasped, and I was emboldened.  I pinched one lightly with my fingertips, as she had done mine, and then closed my mouth around the other.  It felt firm and slightly rubbery, and when I rubbed the tip with my tongue, she moaned loudly.

“Yessssssss,” she hissed.

I pinched and licked them both, back and forth, until her hips could not stay still.  She was wriggling and gyrating against my thigh hard.  I loved the way her body moved against mine and the way she responded to my touch.

“Oh I can’t take it,” she moaned.

Her body melted between my thighs, and she was kneeling on the floor again.  This time, she licked her way up one of my thighs and down the other.  Her hot wet tongue and light breath made me gasp and moan like I had never done before.  When she pressed her pursed lips against my panties, I gasped loudly.  I did not even realize how wet I was until she pressed my juices against my own flesh.

Athena hooked her thumbs inside my panties and slowly dragged them down my legs.  My pussy tightened at the sudden cool air, but her warm mouth chased that away instantly.  She pressed her lips against me, pushing my thighs further apart with her palms.

She kissed all over, teasing me and tormenting me.  I could not even remember the last time anyone went down on me, but suddenly I needed it more than I needed oxygen.

Her tongue finally slipped inside the outer lips to find my swollen clit.  It throbbed with desire and when she lightly grazed it, I thought I was going to faint.  My chest felt hot, my cheeks were flushed, and my breath was ragged.

“Athena,” I whispered.

With nothing else as encouragement, she trapped my aching nub between her lips and flicked her tongue hard and fast over the taut surface.  I buried my fingers in her long hair and pulled her face to my body.  As she rubbed my clit with her tongue, she slid two fingers deep inside my pussy.  She pressed firmly against a place I was not aware of until that moment, and I exploded.  My whole body tightened and shuddered, and I writhed on the couch, pulling her face tightly against me.  As my climax ebbed, she eased me back down to reality.  When she finally looked up at me, she had a glossy grin across those perfect pink lips.

She stood and yanked off her own panties before straddling my lap again.

“Athena?  How do I please you?  I want to make you feel the way you made me feel…” I was nervous but so desperately wanted to give her the same.

I could feel her slippery wetness against my skin as she pressed her pussy into my thigh.  She was thrusting against me, willing her own body towards the edge.

“No, no, not like that,” I tried to get her to stop.

Her body stopped moving, and the frustration was evident on her face.

“What?  Please, Laura, I need…”

“I know, I want to give it to you.”

“You don’t have to, I understand all of this is new…”

I wrapped one arm around her slender waist and pulled her down to kiss her.  She tasted like my pussy, and our tongues danced to share the sweetness.  Her kiss was hungry and demanding, her need evident as it radiated from her body.  She kissed me as though her relief was on my lips.  As I kissed her back, distracting her by nipping at her bottom lip, I slipped one hand between our bodies to find the source of her desire.

Her sweet little pussy was slippery and hot.  My fingers slid over the warmth of her skin, and she gasped loudly, arching her back away from my kiss.

“Oh God, yes, Laura, yes” she groaned, almost painfully.

“Like that?” I let my fingers search and explore her body.

“Oh, almost, right… there…”

Her little clit was swollen, and I knew I had found it when she bucked on my thighs.

“Yes, there,” she gasped, “please, there.”

I rubbed hard little circles right there, right on the place that made her face taut with need.  Her body was tight and almost humming as she got closer and closer.  It was breathtaking to watch as my fingers drew out each pleasure from her.  I slid my middle finger deep inside her and found what she must have found inside me.  When I grazed that spot, she stiffened and held her breath.  I twisted my hand around until I could reach that fleshy spot inside as well as her clit.  When I rubbed both of them together, she screamed and bucked hard against my hand, digging her nails into my shoulders for balance.

I could feel the slipperiness of her climax dripping down my hand, and I wanted to taste it.  I wanted to make her make that face again, that look that was partially surprise, a little shock, and complete pleasure.  I just kept rubbing until her body went slack against me.

She finally collapsed on my chest, and I slowly withdrew my hand.  She nuzzled my neck and kissed the spot where my own pulse still pounded with delight from watching her.

“Athena, that was amazing,” I whispered in her ear.

She giggled, “That’s what I’m supposed to say.”

After a short recovery (women are fabulous that way I now realize), we curled up together on the couch, and she pulled a blanket over our mutual nakedness.  We ended up drifting off to sleep that way, still entwined and entangled on her couch.  The combined scents of our fun permeated my senses, and I had the most wonderfully wicked dreams of her.

****

I did end up spending the entire night at her place, and even the next day.  One thing to note about sleeping woman to woman is that recovery is much quicker.  The first time we dozed off it was only for a few hours.  When we woke, she was ready for more and I was in no mood to say no.

With a sexy, breathy voice, she slowly walked me through my next step.  The first time my tongue tasted her pussy, I was hooked.  It was almost too sexy to believe, hearing her voice describe what she wanted me to do as I did it.  It’s like she was torn between wanting to help instruct me and wanting to just enjoy it.  When she came with my mouth wrapped around her pussy, I felt like the sexiest woman on earth.

After that eye-opening weekend, I ended up spending quite a bit of time with Athena over the next several months.  She was so amazing and patient as I navigated my first relationship with a woman.  She even understood my hesitation in telling anyone, especially my daughter Chelsea.  And we spent half our time together having sex.  In her bed, in my bed, in the restaurant, in the bar.  She also introduced me to some of her friends so I could get to know some other lesbians.

In a friendly way, we ended up going our separate ways.  She found someone who was more ready than I was, and she told me I needed to play the field for a while.

I laughed at her when she said that, “At my age?  That’s ridiculous.”

She just stroked my cheek, “Well, in the world of lesbians, you’re new and young and ready to have fun.  It had nothing to do with age.”

She did have a point, and once I thought it through, I did take her advice.  I started dating again, after so many years off the market, but not one single date was with a man.

After about a year or so after that first night, I did end up telling my daughter.  The last thing I ever wanted was to have her find out some other way.  To her credit, she was amazingly supportive.  Apparently, she had a lot of gay friends in college and had started to suspect something anyway.  I asked her what she meant, and she just laughed.

“There are only two reasons a woman walks around glowing like that, Mom, and I was pretty sure you weren’t pregnant.  I just want you to be happy, Mom.”

I wrapped her in a hug.

“But can I please be there when you tell Dad?”

I laughed and swatted her away, relishing the thought myself.


31. Longing For My Maid of Honor: A Brides First Lesbian Sex on Her Wedding Day by Roxy Rhodes

Brad had always been a perfect gentleman—the kind of man who would take care of me for the rest of my life.  That’s why I expected Lila would be happy for me on my wedding day, and would take her duties as maid of honor seriously.  But instead, she seemed more interested in playing sexual mind games with me, flaunting her gorgeous body at me in ways that made me rethink my devotion to Brad, as well as what was behind our life-long friendship.  Maybe she’d always been more than just a friend.  Maybe she was the one who could finally show me what real ecstasy was.

Brad asked me to marry him on our very first date, three years ago.  In fact, it wasn’t just our first date, but my first real date ever.  We were college sophomores at the time, and while I’d kissed other boys during juvenile games of spin the bottle in high school, and had experience batting hands away from my behind at high school dances, it wasn’t until college, with Brad, that I’d had a proper “date”.  He had asked me to the classic dinner and a movie.  He’d brought me flowers.  At the end of the evening, I let him kiss me lightly on the lips.  He had pulled away, smiling dreamily, and said, “Will you marry me?”

I’d laughed at him then, and I laughed for three more years until our graduation day, when he showed he was serious.  He got down on one knee in his cap and gown just before we walked on stage and said in front of all of our friends, “Elise, we’re about to start the rest of our lives, and I want you there with me every step of the way.”  The ring was impressive, his eyes were earnest, and I knew he would take care of me for the rest of my life.  I said yes with tears in my eyes.

And now here we were at our wedding reception.  The deed was done—I’m sure the ceremony was beautiful, but truth be told already it was merely a hazy memory, and we hadn’t even cut the cake yet.  I was overwhelmed by champagne and tears and handshakes and tasks.  I looked over to my smiling husband, accepting congratulations from some distant relative, and thought to myself, “That’s my husband.”  The thought was neither joyful nor one of dread, but dreamlike and surreal.  My vision blurred, and my head felt light.  It was simply too large of a concept.

Hoping to center myself, I looked over to my friend Lila, who had served as maid of honor.  Lila had been my best friend since elementary school, and though we talked on the phone most nights, we’d rarely gotten to see each other since we’d gone off to different colleges.  She had moved across the country, then studied abroad, and always was spending her summers with somebody new and fascinating.  I had missed her—and I had to admit, I was jealous of her life, which seemed spontaneous and full of adventure.  But still, she was a true friend, and when I told her I was getting married, she took two weeks off to come help me through it.

“Yes…of course I trust you,” I said, starting to melt a little into her nimble fingertips, which were giving gentle pressure to the side of my rib cage, just below where my breast began to swell outward.  I let my arms fall open as I gave into her soothing touch.   I leaned forward, my breasts dangling in front of me, swaying as she kneaded my skin.  With each circular motion of her fingers, she seemed to come closer and closer to my breast, and in spite of my insistence that I trusted her, a part of me wondered if she wouldn’t just reach up and grab my nipples just to make me uncomfortable.  But instead, just as her fingers began to graze my swollen mounds, she withdrew her hand, and for reasons I couldn’t quite pinpoint, I felt cold and alone as her hand withdrew.  Suddenly self-conscious, I once again folded my arms over myself, trying to look natural.

She knelt down at my feet, and as she stared up into my eyes, she reached up and grabbed my wrists with a firm, but gentle grip, unfolding me, leaving my breasts unprotected.  She took them in slowly with wet, hungry eyes.  It was unsettling, and yet I could feel my nipples begin to stiffen.

“Stop covering yourself,” she said, looking back up at me with a smile.  “I like looking at them.”

My cheeks were hot, and just knowing that they had to be betraying a deep red embarrassment, they grew hotter.  “Yeah, right…” I said, not knowing what else to say, resorting to the type of tone I used when I was younger.

“I don’t understand how Brad doesn’t just rip your clothes off and have his way with you.  I know it’s the wrong thing to say”—but she was going to say it anyway.  She always did—“but tell me how?  How do you get married to a gentleman so young?  Aren’t you going to miss getting fucked?  Getting really, really fucked?”

“Brad fucks me…” I whispered.  She cocked an eyebrow at me.  She didn’t buy it.  This conversation was making me uncomfortable.  My cheeks were red, my breasts exposed, an uncomfortable heat was pulsing between my legs.

“But is he the best you’ve ever had?”  Before I could tell her that Brad was the only man I’d ever had she was leaning back on her hands, deep in memory, clearly about to continue with a story of her own. “The best sex I ever had…” she started, “was this guy who just couldn’t leave my nipples alone.”  To my astonishment, as she talked, she started untying her dress, revealing two pendulous breasts with two large, deep pink areolas like bullseyes.  Her hand drifted lazily to one and began to toy with the small protrusion as she talked.  “You can see how big my nipples are, but when they get hard, they get so long and erect.  See?”  She tickled her nipple for me, and I watched as the skin began to bunch and the small protrusion extended outward, almost seeming to reach for me.  “I didn’t know how close I could get to cumming from just him sucking on my nipples alone.  But he wouldn’t back off.  Whenever he’d flick his tongue over my nipple, it would send a little jolt through me, and he was addicted to it…” she was tugging at her hard nipple now, twisting it every now and again, taking in a sharp little breath with each twist.  “You’ve got some really cute nipples,” she said, looking over at me.  “Does Brad ever pinch them?”

“He touches them, yes,” I gulped.  Lila smiled and rolled her eyes in that maddening way before she pulled her hard, engorged nipple long between her fingers, pinching hard.  “No, does he pinch them like that?” she said, giving an extra tight little squeeze and twist.  It suddenly occurred to me that my throat was dry—I was breathing heavily as I watched her—watched her face screw up in pleasure and pain, watched her gorgeous breasts being manipulated and toyed with.  I could understand why someone wouldn’t be able to leave them alone.

“No, because it hurts,” I said, my voice a little ragged.  Though my heart was beating so hard, I could feel it in my pussy.  I was suddenly hot all over.

“That’s only for a second, because after that,” she said, squeezing her nipple again, “comes this…”  And with that, she gently, lightly, began petting her nipple.  Her hand slid downward, and now she was pushing her breast to her mouth, sticking out her tongue, and letting it dance on the pink bullseye.  “The pain gets soothed away,” she explained, “and it feels so good you long for more pain just so it can be soothed away.”  She gave her extended nipple a little slap, let out a little wince, and I gulped for air, realizing I’d been holding my breath.  “You want to try it?”

“No!” I said, and I could hear how childish my voice sounded.  So did Lila, and she giggled.

“Then why is your pussy so wet?” she challenged.

“It’s not!”

“It’s not?  It’s not dripping wet?”

“Lila—“

“Want to make a bet?”

“All I want to do is drink some champagne,” I said, picking up my discarded bra from the floor and pulling it on hastily.  “I need to get back to Brad in a minute. Anyway.  God, you really are weird, Lila.  Aren’t we a little old to be playing doctor?”

“Well, aren’t we the proper married lady?” Lila shot back primly, mockingly, taking a chug of champagne and handing it to me.  I took it from her and took a long chug of my own, spitting up a little as it foamed in my mouth.  We sat in silence for a moment before I finally broke.

“Do you have a crush on me or something?”  My voice was a bit accusatory, though my body thrilled at the thought.  “I didn’t know you were that way.”

She was still laying on the ground, the thin lavender satin outlining her long legs all the way up to where they met, her breasts still exposed, her fingers still idly playing with her nipples.  Her expression was so casual, I began to wonder if perhaps I was the one behaving strangely.  She was acting like we did this all the time—laid around and played with ourselves.  But we hadn’t, had we?  My head was swimming with champagne and sudden memories of sleepovers; dreams I’d had of mouths, hands, breasts; a picture book that told you what to do with your body Lila’s mother had given us; our limbs intertwining on her twin bed; skinny dipping in the moonlight after graduation; her naked body grasping mine in the salty water, laughing joyfully.  Hadn’t that happened?  Was that a dream as well?

I was drunk, that’s all.  We were both drunk.  I closed my eyes and shook my head and tried to get my bearings.  When I opened my eyes again, Lila’s top had been retied, perfectly in place.  She was coming in for a hug.  The maid of honor hugging her best friend, the bride, on her wedding day.  All perfectly natural.  A moment for the wedding album.

“Lila…I don’t understand what just happened.”

Lila smiled at me, sweetly, genuinely.  She really was dazzling when she smiled.  “You’re a married woman now.  Somebody’s got to make sure that you’re trying new things, so you don’t get old overnight.”

“You’re insane.”

“You love it,” she said, turning on her heels and leaving the room.  Her hips swung seductively behind her as she slipped out the door.  I took one last swig of champagne, zipped myself up, and followed suit, eager to get back to Brad, my new husband, and sanity.

“Where’ve you been, Love bug?”  Brad said merrily upon my return.

“Lila and I escaped for a little bit.  I was a little overwhelmed.”

“Not having second thoughts, are you?” he asked, pulling me close.  Suddenly I felt claustrophobic with his arms around me.

“Not a one,” I smiled.

“Good.  The toasts are about to start so we should take our seats.”

We walked arm and arm to our table, and he pulled my seat out for me.  I loved these little chivalrous gestures.  Not a one, I repeated to myself, feeling a bit ashamed for my momentary feelings of repulsion when he pulled me close.  He’s the man for me…But this thought was cut off by the sight of Lila talking closely with one of the groomsmen.  Their faces were so close to each other they were nearly kissing.  She was looking at him with suggestive eyes.  My heart began to beat a little bit, heat was rising within me.  God, that fucking slut, I thought, suddenly angry.  On my wedding day…  But now she was making her way towards her seat beside me at our table, still smiling after her flirtation.  She was sitting down beside me.

“What do you think of Brad’s cousin?” she asked hotly in my ear.  “He’s cute, right?”

“Why, are you planning to fuck him?”  My voice was cutting—more severe than I meant it to be.  She pulled back, alarmed, and looked at me.

“Why? Would that be a problem?”

“I just don’t want you making a spectacle of yourself on my wedding day.”

“Oh, is that it?” she said with a smile that infuriated me.

“If you could just do me that favor,” I said, hotly.  I didn’t know why I was so mad, but I only knew she deserved it.  She had been making me feel weird all day—she was trying to fuck up my wedding, the most important day of my life—her with her fucking breasts and her eyes and her sex—whatever she was doing, she was doing it on purpose.

“Okay,” she said reasonably.  “I won’t make any sort of scene.”

“Let me tell you about Brad Womack!” a drunken best man was saying at a podium nearby.  “Brad—Brad, come up here, you!”  Brad looked at me, giving an embarrassed smile.

“Whatever is about to happen, I’m sorry,” he said, giving me a chaste kiss on the cheek before rising to go stand next to his best friend at the podium facing me.

“When we were on the rowing team, this guy—this guy!  This guy was a wild man!” the best man was saying, but the rest began to fade out as I felt Lila’s hand on my thigh, even through my thick skirt.

“I know why you’re mad,” Lila said in a low voice in my ear.  “I know why you’re frustrated…” the rush of hot breath around my ear sent shivers through me.

“No, you don’t.  I don’t even know why I’m mad,” I said.

“But, I do…I know why you don’t want me coming on to that groomsmen,” her hand was kneading my thigh.  It felt good.  “Can I make it up to you?”

“Yes,” I said, my own whisper becoming more of a sigh.

She knocked her napkin onto the ground and slid down beneath the table to pick it up, but not before saying, “Remember—we’re not going to make a scene.”

I didn’t know what she meant, and yet a part of me did—a part of me wasn’t surprised when I felt her hands sliding up my skirt under the tablecloth until they were trailing up my white stockings, up, up, up to my garter belt, which she tenderly unsnapped so she could—yes, so she could grab at the elastic of my panties and pull them down.  I lifted my ass as subtly as I could to help her, my heart pounding in my chest as I felt her hair tickling my thighs.

Then her hands were on my knees.  She was prying them apart, and my legs opened for her.  I looked down the long table and saw the wedding party, my friends, Brad’s family, all looking with rapt attention at Brad and the best man, laughing at the jokes.  I held myself as still as I could.  Lila was moving slowly, gracefully, underneath my skirt, careful not to shake the table, careful not to call attention, even as I felt her face near my open pussy.  It wasn’t until I felt her warm breath between my legs that I realized how sopping wet I was for her.  Are we really doing this? I thought.  Is this one of my dreams?

“And that’s when Alpha Tau Omega was shut down!” The best man roared and the wedding guests roared with him, just as Lila’s nose was nuzzling its way between my legs, pressing gently on my desperate clit.

“Ooohhh—haha!” I said, turning my gasping moan into a laugh as best I could as I felt her tongue begin to slide slowly, slowly into my warm, pleading pussy. I groped around under the table cloth until I found her hair, running my hands through it encouragingly, the only communication I had.  In return, her fingers pried me open and slid inside of me as her soft, perfect lips enveloped my rock hard clit and sucked furiously.

“Ah!  Ah, yes!” I cried, in spite of myself.  “Keep going!”

“What a good sport she is!” The best man said, mistakenly thinking I was talking to him.  “Now, I don’t want to get you in trouble, Brad, but I’ve gotta tell the one about the keg party we had off campus…” I’d heard the story, and it was boring.  An attempted keg stand gone awry, that’s all.  Nothing tawdry.  Nothing like what was happening between my legs, Lila’s pinky making its way into my virgin asshole as she lapped me up.  I hitched my skirt up higher to give her better access, spreading myself as wide as I would go for her.  We had to get out of here.  I needed to scream.  I needed to bury my face into her soft cunt and feel her body buck and writhe.  I had to suck and lick those deep, pink nipples she’d taunted me with.  I needed to suck her down, consume her, taste the cream that I wanted so desperately to pull from her with my mouth, my fingers, and the dirty words that would come pouring out of me if I could only get her alone.

Just then, Brad’s father, in what would be a lovely gesture had I not been currently moments away from pulsating, writhing, cumming hard in Lila’s mouth, stepped in for my own deceased parents and grabbed my hand from the table, even as Lila was thrusting her fingers inside of me and tickling my insides with a “come here” motion, saying, “It’s time for the father daughter dance.  Let me welcome you into the family.”  And with that, he pulled me to my feet, ripping me away from Lila’s sweet, wet mouth, and guided me to the dance floor.  I hadn’t even noticed the end of the speeches, but it must have ended on a tender note, as I looked around and saw ladies wiping joyful tears from their eyes.

I glanced back at the table and saw Lila stealthily emerge, slipping my panties into her tiny clutch.  Surely, I thought, someone else would see and catch on to what had happened, but their eyes were only on me, not her.  And so I put a smile on my face and did my best to dance with my father-in-law on shaky legs, wondering if he could feel the heat coming from my pussy.  Over his shoulder, I saw Lila smiling at me with a mischievous glint in her eye.  I watched her wipe at the corners of her full lips, and my cunt pulsed and clenched just knowing that my cream still lingered on her.

“My son’s a lucky man to have a looker like you,” his father said, looking down at me proudly.

“I’m a lucky woman,” I said, my voice catching in my throat.  He whirled me this way and that, and with each turn, I caught another snapshot of Lila in passing.  She seemed closer each time, and I realized she was approaching.

“I know you’re going to be a very good girl for him,” he said.

“Yes, a very good girl,” I agreed.

“Do you mind if I cut in?”  It was Lila.  “I want a moment with my friend before your son takes her away.”

Brad’s father laughed.  “Sure girls,” he said, completely innocent of the lurid undertones in her voice.

“Are you going to be a good girl for me, you dirty little slut?” she said, pulling me close as she danced with me. I could feel her hard nipples pressing into my own.  I wanted so badly to pull the satin from her and press my body whole heartedly into hers.

“Yes…” I said.  I couldn’t fight it.  I was sure she could hear my heart beating in my chest.

“You’re going to accompany me to the ladies room,” she said, grabbing my hand and leading me off the dance floor.

“Elise!  What about my dance?” Brad asked as Lila, and I tore past him.  I didn’t know what to say—I didn’t know how to explain disappearing with Lila at this crucial moment in the reception, and so I said nothing at all, just fled, walking quickly at first and then running, as Lila led me from the reception, down the hall, around a corridor, and into one-person bathroom where she locked the bolt in a hurry.

We only looked at each other for a fleeting second before she shoved me against the wall and pressed her mouth hungrily to mine, her tongue flicking the tip of my tongue in a way that made my clit throb and dance with excitement.  I was untying her halter dress as she unzipped me frantically.  I heard a rip, and we were both in our undergarments, her in her bustier, and me in my strapless bra, garter belt, stockings, and no panties, my cunt bare and beckoning.  She smacked my breast, my ass, my pussy, as she probed my mouth deeper with her tongue, and each sting felt electric.

“What do you want, Elise?” she breathed into my neck.

“I want to make cum drip down your leg,” I said without thinking, sinking to my knees, scrambling to pull off her panties.  I thought I might cum myself when I felt how deliciously wet they were, how badly she, too, wanted this.

Her pussy was soft, smooth, and slick with desire.  I took it in with my eyes before taking it in with my mouth, letting my tongue taste her freshwater cunt as I licked her lips, then between them.  She ground down on me, grabbing my head and pressing it into her pussy harder.

“Tongue-fuck my pussy, Elise,” she commanded.  “I want your tongue inside of me,” and I took my command eagerly, plunging my tongue deep inside her overflowing well.

“Elise!  What are you doing in there?” It was Brad outside of the door, knocking timidly even as I heard unease in her voice.  I withdrew my tongue from Lila just long enough to suck hard on her extended clit.  Like her nipples, it grew long and reaching when she was aroused, and she let out an exquisite moan I needed to hear more of.

“Elise?”

Go away, Brad, I thought meanly as Lila was falling down to the ground, taking me with her, placing her head between my legs as we each lay on our sides, my mouth on her pussy, her mouth on mine.

“Give me your cunt, I know you want it,” Lila said.  “Tell me what you want.”

“Please…please make me cum all over your perfect face,” I said.  She responded by tickling my clit with her tongue and slapping my ass hard, causing me to yelp.  I reached down to grab a handful of her fat, full breast before grabbing her nipple and giving it a stinging twist.  Her head flew back, and I felt her cream begin to stream steadily into my mouth as her breathing grew more and more labored.  She buried her head between my legs, moaning into my open, yearning pussy, sending vibrations up my spine, making my body contort as I felt something I’d never felt before:  A wild insanity as I lost all control, as my pussy gushed and spasmed over and over again.

“Elise!”  Brad was panicked now.  Was he crying?  I didn’t care.  Lila plunged her fingers inside of me and sucked on my clit hard, not letting go even as I beat her creamy, firm ass with my hands in wild flails.

I was still moaning on the ground, still bucking and shaking with emotion and ecstasy when Lila tumbled off of me, going to the door on shaky legs, her breasts spilling out of her bustier, her wet, pink pussy on full display.  She unlocked and opened it wide, letting Brad see the mess that I was writhing on the floor, letting him see her glistening, used body.

“Elise is busy, Brad,” she said.  “Don’t worry.  You’ll get her back eventually.”  She slammed the door in his face and locked it again.

“Please…please…” I said, taking in her gorgeous body.

“Please what?” she purred sweetly.  “Do you want Brad?”

“No,” I sighed.  “Please fuck me again.  Again, and again!”


32. A Job Well Done: First time Lesbian Sex with a Repair Lady by April Fisher

Work, work and more work. That’s what my days consisted of, but when my car broke down and I was forced to take a taxi to work I didn’t think it could get any worse for me. Luckily, it didn’t, because I called a repair man. He turned out to be a very attractive she, and my horrible day turned into an enjoyable night.

Everything was going completely wrong today.

I was late for work because my car broke down, so I had to take a taxi to work, and then my boss bitched at me for it and gave me extra work to punish me, and I had to stay late to finish it instead of going home to my single woman’s apartment and enjoy alone time. No, I couldn’t have that. I already couldn’t wait for the weekend. How the hell would I get to work in the meantime with my car broken down?

My co-worker Rachel came to me at lunch, which I was working right through instead of relaxing and enjoying. “Not a good day huh?” she asked, eyeing the mountain of paperwork.

“Not a bit,” I said. “And my car’s broken.”

“Ouch. I was going to ask if you wanted to go for lunch, but I can see you’re busy.”

I kept reading and writing and stuffing the papers into their respective folders. “Did you need something else?” I asked when she didn’t move from the front of my cubicle.

She handed me a business card from the inside of her wallet. “They’ll fix your car,” she said. “Quickly.”

I took the card and looked at it. “Unless they can fix a car at night I don’t think they can help me.”

“If you look on the back it’s an on-call service. They’re not very well known, but they can get the job done for you.”

I looked up at her. “And how’d you find that out?”

She shrugged, smiling. “They’re a friend of mine.”

I jotted down the phone number and handed her the business card. “Well, I’ll look into it, thanks. I just hope they’re not very expensive.”

She tucked the business card away and waved. “Next time let’s go to lunch together. Bye!”

Immediately after she left earshot, I called the number. I was desperate at this point to hear some sort of good news. If my car could be fixed before I had to go back to work tomorrow, I would pay any sort of money. I didn’t want to do extra work and stay late again.

A woman answered the phone with a cheery hello, probably relaying a company greeting. She told me all the services she offered when I asked, and then I asked her if she could send someone that same day to fix my car. She readily agreed on a time with me, and then I hung up. I didn’t dare spend more than a few minutes on the phone with my boss probably watching me like a hawk to make sure I got everything done.

I did get everything done, of course, and with twenty minutes to spare before the repair guy showed up. I rode home with someone else that had stayed late and lived in the same direction. I had just gotten lucky. Otherwise, I would have had to take a taxi again or walk home. Walking home would have taken me an hour.

To my surprise, someone was already standing in front of my door. I appreciated him being early, but I felt guilty for making them wait. I stepped out of the car and bid my co-worker goodnight, and then walked up to whomever was at my door. “Hey, you must be the repair guy!”

I didn’t expect the repair guy to be a repair gal. She was more muscular than I was used to seeing on a woman, but still beautiful in her own way. Her dirty blonde hair was tied up into a long ponytail that implied that the strands reached her ass. She couldn’t have been more than twenty-five, but her blue eyes already had laugh lines under them. I guessed she was a happy person and loved what she did.

“Surprise!” She said, and held out her hand. “I’m the one that does repairs. It’s a woman’s company for now; no males have actually signed up.”

I took her hand and felt something strange go through my fingers. “So you women do all the work? Very progressive.”

She handed me a clipboard with some papers on it. “This is just all the legal stuff and the costs. You have insurance?”

I nodded. “Yeah, but even if it pays for it don’t I have to pay for you doing it right now and then they refund me later?”

“Yeah, that’s how it works most of the time.” She went over to the car parked in the driveway. “So this is the baby huh?”

I let the clipboard hang at my side for now and followed her. “Yeah. It just sputters when I try and start it.”

We spent an hour going over what might be wrong with it. She opened the hood and looked for broken parts after trying to turn on the car and having it fail on her. She immediately knew what the problem could possibly be upon hearing the sound it made, which impressed me immensely. For some strange reason, she had an air around her that was attractive. If she had been a man, I would have asked her out already. Then again, what was stopping me now? The fact that she was a woman?

It was true, I’d never done anything with a woman. But wasn’t it healthy to be curious? I liked how she was so efficient with her work, and I loved that she loved what she did for a living. I wondered how she managed to be on call all the time. Maybe there was always someone on duty at night, and tonight it just happened to be her. Whatever it was, I liked it. I wondered if I would be able to handle it if we dated. Then I decided I would deal with that if it happened.

“So, are you single?” I asked without thinking, and realized we weren’t even on a first name basis yet. I felt both rude and embarrassed for letting it come out like that.

She answered as if I had asked the most innocent thing in the world. “Yep. For two years now, and I couldn’t be happier. Men are just a pain in the ass to deal with if you ask me.”

I couldn’t have agreed more with her. My last relationship had been so dramatic and upsetting that after we broke up, I was sure I would never date again. Or love again at all, for that matter. I had been so burned that I no longer cared for the heat of passion. That was a year ago now, and I still had sworn it off. People still asked me out on occasion, but I always said no. I preferred to be alone because it was easier. Relationships were, for the most part, not worth my time. But what if it was with a woman? What if, instead of a man who made things harder, I found a woman who understood me?

As she stood there twisting her wrench on the inside of my car, I realized that if I didn’t try now, I would have missed my chance to see if women were better for me. So when she put down her wrench, I leaned over to look her in the eyes. “Do you want to go out with me sometime?” I asked boldly.

She smiled and wiped her forehead of sweat. “Drinks?” she replied.

I shrugged. “If that’s what you’re into.”

The realization dawned in her eyes and she folded her hands behind her head as she gave it some thought. “Dating with a woman… can’t say I’ve ever tried it.”

“So… it would be a first for both of us then.”

She held out her hand. “I’m Madison. Should we kiss and see if it’s our thing then?”

I took her hand in mine and shook it, and our hands lingered for a second too long. I could see that she felt the chemistry as well. “Abby. What about my car?” I smirked mischievously.

She closed the hood and put her tools aside. “I mean, I can give you a nice discount if you kiss-“

She didn’t even finish her sentence before I took her shoulders and pressed my lips to hers. I couldn’t even think of paying her less for the job, especially because the kiss was phenomenal. I hadn’t expected it. I expected to be grossed out or think nothing of it. I didn’t expect it to turn me on so badly that I wanted nothing more than to make out with her against the hood of my broken down car.

She seemed to read my mind and took control, pushing me down against the hood and climbing over me. I guessed she liked my kiss a lot, because she bit my lip as she kissed me. I knew then that we wouldn’t just be stopping at kissing. And for the first time in my life, I didn’t care about anything. Not about being caught, not about pregnancy or birth control, not even about how I looked. I just wanted to have fun, and experiment. I wondered if I should ask her to take it inside my house, and she could finish fixing my car later, but she was already roaming her hands down my body before I could say a word.

I gripped her pony tail and undid it. Her hair flowed down like a waterfall, cloaking my view of everything except her face. Her hair looked like silk and felt even better. She took good care of her hair. Perhaps she spent hours on it. I was genuinely impressed that a woman who loved fixing machines so much could have such a feminine side to her. I appreciated seeing both sides, though. I wondered what other surprises she had for me…

She lifted me off the hood of the car then. “Maybe we should do it in a more discreet place.”

I would have been more than willing to fuck on top of the car, but I decided getting arrested for public indecency was the last thing I wanted right now. I took out my keys, but she shook her head. “Just somewhere less obvious.”

I looked around and decided that my backyard would have to do. I led her around the back and opened the gate, and upon closing it behind her, she took me and pinned me against the wood of the fence. We made out for a long time, so long that I lost track of time. It was just her and her beautiful hair and energetic passion and her strength. I wondered if I should do anything for her to help her, and then realized we were both just going with the flow. Neither of us had any idea what we were doing.

I decided that it was too warm outside for clothing, so I dug my hands underneath her tank top and lifted it over her head. Her boobs were bigger than they’d at first appeared. Then again, she was wearing a bra entirely for support and not for looks. I guessed she hadn’t expected to have sex tonight, but I didn’t care how it looked. I wondered how her breasts looked out of the bra and whether I would find it attractive at all. Maybe if I didn’t, they would become more attractive as time went on.

She undid my blouse and took it off. My breasts, as compared to hers, were relatively small. Some days I went without a bra, and today had happened to be one of those days because I didn’t need the discomfort on top of everything else that had gone wrong. So there I was, exposed before her. She smiled at me. “You must have a really good back.”

“Why’s that?” I felt vulnerable.

“Well, yours are really small compared to mine. Not that that’s a bad thing. It’s good for your health.”

I had heard of the implications having bigger breasts had on your health. Back problems came with carrying melons on your chest, not to mention it was harder to detect some kinds of breast cancer if the boobs were huge. I was thankful for my smaller breasts and took her words to heart. “Yeah, I guess so. But yours must make a nice pillow.”

She laughed and began kissing me again, a longer, more passionate sort. It was less desperate and more purposeful, with meaning behind it somehow. I wasn’t sure what to make of it, but I decided to return it with eagerness. After all, what could be the worst that could happen? It wasn’t like I could get pregnant even if I tried.

Her hands went down from my shoulders to my breasts slowly, taking her time to massage parts of my body on her way down as if she was a therapist for it. It relaxed me, and I think that’s what she was trying to do. Relax me, so I could completely let go and experiment to my heart’s content. It worked because I wanted more than ever now to just push her off and take control. I wanted to know what her breasts felt like, and soon, what her pussy felt like. I wanted to know everything about her body. So I put my arms around her waist, and undid the back of her bra as she kissed me and fondled my breasts.

Her boobs came free, and her bra fell to the ground without effort. Despite how big they were, they weren’t saggy or speckled with stretch marks. They were perky and fresh, as if they’d been on her chest since puberty hit and had forgotten about gravity. She smirked as I broke the kiss to stare at how perfect they were compared to mine. “I don’t wear a bra much either.”

I stared up at her in surprise. “Isn’t that just asking for a black eye?”

She shrugged. “Unless I’m working out, I don’t need a bra. Sure, they bounce a lot, but who doesn’t want to see big breasts jiggle?”

The way she said it made me laugh. I was glad we could be light-hearted about what we were about to do. It made me far less nervous, and more like I was doing it with a longtime friend I could trust. “Point taken. I guess we both hate bras.”

“Your boobs are going to sag anyways so why bother? I only wear bras to the gym or if my back starts hurting too much.” She leaned in. “Just between you and me, I’ve been thinking of getting a breast reduction. It’s a pain to carry all this around.”

I wasn’t surprised at all. “It’s up to you. They’re nice as they are, but if it’s causing you problems, then no one can tell you not to.”

“Well… yeah. I had an ex-boyfriend once who wouldn’t let me. I guess I hate men because of him.”

I put my hands on her cheeks and made her look at me. “It was a long time ago, and I’m not a man.”

“Yeah… you’re right.” She smiled again. I guessed she was more depressed than she let people see. I felt lucky to see her as vulnerable as she was right now. We had just met, but already we clicked more than some relationships I’d had that lasted years. I felt calm with her, but not completely emotionless. I wanted her so badly, but my nervousness of doing anything had almost completely faded. Probably because she was just as nervous as me.

I took control this time and kissed her, and moved my head downwards towards her breasts and kissed her nipples one right after the other. I said nothing as I fondled her; too afraid to ruin the moment I had created. She seemed to appreciate the silence and the control I had taken from her. She moaned as I squeezed her breasts and licked them. I had no idea how she was still standing. I would have fallen to my knees upon feeling such pleasure. I hoped she would catch me if I did.

I trailed my tongue on the spot in between her breasts, right in the middle. She leaned her head back, leaving her neck open for biting and kissing. I took the opportunity and dove in, sucking on the skin there to leave a hickey.

That was what did her in and she fell to her knees. She took me down with her. I didn’t stop sucking on the skin. I wanted to make sure it would be there for the world to see the next day, to show the world that she didn’t care anymore what people thought of her. At least, I hoped that would be the message. Maybe people would just think she was a whore. I had no idea who she worked with, or the type of people she was friends with. Maybe she was depressed because she was stretching herself too thin.

Either way, she completely let go, and her hands went to unzip my dress pants. I let go of the skin on her neck, satisfied that it was dark enough that I could see it even in the faint light of the moon. I helped her take off my pants and then I did the same with her. Any and all inhibitions were gone now, and we both just wanted to feel something besides the problems we were faced with daily. We kissed down each other’s bodies both slowly and quickly, changing the pace as we saw fit.

She stopped suddenly as we reached taking off panties and I was worried I had done something wrong. But then she said, “Have you ever been tested?”

I couldn’t blame her for asking. “Well… no, but I always used condoms. You?”

She pondered my answer for a moment before answering my own question. “I was tested last month. I’m clean. Also, fuck gynecologists. For real.”

I couldn’t have agreed more. I hated going to see a vagina doctor because I always felt judged when I went there and the machine they put inside you was always so uncomfortable, and depending on the day, painful even. But it didn’t matter right now, and I made a mental note to get tested just in case.

She shrugged and continued what she was doing. I laid down on the grass of my backyard, glad I’d found a small patch of comfortable ground. She slowly took off my panties and tossed them with the rest of my clothes. Then she stood up and took her own off. We were completely visible to each other now. She kept her pubic hair nicely trimmed, while mine had been allowed to grow out a little. Mostly out of laziness, but also because I didn’t like to itch when it grew back. Still, she was the more attractive of both of us. I admired her body even as she moved between my legs. I saw between her breasts as her hand moved to touch me.

I hadn’t expected the warmth of her hand and squirmed a little with a gasp.

“Is it uncomfortable?” she asked, looking a little worried. She adjusted her touch and pleasure spread evenly through my pelvis.

I shook my head. “No, I just… didn’t expect it to feel good…”

She smiled and took my hand with her free hand. She moved my hand to her pussy, and I happily obliged. She moaned as I found her clitoris without any effort, and rubbed it. She bit her lip. “That’s really good…”

I decided to take the initiative here and pushed her onto her back, still keeping my hand where it was. “Maybe I should help you then…”

She took hold of my hips and pulled them to the side. “Then let’s help each other.”

I moved so that we were opposite each other’s face in a sixty-nine position. She immediately set to work on fondling my pussy with her mouth. I moaned as I rubbed hers. I was worried how I tasted and smelled, but she didn’t stop. I wondered if she was just being nice until she muttered, “This tastes way better than any dick I’ve ever sucked.”

I smiled and decided to try hers. After all, it was only fair. I kissed it at first, taking my time with it. She had a musky scent with a little sweat mixed in because of the hard work she’d done, but it didn’t show in her taste at all. Her taste was something between vanilla and citrus, a strange bodily and unique flavor I particularly liked. So I decided to delve in and taste it more. She moaned as I did so, making her eating me out feel that much better.

I felt her tongue slip inside me and hit the soft spot just at my entrance. I had always loved when someone poked there, so I gasped and ate her out more eagerly, returning the favor with my own tongue. My hips began to move on their own to feel more pleasure, instinctively moving to match the rhythm of a cock but my head knowing it wasn’t. Still, she did her best to match me, her tongue darting in and out of me while curling to hit the g-spot. Her tongue was just long enough to rub the spot with the tip, sending enjoyable chills through my body.

Eating each other became less a test to see whether we liked it and more an effort to make each other come, knowing for certain we both loved pussy. I had no doubts anymore about my sexuality, and I accepted it wholeheartedly, so much so that I felt like my day had been set up specifically to make me meet her and make it all better. I felt grateful to Rachel for giving me the number. I would have to thank her tomorrow and tell her I was at least bisexual. I wasn’t sure whether I liked women only yet, but I was sure I liked pussy. That was enough for me.

Her legs began to quiver with pleasure, and I wondered if she was close. I decided to add a finger into the mix as I ate her out, and it seemed to be what she needed to get off. She moaned loudly and stopped eating me out for a moment. I felt her pussy contract tightly around my fingers. I didn’t stop as she went through the motions, knowing too many men who had stopped as soon as I said I was coming and not wanting to be that asshole.

She reached a hand down a moment later to stop me, and I obliged. She kept my hips where I was though and paid me back in full, using both fingers and mouth to pleasure me to orgasm. It took me a little longer than she had, because I felt a little uncomfortable with the attention being focused on me but she reassured me she had all the time in the world. I wondered if that was true, but I nonetheless appreciated the gesture and enjoyed the pleasure she gave me.

I came with a resounding warning, and she kept going until I could handle it no longer and fell to the ground at her side. The sweat covering me was intensely uncomfortable because there was no breeze but I didn’t move. I was too tired.

She sat up and lay down next to me with her head tilted towards me. I looked into her eyes. She seemed satisfied and so was I so I smiled. “What now?” I asked.

“Well, how are you feeling?”

I had never been asked that before after sex so I wasn’t sure how to respond. “I… am so warm.”

She chuckled and blew air in my direction. I sighed in relief because it was so refreshing. “I think I should shower…”

I tried to get up, but the heat sucked a lot of energy out of me. I sat up at most, and sighed. She sat up with me, and then stood up and held her hand out. “I guess I’m more used to the heat than you.”

I took the hand gratefully and began to dress myself. My clothing stuck in places because of the sweat, but I managed to get them on somehow. She didn’t seem to have a problem with getting dressed. In fact, I didn’t think she sweats at all. I wondered how she managed that.

We both went back to the car, and she picked up her tools and went back to work without another word. I felt rude for just leaving her there, but I needed to get into my air conditioned house. I unlocked my door and went inside. Instantly, I felt much better, and I stood there for a moment before I went to the kitchen. I poured a drink for Madison before I realized I had no idea what she liked.

I brought it outside and handed it to her. “I hope you like it.”

She peered at the drink and downed it. “Perfect,” she said and handed me back a half full glass. “It should work in a moment; I just have to replace a part. Luckily, it’s easy to replace. Go take your shower, it’ll be done when you get back out.”

I went back inside as per her instructions and got comfortable in ten minutes. The water washed away all the sweat and sex, and I couldn’t have felt better after that. I met her outside after that in skimpy, loose lingerie, more to combat the heat than to sex her up.

She looked me up and down. “Nice look for you.”

I felt appreciative of the compliment and nodded. “So, does it work?”

She smiled and tapped the hood as she closed it. “Purrs like a kitten.”

I got into my car and started it. It made a noise that it had only made when it was new. “What the heck did you do?”

She shrugged. “Your car is still good for a long time anyways. My job here is done.”

I got out of the car as she packed up her tools. “Will I see you again?” I asked. I felt desperate to know. The idea of not seeing her again made me feel sad.

She smiled up and handed me a business card before she waved goodbye and went to her company car. I watched her drive away without so much as a goodbye or a handshake and felt my heart sink. I guess I wouldn’t see her again. Her job really was done.

I looked down at the business card and turned it over. Her phone number was there, in plain blue ink. I looked up at the empty street and walked into my house, feeling like my night had only just begun.


33. Carrie’s New Professor: My First Time Lesbian Sex at College by Joni Blake

My Biology class went from the worst and most boring class to my most incredible and most exciting. All it took was one change in professor and everything got better. The new one was a woman which helped a little bit and she was gorgeous which helped a little bit more. Little did I know just how much things would change when she asked me to assist her on a research project. It required us to work closely together. One night we met at her house and the rest, as they say, is history and the most amazing story of my life.

I always hated science and always stunk at it. Throughout school that would always be my least favorite subject and most difficult to pass. My parents and friends told me that would change in college because everything did and that I would at least find it enjoyable in the college setting.

Wrong!

The professor for my biology course was in bad need of a personality transplant. Maybe he could even be prosecuted for stealing his current one from a table leg. I literally fell asleep at least two out of every three classes thanks to his droning and monotone voice only to be startled awake thanks to a loud slap against the white board. I swear he did it on purpose, and I just wanted to scream at him.

Then one day he wasn’t there and then another day he wasn’t there. Before long rumors began to swirl that he had been laid off or had been fired for one reason or another. I couldn’t stand the thought of thinking the moron was gone only to have him show back up, so I made a call to someone I know in the office. Turns out, the old professor decided to leave all by himself with little or no notice to the college. He had some important position that he needed to take at a higher up college in New York. While I understood the reason everyone in the office of my college was upset, I couldn’t have been happier. Our immediate gain would hopefully turn into an even bigger long term gain if they were able to find a decent professor to take his place. Still, I didn’t want to get my hopes up.

It had taken a solid week of subs before our new professor came calling. She was a sight for sore eyes when I walked in that Monday to see an attractive and confident looking woman with lean curves and long curly hair standing behind the desk. Something about the way she carried herself to let me believe she wasn’t some student standing back there to tease us. That had already happened twice during the past week though so I waited until I heard for sure who she was before I allowed myself to be optimistic.

“Hello ladies and gentlemen,” she started with a sweet and clear voice, “I am your new professor, Karen Giovanni. You may call me Karen, Professor Karen or Ms. Karen. If you are wondering if I have ties to the mob because of the way my last name sounds, don’t ask. I could tell you, but I’d have to kill you.” She beat on the desk in front of her with her hands to make the joking tone drummers make after an obvious joke.

I couldn’t believe it. She was not only pretty and fairly young but also seemed nice and was at least a little bit funny. This had to be a dream, I thought. Surely as soon as she started lecturing things would drastically change and the horns would come out.

But it didn’t. She was an amazing teacher. Her style was kind of a throwback to earlier years of school when students had things explained to them in two or three different ways. She even said once that her style of teaching was a mixture of middle school and high school with college material. That is how I would describe it as well, and my grades had improved so quickly that I felt like I was cheating.

Every time I went to Biology I got more into the class and got to know Karen, or I guess I should say Ms. Karen, more. Every class that came and went, we all liked her and Biology more as well. It really was amazing. If I could have had the power to take out professor bores-his-name and hand build his replacement, I would have never been able to choose someone as perfect as she was. It was almost too good to be true.

One Wednesday afternoon she called me to come to the front after class. If the old dude had done that I would have been worried sick about what he wanted. Did he want to ogle me closer or cop a feel? After all, I had caught him staring at me on more than one occasion. Sure, with my curvy but in shape figure and shoulder length brown hair, I was what a lot of my fellow college students referred to as part of the ‘Hottest Two Percent’, a way the guys on campus had taken to labeling the best-looking girls, but he was an old rotting professor. It wasn’t like he was one of the hotter professors. The girls around campus had a label for them that made the guys of the campus look like choir boys, but I digress.

I made my way up to the desk as everyone else cleared out of the room and waved bye to a couple of friends as I waited. Thankfully she wasn’t like professor boring at all, so I was fine just waiting on whatever she wanted to talk to me about. My improved grades provided another plus since I also wasn’t worried about her telling me I was failing. Eventually, she seemed to get finished telling everyone else goodbye and stacking her numerous binders, so I smiled and asked, “What’s up teach?”

“Carrie,” she said as if making sure to herself that she knew my name, “I am so glad you came up. How are you enjoying the course so far? Would you make any changes in my teaching if you could?”

I shrugged, “You could just give me a perfect score for the semester and spend the rest of the time partying.”

“So you’re enjoying the class and wouldn’t change anything?” she asked.

“Seriously, I can’t think of anything I would change right now, no. I mean we just got away from having the worst and most boring professor known to man and then switched to a kind-faced, vibrant young professor who knows her stuff and is engaging when teaching it to others. Give me a few weeks and I’m sure I will be able to pick at least one little problem but yeah its all good for now. Why do you ask?”

“Just trying to be engaging I guess,” she smiled. “The real reason is that I have a project in mind that is very exciting but far from finished and requires the input of a bright and honest student. You were honestly the first person that came to mind.”

“Interesting,” I said, “So what kind of input would you need from this bright and honest, hot and incredible student? I may have added a few self-compliments in there.”

She smiled, “No, its fine, you’re right. It's nothing too depressing, just time consuming. I have an idea for a research project that could change the way we look at the biological interactions of college students. If the research gets funding, it could really be something. But as young as you claim that I am, I still need input from one of you to make this happen. Both because you are in the thick of things right now and because a professor wouldn’t be taken seriously in such a research project if she didn’t get the input of a student. So, are you in?”

“Sure,” I said and then frowned, “Wait, what would it take in terms of time and what would we be doing?”

“I’m so glad you asked before committing,” she said. “It shows how responsibly minded you are which is one of the reasons you are perfect for this research. We would have to meet several times off-campus as just Karen and Carrie to look over things and ask each other dozens of boring-ass questions. It won’t always be fun, but of course, we can try and meet in places that will keep us awake at the very least.”

“What kind of credit will I get and will I get any kind of compensation?” I asked.

“It would basically be an internship of a sort where you worked with me on the project,” she said. “Depending on how much time and work we put into it, you could earn as many as six credit hours. Now are you in?”

“You bet,” I said with a slap of the desk. “Where and when?”

“I thought for the initial meeting we could just make it an informal deal and maybe meet at Toni’s Pizzeria down off of fifth street,” she said. “Dinner’s on me, drinks would be on you if you wanted one – we are both adults after all – and we can get the ball rolling. Sound good?”

“That sounds great actually,” I said with a smile. “That takes care of the where but how about the when?”

“Awesome,” she answered, “How does this Thursday night strike you?”

“Great!” I said. “Toni’s Pizzeria this Thursday around six?”

“See you there Carrie,” she smiled, “And thank you so much for being willing to do this.”

“No problem Miss Karen,” I said, “Thank you for thinking of me.”

I left the classroom and floated through the rest of my afternoon. Not only was I excited because the well-respected professor thought enough of me to offer the position to me first but also I was going to get extra credit hours because of it. Assuming it worked out, this thing would look amazing on any resume for any job I went out for in a few years. So, yeah, I was a bit excited.

When Thursday rolled around, I wasn’t exactly sure what to wear. All I had seen of Professor Karen was just that, the professor part of her. Who knew how she dressed on her own time? Was she always in dressy clothes? Surely not. I figured she probably had some extremely attractive casual dress combo she could pull off like she had just stepped off of a runway in Paris but since I knew I couldn’t know that for sure or match it, I decided to go with a normal Toni’s Pizzeria kind of look.

Toni’s was owned by a local girl and had been the best non-standard pizza place around the campus for two decades at least. It had gone through a few years of hard times, or so I’m told, but then it expanded to what is now something that doesn’t even look like a pizza place. There is a bar and a huge dance floor. You can get any pizza or pasta-like food you want from the constantly running buffet. I can’t begin to tell you how many varieties of pizza they have available, so I’ll just say that they have six different types of bread sticks and four varieties of cheese sticks and cheese bread. You can’t get Chinese food there, but if it is in the pizza family, they have it and its great.

Mostly it's a low key atmosphere and people just wear normal casual clothes. When the weekend rolls around it's a bit more upscale and works a little more like a dance club after nine pm. I was supposed to meet the professor at six so that shouldn’t come into account. Eventually, I went for tight jeans with a few designed tears in them, my fanciest casual boots and a simple pink button down shirt, half unbuttoned over a white cameo. Sure, I put too much thought into it, but everyone does, and besides, I looked pretty good.

As is my practice, I aimed for getting there thirty minutes early, so I walked in around five minutes until six. Professor Karen was already sitting at a table kind of in the middle of the place. She was dressed in a similar way to myself but looked twice as good. Her chosen table was in the eating section but had fairly easy access to the bar and dance floor if that was your choice. I had no plans for either, but it still made a decent table. After putting too much thought into the situation, I finally just walked over and plopped my bottom down, “Hi!”

"Hello Carrie," she said, "First things first, we need to get names out of the way. I am not your teacher or professor or even your boss. Do not call me Miss or Teacher or Teach or Professor. I am just Karen, okay?"

"Wow, Karen," I rolled my eyes sarcastically, "You sure you're not my teacher? Girl to girl you might want to work on your people skills." I waited for a second before saying, "Just kidding around with you."

"No," she smiled, "You're right. I don't know I guess it's a teacher thing. Sometimes it's hard to turn off."

"No worries Karen," I waved my hand towards her, "I completely understand. So what's to eat and what are we doing?"

She pointed over her left shoulder toward the massive buffet layout and said, "Pizza for one and on the other point we just need to look at the overall subject matter and agree on how we want to go about the project. You know; how do we tackle the research data? Which part of the research do I do and which do you do? That kind of thing."

"Great!" I said, "There is only one problem so far."

"What's that?"

I shrugged, "I still don't quite know what we are researching or what the subject matter is. Might need to know before I tell you how much of this thing I want to tackle."

"Oh, of course," she smiled and whacked herself in the forehead, "excuse my brainlessness. We are studying sex and the effect active sexual lives in college students affect grades and graduation rates. It's been done before on a larger scale, but this will deal with the biological side of it instead of the more emotional side. Sound exciting?"

"Hell yeah," I answered, "Let's get some pizza and get to work!"

On the outside, I was a confident pizza eating machine, but the inside was another matter completely. Was I really about to spend a ton of time with my professor studying and talking about sex, sex, and more sex? It wasn't exactly my favorite subject, and I certainly didn't know much about it. I mean I know enough but not enough to even write a paper much less help out with official research. I figured at the time she would find out I was a basic noob on the subject, having only had a couple of serious boyfriends and only having gotten that serious with one of them a few years ago, and then she would cut me loose in favor of someone who could help her more. At least I would get a good pizza meal out of it, though. So there I was stuffing my face and nodding here and there to try and drag on her assumption that I knew anything at all about sex when she busted me clean on my whole scheme.

"You don't want to do this," she said.

"What? No, I do!"

She shook her head with a smile, "Carrie you just agreed that it was normal for a rat to mate with an oak tree root."

I shrugged with a nervous smile, "The heart wants what it wants?" I didn't mean for it to come out as a question but that wasn't the worst of it. She was onto me and was about to kick me off of the project and then I would lose my chance at the extra credit hours. She would probably get mad at me and then I would have to transfer to another boring professor and the year would be ruined.

“This isn’t going to work if you can’t be honest with me Carrie,” Karen said calmly, and her tone of voice instantly settled my nerves. She continued, “Just let me know what is going on. You were pretty excited about this and into it before I told you what we were researching. Is this about that?”

“About what?”

She smiled, “Come on Carrie, it's not a bad word. You can say sex in public.”

My heart jumped, and mouth went wide, “Not sex in public too. Tell me we aren’t studying sex in public.”

Karen actually laughed at me and said, “Stop, Carrie, my goodness you’re going to have a nervous breakdown. I meant the word ‘sex’ is fine to speak in public. Go ahead and say it. I just did.”

“I really don’t want to,” I winced. “Please don’t make me.”

“So now you’re the begging student?” she smiled. “If that’s the way you want to play it then that’s fine.” Suddenly she stood up and in a voice loud enough for anyone within ten feet or more to hear said, “Sex! Sex! Sex! Sex! Sex!”

“Stop!” I yelled, but she only shrugged and kept going over and over again seemingly getting louder each time she said it.

“Sex! Sex! Sex! Sex is great!”

“OMG!” I said covering my eyes and then began to wonder what she would add next. Finally, I stood up and yelled, “Fine! Sex! Now would you please shut the hell up?”

Of course, Karen could be heard about ten feet around with the hustle and bustle of the music and the dancing going on in the place. When I chose to stand up and speak my peace, the song stopped, and everyone in the place seemed to stop talking. I swear it sounded as quiet as the inside of a casket. Karen says now that it wasn’t that quiet but it damn sure felt like it to me. Sheepishly I sat back down and Karen did as well. My face was as red as the curb of the fire lane, and Karen was laughing her ass off, so, I waited.

Eventually, she gathered herself, and I quietly asked, “Finished?”

“I’m so sorry Carrie,” she said barely withholding more laughs, “It's just so funny. That’s the kind of thing that normally happens to me, and I would usually never stand up and yell sex over and over again. I don’t know why I did it, but now I’m so glad I did.”

“So,” I offered, “You’re finished or not? Laughing I mean.”

“Okay,” she said with a hand over her mouth, “Okay, okay, I’m done.” She put her hand down and spoke in a more normal tone, “Will you please tell me what is bothering you about this project? I am having more fun than I’ve had in years and I really don’t want you to leave it to me alone.”

“Well,” I said, “Let me ask you a question before I tell you what is bothering me.” Karen nodded for me to go ahead and I asked, “Why did you choose me for this study?”

“Because every time I have seen you you’ve either been smiling, laughing or enjoying yourself. Anyone who can be that happy during Biology in college is bound to be a load of fun off campus. I figured you’d be the perfect girl to be able to hit the research and get work done without worrying about me being the professor and you the student. Also, I kind of thought it would be fun to hang out with you a little bit. That is more of a selfish part of it, but I know I need someone who I won’t mind spending time with to help me with this project and you honestly seemed to fit the mold. Now, that is why I don’t want you to leave the study, please tell me what the problem is.”

“Now I feel a little ridiculous about it,” I said. “I thought you chose me because you thought I would know a lot about sex and have a ton of experience or something. That worried me because I really don’t. I’ve only been that serious about one guy and then it wasn’t too many times and...”

“Carrie,” she interrupted, “It's no big deal sweetie, and you sure don’t have to share your life story with me if you don’t want to. If it makes you feel better, I don’t have a lot of knowledge about the subject either.”

“No?” I asked.

“No way,” she laughed quickly. “I’m only thirty-one years old, and I’m still single. The party life doesn’t really mix well with being a teaching professional, so I don’t frequent the clubs or anything. Heck, I don’t consider myself bi or anything, and I’ve been with more girls just fooling around than I have been with guys in that way.”

Now that surprised me, and I didn’t hide it from my face, “Really? You’ve been with another girl?”

“Sure,” she shrugged with a pretty grin, “Who hasn’t had a few wild nights with a college friend here and there?”

I raised my hand slowly, “Uh, me.”

“Really?” she asked, “Well you don’t have to or anything. I kind of enjoyed it though so if you were asking my opinion I’d say go for it.”

“For real?” I asked, “I can’t believe that.”

“Sure,” she said, “It's fun, and it doesn’t come with a lifelong commitment like some guys thing sex does. At least the kind of same-sex fooling around I have done doesn’t. Hey,” she smiled, “This is exactly the kind of thing we needed to do tonight. We needed to get this out in the open, break the ice and decide on a schedule. The only thing left is a schedule of some kind.”

“Girl, I’m not the busy one here,” I said. “Whatever nights are good for you will be good for me, plus this just got a hell of a lot more interesting.”

“How about Tuesdays and Thursdays?” she asked.

I agreed, and the two of us went on glancing at a few more subjects we needed to research before our next meeting. When we finally finished up, Karen looked at her phone and was shocked at the time. I checked as well and couldn’t believe it was ten o’clock already. We finished up quickly and had stood up to leave when a gruff voice shouted at us from the dance floor side of the room.

“Hey! You girls looking for a hunk to show you a good time tonight? How about a dance? I can handle you both at the same time,” his eyes grew disturbingly wide, “If you know what I mean.”

I was too worried and a little too scared to say anything and just tugged at Karen’s arm, but she stood right out in front of him and said, “What are you a male hooker or something asking us for a good time? Hey, no thanks buddy. Girls like us don’t have to pay for a good time with slime like you.”

The people around him groaned in response to the burning comment, and I jerked Karen’s arm and forced her outside. I didn’t look back, but the people around him had already grabbed him to keep him from following us before we were able to leave the area. I glared at Karen, “Are you nuts? That guy could have attacked us or something.”

“I may be a little bit crazy tonight actually,” she smiled and shrugged, “But come on that thug had it coming.”

“That he did,” I said, “Can’t argue with that. Still, I’m not sure we should meet here next time. What if he shows up again and tries something?”

She agreed, “Yeah I think maybe we should meet somewhere else. Hey,” she snapped her fingers, “I’ve got it. Who says it has to cost money for food to do research? Just meet me at my house next time.” She typed out her address and showed it to me, “Put that in your phone next to this number.” She gave me her number, we agreed to meet at her house on Tuesday and went our separate ways.

Over the weekend and the first part of the next week, I grew more and more excited about the night I would spend over at Karen’s house. Already it was difficult to see her as a professor again in class, but I made it work. One thing I certainly didn’t want was to have others disrespecting her or seeing her as somehow different because she and I were getting to be fast friends.

Tuesday came before I could believe it and I was so pumped for a night of sex talk and sex study that I didn’t realize I was extra early until I drove up. My usual habit of aiming for thirty or so minutes early so I could get there on time backfired and there I sat in her driveway well before six pm. I texted her that I might be a bit early, hoping that she hadn’t looked outside and seen me yet. She sent a message back saying that it was fine and just to knock whenever I got there because her doorbell was broken.

Well, I couldn’t very well walk right up to the door then, so I waited a couple of minutes and then slowly walked to the door. I knocked hard on the door, but she didn’t come immediately. After she didn’t answer my second knock, I took my phone out to send her another text.

“Be right there!” her voice said from inside the house, “Just a second.”

The door opened, and she was standing there with soaking wet hair and a towel. Somehow it made her look different in a way I couldn’t quite place, and I began to feel about her slightly differently almost immediately. What she had said about fooling around and having fun with another girl sexually had been on my mind since she’d said it but never as prominent as it was right then. She was a sexy woman there was no doubt about that, and apparently, my attempt to keep my reaction in check was unsuccessful.

She brushed a wet lock of hair out of her eyes and smiled, “Sorry you caught me just getting out of the shower.” Her eyes traveled up and down my body, and she winked, “You see something you like Carrie?” Then she turned around and walked back down the hall to the bathroom.

A nervous smile made it to my face, but the truth was that I did see someone I liked. I knew the Professor was a good looking woman without a doubt, but I’d never thought about her quite like I was right then. A few distant daydreams of she and I touching each other and kissing each other that I’d had over the past few days swam back through my mind. I was so out of it that I barely caught she had said something. Trying to sound normal I asked, “What was that?”

“It would probably be easier if you just came to where I am. Down the hall, second door on the right,” she said.

As I ever so slowly made my way down there, I imagined busting into the bathroom and ripping the towel off of her. Could I? Would I? No, I couldn’t, but damn a big part of me wanted to so badly I could nearly taste her. What would it be like if I did? Would she be accepting of it or push me away because I’m a college student where she teaches? By the time I reached the bathroom, I had worked my imagination up so far that I didn’t know what I would do. Then I rounded the corner and saw Karen standing there without a stitch of clothing or towel on and froze.

Instead of asking me why I was drooling over the sight of her, Professor Karen took a step and a half forward, led me against the door and planted her lips gently onto mine. Just as I started to return her kiss fully, she pulled back and said, “You’ve thought about the two of us together, haven’t you? You’re a very beautiful young woman Carrie, and since we are both adults here, I won’t lie to you. I’ve thought of the two of us together as well. Since the other night, it's nearly all I can think about. But I don’t want to do something you don’t want Carrie.” Professor Karen said this as she stood there in confident brilliance, speaking as if she were wearing a three-piece suit instead of nothing at all. “Is this what you want?”

Without a moment’s hesitation, I pulled my t-shirt off over my head and shoved forward planting my lips to hers. My tongue passionately explored hers as I backed her against the counter and she removed my bra. I kept contact with her amazing lips as she started working on my pants and before I knew it, I was standing there just as naked as she was.

“You look amazing,” she said between kisses. “Are you sure?”

“Shut up,” I said and walked out in the hall, holding onto her hand and leading her while looking for the bedroom.

“There,” Professor Karen pointed down towards a large bedroom at the end of the hall, and I went directly towards it. Once we were in the room, I had a moment of hesitation only because I didn’t know what exactly I should do next. She spun around me and gently pushed me onto the bed. After spreading my thighs and crawling onto the bed between them, she said, “Let me show you.”

Her tongue started up one thigh and didn’t waste time when she reached my pussy. At first, I was trying to pay attention to what she was doing. Her fingers inside me while her tongue licked my clit wonderfully, her thumb against my folds and toying with my clit as her tongue swirled the inner edge of my pussy; it was amazing, and shortly I forgot all about anything but moaning to the ceiling for all I was worth.

My breasts were being worked over perfectly by her fingers, and all I could say was for her not to stop. She didn’t. On and on she went and shortly I felt an orgasm crash over me like nothing ever had before. I’d had orgasms here and there but nothing even close to that one. Better than that, I felt another building behind it. As she masterfully showed me exactly what it felt like to be with another woman, I wanted only two things, for it never to stop and to return the favor.

Finally, after another climax, she raised her head up, and I turned her over to work on her thigh with my fingers and tongue. She was wet already, so my finger easily slid into her pussy and drove inside fast and hard. My tongue licked around her pussy lips and across her clit and quickly she came all over my lips and tongue. I licked it all up as I kept pleasuring her. If anything her moans were louder than mine had been as I enjoyed figuring her pussy out as I went.

She had two quick orgasms and then crawled over to the edge of the bed and pulled something large out of the night stand. It was a pink double dildo, and she wasted no time shoving it easily into the edge of my dripping wet pussy. Then she laid back and inserted it into herself as well. Reaching down she grasped my hands in hers and pulled. As we pulled together, the dildo rammed into both of us farther and farther. We moved down and back, each using the other to move onto the dildo and back again. I’ve had toys but nothing like doing it with another girl.

Before long the two of us were both screaming, and we had some number of orgasms all in a row at the end then collapsed onto the bed. I don’t even know what to say about that feeling, laying there after my first lesbian sex experience. Maybe I should try it with other girls or maybe it was just a one-time thing with Professor Karen. Either way, my mind was relaxed and primed for work as the two of us cleaned up and chatted well into the evening.

Over the coming weeks, we worked closely together and let's just say that helping each other relax became something of a repeated habit for us. I’ve done only a few things in my life that I can find no fault with but the decision to help out Professor Karen that semester was easily one of the better choices I have ever made.


34. Nurse Mel And The New Doctor: My First lesbian sex with a Doctor by Jessica Silver

Nurse Mel likes the small country practice she nurses in. All she hopes is that the new doctor isn’t an older man who doesn’t know what appropriate behaviour in the workplace is, like the last four doctors. She’s over being objectified and all she wants to do is get on with bettering her career. Then a beautiful woman walks in. Mel now has something to repent at Church for next Sunday.

“Hi.”

I stopped tidying up and turned to see a stunning woman standing before me. She was taller than me, blonder and longer hair than me, and her skinny jeans and crop top showed off a very fit body. “I’m sorry, the doctor isn’t here on a Sunday. If you’re staying in town, you could come back tomorrow morning at ten…”

The woman smiled, and her eyes crinkled at the sides along with her nose. Her dark eyes twinkled back at me. “That’s fine…I –”

“Unless there’s an emergency and then I can call our local paramedics team.” Bob, Ryan, and Charlie should still be at the church hall. Everyone would be.

“Oh…no, no emergency at all.” Her smile beamed out, and it captured me for a second. “Can I give you a hand in here?”

I stared at her. Why would a beautiful woman walk in off the street and want to help me tidy up ready for our new doctor? “Ahhh. No. I’m all done here.”

She put her hands on her slender hips and looked around. “Well, it looks great.”

“Um…thanks.” I wasn’t sure, but she seemed to expect me to keep talking to her. This was weird. I hope she wasn’t a crazy relative who was secretly here to murder everyone. I took a breath, okay now I’d been watching too many corny late night murder-mysteries. “I’m getting ready for our new doctor.”

“I thought so. Very nice of you to come out on your weekend.”

Right. I was clearly missing something here.

She held out her manicured hand. “Doctor Alex McMahon. Nice to meet you…”

She was waiting for me to introduce myself and all I could do was mentally kick myself for assuming Alex was a man’s name. My face burned, and I felt like a numbskull for being so sexist. Here I was complaining daily about the sexism amongst the old-school doctors that usually came here temporarily, and now I’d done the exact same thing. I took her hand in a warm handshake and then let go. I wanted to hold her hand forever. I was definitely more starved for female company than I’d realized.

Alex looked around thirty and that still made her way younger than the female residents here. All the younger ones had left to find work after the mines closed down and all that was left was the older generations who loved the peace and quiet and mostly sustained themselves and mostly bartered goods and services.

“Are you okay? Your face is as red as fire. Do you have the flu or something?” Alex touched my forehead briefly with the back of her hand. I closed my eyes. Shit, what was wrong with me?

I shook my head. “No. What I have is a severe case of embarrassment because I assumed you’d be a guy.”

Alex laughed. “I get that a lot. It’s okay.”

“No, it isn’t. Let me get you some coffee.”

“Not for me. I’ve driven for ten hours to get here, and it's wine o’clock for me.”

I grinned like the Cheshire cat in Alice In Wonderland.

“What?” Alex smiled back.

“I can tell you’re new here. Alcohol on a Sunday? I’m excited.”

“You’d better join me then and fill me in on this little God-fearing town I’m about to get myself involved in.”

“At last I’ll have something to repent for next week. I’ve been praying for a sin to commit.”

Alex looked me up and down and then stared deep into my eyes. My heart hammered, and my lower belly fluttered.

“Maybe you should be careful what you pray for.”

What did she mean by that? I couldn’t break the eye contact.

“You better show me where I’ll be living, then.”

“Yes. The apartment is right through that door at the back. I’ll lock up the front entrance. Your key is on the counter behind me. I’ve got the heat turned on and gotten fresh coffee. I never brought much food because you’ll have plenty by the end of tomorrow.” I managed to get the instructions out without faltering.

“Yes, I plan to go and shop.”

“No need. Every person in the town will be through these doors this week to meet you, and each one will bring something. You’ll get enough food for a month.”

“Really? I’m not so good with cooking.”

“I can help and much of it will be cooked foods. We’ll turn you into a country bumpkin in no time.”

“I’m not sure on that. I much prefer being a rebel. I’ll see you shortly.” Alex walked off and grabbed the key.

I was glued to the sway if her hair and her hips, it was like a watching gentle waves on the beach. I snapped out of it and went and closed up. I didn’t know why I was acting so weird all of a sudden. I needed to go back to the city for some girl time, clearly.

I wasn’t expecting the new doc to arrive until the next morning. Most had simply stayed over in the small guest house for a few nights before settling into the apartment. Just as well that I’d had the housekeeper, Edie, give it a good going over yesterday. I couldn’t see Alex’s car so she must’ve parked it in the side carport already, but she wouldn’t be able to get in the internal door because that was locked.

The thought of chatting with a female younger than sixty excited me.

Soon we were on the sofas with our legs curled up underneath us as I filled Alex in how things worked around here. The Moscato she’d given me was delicious. I tried not to drink it too fast.

“Drink up, I’ll refill your glass.” Alex smiled and lifted the bottle.

“I won’t be able to drive home at this rate. I’ll have to sleep on the gurney in the office.”

“Nonsense. Perfectly good sofas here and I’m sure you know where the spare bedding is kept. We should eat something too. I guess calling for pizza won’t be very helpful here.” Alex grinned, and I shook my head.

She was funny and smart and so beautiful.

“I can wait till morning. What brings you here to a small country town to nurse? You’d be what? Twenty-two, twenty-three?”

“Twenty-two. I wanted to get experience with close-knit communities. I’d like to do outreach work, and I figured I’d need some hardening up from city life before I went off into the wilderness in other countries.”

“Good thinking. How long have you been here now?”

“One year and four doctors.”

“Oh, I see. Is it tough here?”

I shook my head. “I don’t think so. I’m like everyone’s adopted daughter, and I’m not sure it’s hardening me up any. But it is quiet, and if you don’t fit in, then it can get to you, I guess. Plus, the doctors have all been men who’d should’ve retired and are clinging onto false hope. That’s just my opinion of course.”

“Fair enough. Is it busy here? As far as needing a doctor?”

“Incredibly. There’s always someone through the doors for something. Also, sometimes you need to accept payments in goods.”

“I see. I guess I can do that.”

“What brings you here, Doctor? If you don’t mind me asking?”

“My marriage broke up, and I looked for the furthest place from home I could drive to that needed a doctor.”

“Oh. That’s none of my business. I’m sorry for prying.”

“Don’t be silly, Mel. Call me Alex out of hours. We’ll be friends. My marriage is old news. But he was a stage ten clinger. What about boyfriends?”

“I’m not looking. I’m happy being single.”

Alex poured my wine and then her own. “What about sex?”

I choked on my drink and cleared my throat. “What?”

“From what you’ve said, there’s not any guys your age here. Don’t you get a little strung out?”

“Um…” My face was burning hot again. “Not really. I think sex is overrated.”

Alex’s gaze darkened a little, and she looked at me over her glass. “Sex with men. Or sex in general?”

“I’m not sure what you mean…women only have sex with men.”

“And with women…”

I swallowed my mouthful of wine before I choked or spat it everywhere. Could this day get any more bizarre or embarrassing? “Oh…yes. Of course. I’m not sure what to say really. I guess I’m a little vanilla.”

“I’m sorry, Mel. You don’t know me nearly well enough to have this conversation. Forgive me. I think the wine on an empty stomach has made me forget my manners.”

“I’ll go get the cheese and crackers. That should help. It’s okay, I’m not a prude. It’s just living in this place and regular church sessions, I kind of stopped thinking about what I was missing out on. I’m trying to focus on my studies, and there’s no distraction here like there is in the city with my buddies.”

“I might be the same in six months time.” She called from the living room.

“If you last that long,” I called back as I cut and stacked cheddar cheese next to a pile of crackers. I walked the platter back into the sitting room. “Not many do, and hardly any last over the six-month mark.”

“It’s a shame.”

“Yes, it is. Always a struggle to get remote areas filled and the people feel so much better with someone they’ve gotten to know.”

“I don’t blame them. So many changes would be tough. I come from a small town.”

“Why not go back there and practice?” I asked, genuinely curious.

Alex laughed in a quiet, almost regretful way. “Oh, I’m not welcome there, honey. Not anymore. Well, this cheese looks amazing.”

I laughed. “I make good cheese and crackers.”

We ate for a few minutes, and I thought about why a friendly, gorgeous woman like Alex McMahon wouldn’t be welcome in her own hometown. Still, it was none of my business. Small communities could have crucifying attitudes at times. It was often hard for older folk to let go of what they’d been raised to do or believe.

“I have a bottle of red that will go perfectly with this cheese. Care to share it with me? It’s quite light in flavor, but it’s higher alcohol than the Moscato. It’s been ages since I’ve had time to relax like this. Life’s been crap lately. I hope to make a new start here.”

I felt a bit guilty refusing.

“Sure. I’ll share it with you. Well, if I like it. I’ve not drunk a lot of reds I must admit.”

“First time for everything, so they say.” She smiled and swayed off to her bedroom where she’d dumped her cases.

I’d always admired women with that natural undulation in their walk. I stomped around like a dinosaur. Nothing graceful about me at all. I guess growing up with four brothers makes that happen. I smiled in remembrance of the way we always horsed around. It's been too long since we’d gotten together.

Finally, Alex came back out, and she’d changed into silk boxers and a matching singlet top. There was a large cat on the front, and the writing said ‘I Love Pussy’ below it. I stared at it a second or two.

“I just had to get out of those jeans. Here, give me your glass.”

I handed it up to her as she stood close to me. I could smell the sweetness of her understated perfume this close and the natural glow of her tanned skin stood out against the baby pink of her outfit. I wriggled on the sofa trying to get comfortable again. Her large, rounded breasts were clearly bare under that top, and I could see the shape of her hardened nipples jutting out.

I swallowed some of the wine she’d poured, and she leaned over near me to get another cracker. The cheeks of her ass peeked out from her hemline when she bent a little like that, and I was fairly sure the boxers were the only underwear she had on. I had that little ache between my legs that I normally sorted out with a vibrator, and I realized that I as sexually aroused by the new lady doctor.

Holy fuck. I must’ve needed sex more than I realized. This was more than embarrassing. It was impossible. I’d never gone down that experimental road like many of my girlfriends. They had varying reports about it, and I had enough trouble getting decent sex with men, I wasn’t about to try with another woman. College was for study.

“Are you okay, Mel? Do you like the wine? You seem a bit distracted.” She sat down beside me and touched my forehead. “You are a little hot.” Her fingers trailed down my cheek a little and the contact inflamed my desire for her. This was crazy.

“Yes. I’m fine. The red just went to my head a little I think.”

“Don’t drink it if it’s too much. Some people aren’t into strong wine. Maybe you aren’t ready for something new…” her hot hand rested on my thigh.

I looked into her eyes. Was I reading more into this than was there? “I’m okay. I’ll finish the glass at least. It’s only wine…”

She smiled that gorgeous smile, and I looked at her lips, stained dark red from the drink. “Yes. Just wine.”

She took a drink of hers and looked at me over the rim of the glass as she sipped it and then licked her lips. I took another drink of mine just to prove I was okay with it. I tried not to let my hand shake. My pulse pounded, and I was beginning to wonder if staying over was a bad idea.

“Have you ever kissed another woman?”

That was it. Now, I was burning hot in the face, and I knew I was flame-red.

“Sorry, I’m embarrassing you again. I don’t know what’s come over me.”

“I wish I’d stop blushing at everything like some school girl. I can have an adult conversation, right?”

“I think so. You look pretty grown up to me.”

I took a breath. Why was I stumbling over this? Because I was attracted to her? So what? Once upon a time, if I felt it, I’d act on it. I’d never felt attraction for a woman before. She was the new doctor, essentially my boss. That might be a little tricky.

But we weren’t at work now, and we didn’t start officially until tomorrow. I took another sip for courage. Fuck it. I had nothing to lose tonight. “No. I never have. Have you?” I already knew the answer.

“Yes. Plenty of times. I prefer the softness of a woman’s mouth over a man’s. Not that I have anything against men in general. I’ve just never enjoyed the sex as much as the magazines said I should.”

I had to admit I was the same. “I hear you.”

“You’re beautiful.”

“So are you. I’m not sure what else to say. Maybe I should walk home. We have to work together, and it’s going to be a long week.”

Her hand drifted along my thigh, higher. She put her wine glass on the coffee table. “I could do with some stress relief, and I promise it won’t interfere with us professionally.” Alex leaned in closer, and her mouth looked so inviting.

I sat my wine on the table as well. “I guess I’ll really have something to repent for next Sunday, won’t I?” I leaned in and let my lips brush her.

Her tongue peeked out and ran a moist line along my bottom lip. I thought I was going to explode at that point, and it took all my self-control not to drag her closer and mash my mouth to hers. She continued her gentle exploration of my lips with her lips and tongue, and as she pressed closer, I opened my mouth and let my tongue meet hers.

She let out a groan, and I ached for satisfaction now. I put a hand behind her head and deepened the kiss. It seemed to go on forever, and it was the most beautiful and hottest kiss I’d ever shared with anyone. It was how we all imagine our first kiss to be. Magical.

Yet I had no clue what to do next. Where did I touch her? How did I touch her? Would I be doing it right?

She broke the kiss and looked into my eyes. “Do you want to try this? No pressure I promise.”

“Yes. I do. I just don’t know what to do,” I admitted.

“Let me do, you just enjoy.” She stood up and held out her hand. I held her hand as I stood up and she led me to the bedroom. “I’m going to undress you. Then I’ll get naked. I know this is your first time, so I’ll take it slow. If at any point you want to stop, just tell me.”

I nodded.

Alex unbuttoned my jeans and unzipped. She pulled my top up over my head and off. Then she pushed my jeans down my legs, and I stepped out of them. I could feel the moisture on my panties, and I was so glad I still bothered with matching lace underwear. Alex sucked in a breath and looked me up and down. “God, you’re gorgeous.” Then she removed her clothes and stood before me in glorious nakedness. She was perfect everywhere.

“Wow.”

“Touch me. Wherever you want.” She smiled and took my hand and placed it over her warm breast.

I squeezed gently and cupped her large breast, feeling the weight of it in my hand, and then I grazed over her nipple with my thumb. “I like that. You have a natural touch.”

She stepped closer to me and worked my nipples with her fingers and thumbs, softly twisting and pulling them to be longer and more erect. This action went right to my pussy, and I throbbed down there now.

“Do you like that, Mel? Do you like me pulling on your nipples?” Alex’s voice had become a throaty whisper.

“Yes, I like it. I like it very much.”

“I’m going to blow your mind.” She cupped my pussy in one hand and massaged against me. My knees almost buckled at the pleasure of it all. “Lay on the bed, Nurse Mel. Let Doctor Alex look at you.”

I did as she said, mesmerized by her words and needing to have more of what she was offering.

“Now, open your legs wide for me, darling. Let me see you. Let me see if you’re wet for me?” She knelt on the bed, and as I widened my legs, she got in between them. I was nervous and aroused all at once. This was so wrong, and yet it felt so right. Alex traced a finger along my pussy lips and stopped just above my aching clit. Pressing above it gently she smiled.

“Oh, you look very tasty. Your clit is begging for it. I can see it swollen and ready for me to kiss it and suck it.”

“Oh God…” I groaned the words because I wanted her to touch me so badly there.

“You want it, don’t you? You want Doctor Alex to make you feel better?”

“Yes, yes I do. Please.”

I drew in a hard breath as she moved to place her mouth over my clit while still looking me in the eyes. She sucked softly on my clit, and I squeezed my eyes shut. I couldn’t come yet. It was too soon. Alex knew just where to press her tongue as she sucked and she used her hands to pull my pussy lips wide and expose my clit to her.

“Mmmmm.”

I threw my head back and laid flat on the bed. My hips bucked up to try and get more pressure just where I needed it. “Fuck, I’m going to come already.”

She concentrated the sucking a little harder and slid two fingers inside of me to stroke my upper wall. That was it. I lost it completely. I’d thought I’d had an orgasm before, but I was wrong. This was nothing like anything I’d ever felt before.

My body arched up and every muscle clenched for a few seconds and released., then tensed again. I felt myself squeezing around her fingers as she hit that exact spot inside me and the orgasm never felt like it was going to stop. “Fuck, fuck, oh…God…Yes. Yes.”

She took her mouth off me and spoke while she continued finger fucking me and rubbing my g-spot. “That’s it, baby. Doctor Alex knows how you like it. Come, Mel. Come again for me.” Then her tongue was on my clit, licking hard at me. She used more fingers and fucked me deeper, stretching me wider as she used the flat of her tongue against my clit. I couldn’t come again. I’d never come twice that fast. Then it happened. I gripped the bedclothes and let out a cry, and she pumped her fingers deep inside me and kept licking my clit hard.

My body convulsed and felt myself gush around her fingers. The pleasure rocketed inside me like electricity and finally I was laying, soaked in sweat, on the bed. Completely spent.

“You really needed that, huh?” Alex kissed her way up to my breast and toyed her lips over my nipple.

I laughed, feeling euphoric and more satisfied than I’d ever felt. “I guess so. I think you made me come in two point four seconds.”

“Don’t feel bad. It’s my specialty. I’m a lesbian. I much prefer sex with women, and I’ve been exclusive with women for about five years now.”

“I’m as green as anything.”

“Not now.”

“Not as much. But still…” I wondered what it would be like to go down  on a woman. How would it taste, could I make her come as hard as she made me come? She’d worked her way up and kissed my lips, taking her time. I could smell and taste myself on her mouth. I had to see what it was like, and I really wanted to see if I could make this gorgeous woman come hard.

“I want to try,” I said as she stopped kissing me. “I’ve no clue how, but I want to try.”

“You don’t have too.”

“I want to. Really. I’m just scared I won’t be able to make you come. That would be embarrassing.”

Alex laughed a little. “Oh, Honey, don’t worry. You’ll make me come. Just do what you know you like, and that’ll be a good start. And if you want to stop at any time, that’s okay. It’s not for everyone.”

I pushed her down on her back and moved between her legs. This was the first time I’d seen a pussy close up, apart from porn videos. She was beautiful down there. Glistening deep raspberry and candy pinks. I opened her pussy lips and looked at her. She groaned just from me touching her like that.

I knew I like my clit played with so I dipped my finger just inside her to wet it with her juices and circled the tip of my finger around her engorged clit. She trembled a little and encouraged me to keep going. I slid the finger of my other hand deep inside her to feel the ridged and tight wall of her cunt.

I turned my hand upwards, hooking my two fingers slightly and felt along the ridges for her G-spot. I wasn’t sure what it would feel like, but I’d read it could be a little spongy and that pressure on it could feel great, as I’d just experienced, it worked for me.

Alex moaned and pulled her legs back holding her knees near her chest. I continued my exploration, and I did feel an area that was different. I used my fingertips to apply pressure there in repetition, and Alex’s breathing began the quicken.

“Oh yes. Just there. That’s it. Keep going.” She sounded like she was so turned on and while I massaged her G-spot as firmly as I could I kept my other hand and fingers at her puffy clit. I could see her arousal, and I felt powerful. I wanted to make her come more than anything.

I just kept going with both hands, and I felt her tighten around my fingers. It was hard to keep going with her cunt squeezing like that a couple of minor adjustments and I kept it going.

“You gonna cum for me, Doctor Alex? Are you going to let Nurse Mel make you cum? Feel my fingers inside you, feel me working your clit…”

“Yes, yes…oh fuck yes!”

“That’s it, feel it. Come for me, come hard.” I knew she was close from her tensed muscles and the noises she made in the back of her throat. I pressed hard on her clit and moved it back and forth under my fingers.

Then she let go, and an orgasm engulfed her body. She squeezed my fingers over and over and with each spasm I felt the wetness of her from the inside. She was coming, and she was coming hard because of me. It felt amazing to make her come like that. I wanted to do it again and again.

“Oh shit, Mel. Yes, yes. I’m cuming hard. So good. So, so good.”

Then it was over, and I kissed her gently on the clit and removed my fingers from inside her. I did what she’d done to me and stretched her pussy lips wide, completely exposing her puffy clitoris, fully engorged from her orgasm and I attacked her with my tongue, loving the taste of her on my tongue.

She cried out and gripped the bedclothes with both hands and pushed her hips up, so her clit hit harder against my rigid and flat tongue. I rasped it against her as hard as I could and as fast as I could go. It only seemed like seconds and Doctor Alex cried out my name and cursed out loud.

“Holy fuck, again. I’m cuming again.”

I kept going until I could feel she was done. Completely and utterly done. She collapsed into a groaning, hot mess and I crawled up beside her, and we entwined with each other, our thighs resting against each other’s sex.

As we moved slowly, rubbing against each other’s thigh, we kissed long and deep. Our tastes mingled, and our tongues explored. Finally, when we ended the kiss I had enough breath left to speak. “Wow. That was amazing.”

“No one has made me come like that for a very long time. You were amazing for your first time.”

“It was doctor’s orders.” I grinned.

She giggled a little. “I’d like to give a few more of those orders, Nurse.”

I pushed my thigh up a little harder between her legs. “I think I can handle that, Doctor.”

We began to kiss again, and I knew my prayers had been answered. I was going to have a lot to repent for next week.


35. Just a Loose Wire: My First Lesbian Experience with a Repair-Woman by Nora Walker

When Erin gets fed up with the lack of response from her landlord, she takes matters into her own hands and calls a handyman service.  When the handy-woman shows up, Erin gets everything fixed right up, including her loneliness.

It was all just too much.  I had just moved into my new apartment after my last breakup and stuff was breaking from the beginning.  The cable would not connect, the Internet kept going in and out, and I was never sure if the refrigerator was keeping things cool enough.  On top of being single again for the first time in almost two years.  Part of me was ready to give up the cable and Internet altogether, and just get an online service and a mobile hotspot device.

I really did not mind being single; it certainly had its advantages.  But dealing with all of this stuff was not on the list.  I liked being able to cook whatever I want for dinner; I liked being able to watch whatever I want on television (cable issues notwithstanding); I liked being able to sleep as late as I wanted on the weekends.  And I liked having an apartment again instead of a house.  It was just a lot less work.

Why was I single again?  It was not planned, but there are just certain things a woman should not tolerate.  Close to the top of the list was the good ol’ “alienation of affection” stupidity.  I mean, nine months with no sex is just too long for anyone.  Come to find out, he was not alienating affection from other women, just me.  I think I could have worked through the lack of a sex life, but when his sex life simply did not include me, that was another issue altogether.

A few of my friends thought I should have dumped him much sooner for not having sex.  All of them agreed I should dump him when I told them that it turns out he was just having his sex with someone else.

And like every newly single gal, I had sworn off dating completely.  I just was not ready.  It was not so much that I wanted to ‘get my life in order’ or that I needed to ‘get over him’.  I just plain wanted to enjoy myself without having to worry about someone else for a while.

Well, I don’t mind worrying about my new kitten; she’s too cute not to pay attention to.  I found her wandering around my apartment complex shortly after I moved in.  She was crying from underneath a bush, and she was so tiny that I could fit her inside the pocket of my hoodie.  I did take her to the vet, and once she got a clean bill of health, she was mine.  Cats are so much easier than dogs.  And if I felt like going away for the weekend once she got a little older, I did not have to worry about leaving her for a night or two.

But anyway… my neat little life was driving me crazy since nothing seemed to be working right.  The landlord kept promising to fix things, but I had yet to see any evidence of follow-through on that promise.

Men.

One of my co-workers at the bank recommended that I just call a handyman service, but I was still refusing to pay for something that the landlord should take care of for free.  They just laughed at me, and told me to enjoy the wait.

I had hoped to spend my weekend watching movies in my pajamas.  I was all excited when I got on that Friday night, but that was short-lived.  Since the cable was out, I tried to settle for watching shows on my tablet, but the Internet kept cutting out as well.  Just as I was about to throw something through the wall, my phone chirped.

[Did you call that handyman service yet?]  It was my co-worker.

[Yes, I have a call in to them.]  I lied just a little but only because that call was the next thing on my list.

[lol]  I liked that they were laughing at my pain.

I did my research via my smartphone since it got pretty decent data signal without the Internet, and I filled out the form about what sort of services I needed.  It sounded a little dirty when you think about it, but I was so mad I did not care.

While I waited for a callback, I drafted a letter that I then emailed to myself at work to print on Monday.  It was basically notifying my landlord that I was going to be handling the repairs on my own, and that whatever the charge was, I would be deducting it from my next rent payment.  I could even have it notarized at the bank to make it official.

The service place called me within the hour and set up an appointment for the next morning, Saturday, at nine o’clock.  I was a little impressed at the speed of response and a little worried that the service had someone available that readily on a Saturday.  But I was getting less and less picky, the longer the issues continued.  I finally just took my cell phone and a new pack of cigarettes out to my little balcony and curled up in the patio chair.

A few hours later, my stomach was rumbling, and my phone needed to be plugged in.  I dug a sad frozen meal out of the freezer and curled up on the couch so that I could reach a plug with my phone cord.  The frozen chicken fried rice was edible, but only barely.  It was not exactly the glamourous single lifestyle that you see in the movies.  I finally called it an early night and tossed my yoga pants into the corner of my bedroom.

The next day was bright and sunny with the perfect fall nip in the air.  After a quick shower, I pulled my yoga pants back on and threw on a bra and a hoodie.  I filled the kitten’s water and food bowls, and then took a quick walk to the nearby grocery store for just a few essentials.  I liked to walk over there unless I was buying the big stuff like cat litter or toilet paper.

When I got back, the handyman truck was parked in the lot, and my cell phone was ringing.

****

“Hello?” I answered, smiling at the idea of having everything fixed by that evening.

“Hi there,” the voice startled me because it was feminine.

“Oh, hi,” I stuttered just a little.

The voice chuckled, “Hi.  Is this Erin?”

“Yes.  Is that your truck I can see?  From the handyman place?”

“That would be me.  I’m JR.  I’m at your front door.”

“I’m downstairs, but I’ll be right up.”

“See you in a minute,” she was chuckling as she hung up.

I snuck up the stairs and peeked around the corner of the hallway that led to my apartment.  I was curious what sort of woman worked as a handyman.  She was tall and slender, wearing jeans and an unbuttoned work shirt over her white tank top.  She had short brown hair, and she kept running her fingers through it nervously.

I backed up slowly and crept back down a few stairs.  As I came up them the second time, I tried to make noise so that I did not startle the woman.

As I walked around the corner, she was leaning against the doorframe with her arms crossed in front of her chest.

“Hi, I’m Erin,” I offered my hand.

She shifted her clipboard to the other arm and shook my hand back, “JR.”

“I’m not sure I’ve ever met a handy-woman before,” I laughed as I unlocked my apartment.

I could hear the grin in her reply, “I get that a lot.”

I cracked the door just a little and checked to make sure the kitten was not preparing to bolt for the great outdoors.

“Everything okay?” she asked from behind me.

“Yeah, just want to make sure my kitten doesn’t get out.”

“Ah, good to know.”

There was no sign of the tiny black fluff ball, so I opened the door all the way.  I could just see two green eyes glowing under the couch, so we hurried inside and shut it behind us.

As JR and I sat down on the couch, Midnight crept out and clawed her way up my leg.  I tried not to scream but and JR just laughed as my face contorted from the tiny little talons.  She reached over and curled her long fingers around Midnight and held her up to study her.

“Mew,” Midnight said hello.

“Well hello to you too,” JR giggled before handing the pointy thing back to me.

“So what seems to be the problem around here?” she finally got down to business.

“The problem?  The problem is that during my last break-up, I was not gifted with the winning lottery ticket,” I rolled my eyes.

JR laughed, “Isn’t that how it always goes…”

“But mostly it’s the fridge and cable and Internet.”

“Well, I’ll take a look at all of it and let you know if I can help.”

“Oh, and I hope I can get an invoice because I plan to deduct the repairs from my next rent payment.”

“Nice one,” she laughed.

As she stood up from the couch and started wandering towards the kitchen, I could not help but notice the way her jeans sat low on her hips but hugged her ass snugly.  And she had a different kind of swagger to her; but I guess I might too, if I was a female handyman doing the work that men had not been able to take care of.

I followed her into the kitchen, with Midnight close behind, and she was bent over the kitchen counter fiddling with something behind the fridge.  The view was not unpleasant to me, and I was startled to find myself thinking that.  When she straightened up and turned around, I felt my cheeks redden, and I looked down at the kitten playing with my shoelaces.

“I think that was just a loose electrical connection.  It should cool down pretty quickly now.”

“Oh good, I did not want to have to get a new one.”

“Where do I find the cable and Internet box?  Or whatever service you have…”

I nodded towards the living room, and JR followed me out of the kitchen.  I pointed down to the box on the entertainment center, and she crouched down to take a look.  The motion made her jeans ride lower, and I could just see a small patch of bare skin where her tank top rode up.  I felt my face flush again as I realized what I was doing.

She shifted positions and was now on all fours.  My sex-deprived brain was screaming all kinds of inappropriate things at me, and I was forced to physically turn away from the sight.  I picked up Midnight and carried her to the couch so that I had something to occupy myself.

When she turned to look at me over her shoulder, she was wearing an odd little smile.  As though she knew a secret that the rest of the world was not privy to.

“Seems you have some loose wires back here too,” she finally said.

“Gee, I’m just loose all over,” I quipped.

My lips formed an “O” when I realized what I had just said.

She raised one eyebrow at me and cocked her head to the side, still on all fours with her cute little ass pointed right at me.

“S-S-Sorry, I didn’t mean… Well, you know… Eh, crap,” I finally sighed.

She laughed, “I knew what you meant.”

She ended up pulling the connection box out and fiddling with the wires on the back.  It took her all of five minutes and then she shoved the box back into its cubby.  When she stood back up, she adjusted her jeans so that her tank top was tucked back in again.

“Well, was there anything else?”

“No, I don’t think so.”

“Because I feel kind of bad about having to charge you just for a few loose wires.”

“Then don’t,” I laughed hopefully.

“Well, I have to charge the service call at minimum.”

“Oh, I know.  I don’t want you to get in trouble or anything.”

She sat down on the couch next to me and stretched out her long legs.

“Oh I don’t get in trouble, I make trouble,” she said in a low voice.

I cocked my head towards her, startled and confused.

****

“You make trouble?”

“Well, not bad trouble.  Fun trouble,” she laughed with a wink.

I squinted at her, trying to figure out what she was talking about.

“For example, I’d be willing to trade the work for just the service call fee.  But… I could be convinced to write a fake invoice for more, so you can get more off your rent.”

My eyebrows flew up, “Really?  You’d do that for me?”

She nodded with a devilish smirk, “I could be convinced…”

I narrowed my eyes at her, “Convinced how?”

“Well, you are my last scheduled call of the day, so I’m technically off work once I fill out the paperwork.”

“Okaaaay,” I was still not sure what she was getting at.

“I think the second invoice would be worth a beer or two.  What do you think?”

“Oh!  Sure, that sounds more than fair!”  I still suspected there was a catch, but it seemed reasonable on the surface.

She grinned, but it was more of a wicked little smirk.  I ran my palms down my thighs nervously and cleared my throat.

“Well, there’s a grocery store nearby.  We could walk over there, if that works,” I offered.

She nodded, “Sure thing.  But I can’t go buy beer like this.”

She stripped off her work shirt and tossed it to the chair.  Her white tank top was stretched snugly over her small but perky breasts.  Her arms were toned and muscular without being bulky, and she had several tattoos on her biceps and forearms.  I could tell she was watching me watch her, and my cheeks flushed pink again.

“You okay?” she asked, still grinning.

“Y-Y-Yeah,” I stuttered.

I was embarrassed to have been caught and confused as to why I was looking to being with.  I pulled my eyes away from her toned form, and stood up abruptly.

“It’s warm outside, I’m going to slip into some shorts,” I muttered as I hurried off into my bedroom.

I grabbed a pair of running shorts and ducked into the bathroom to change.  I did not need her walking in on me, and I thought it was too obvious if I closed the bedroom door.  I also pulled my hair back into a low ponytail so that I would stop fidgeting with it.

When I came back out, I could feel her eyes sliding up my bare legs, over my slim waist, and then lingering at the swell of my breasts.  I grabbed my purse and cleared my throat.

“You ready?” I asked hoarsely.

“Thought you’d never ask,” she said in that same low tone she had used when she mentioned ‘trouble’ earlier.

I ran my hand over my ponytail and smiled nervously.

We headed out of the apartment and as I turned to lock the door behind us, she pressed up right behind me with one palm on the door in front of me.  I was essentially trapped between her body and the door itself.

“You know,” she whispered in my ear, “it’s too bad we can’t order the beer in.”

Her breath tickled my skin, and my heart was thudding in my chest.  I had to fight the urge to turn around and ask her what she meant.  But I knew that if I turned towards her, our faces would only be an inch apart, and that was too close for me.  I did not know what was going on.

“W-W-We shouldn’t be gone too long,” I finally managed to stutter.

I made a very awkward duck and turn movement to escape her proximity.  She was smirking at me as I hurried away from the apartment.

True to my word, we were back within about twenty minutes.  She stuck the twelve-pack in the fridge and returned with two, one for each of us.

“So do you always take beer as payment?”

JR laughed, “Not always.  With men, I just tend to overcharge.  But with women, it’s different.”

“Why’s that?” I knew I was tiptoeing around dangerous territory, but I could not stop myself.

She stretched her arm out behind me along the back of the couch, and looked down at me as I stared up at her dark brown eyes.

“You’re a smart girl.  I think you can figure it out.”

She smirked again which means my cheeks must have turned pink again.  Her fingers fiddled with the loose end of my ponytail casually as I tried to ignore the intoxicating woodsy scent of her cologne.  The longer I ignored her fingers, the more daring they became.  Now instead of just flipping the end, she was lightly stroking it, pulling slightly.  It was starting to give me goosebumps.

“How about a refill?” she held up her empty beer bottle.

“Sure,” I replied, a little too quickly as I hurried off the couch.

When I returned with two more, she patted the couch next to her pointedly so that I could not just curl up away from her maddening touch.  I sat down close enough but not too close.  She deliberately shifted closer and rested her arm behind me again.

“You seem nervous,” she commented, trying to sound casual.

“A little,” I admitted.

“Why’s that?”

“I-I-I’m not sure what’s going on here,” I sighed softly.

My eyes looked up at her sideways, and I saw a look of concentration on her face, as though she was tossing around a very important life-changing decision.  She seemed to make up her mind quickly, because the next thing I was aware of was her hand cupping the back of my neck.

“Erin,” she whispered as she gently turned my face towards hers.

Before I had a chance to do anything but turn with her hand, she lowered her lips to mine.  Her lips were soft, but her touch was just a little urgent.  I let out a small gasp, and she took advantage of my parted lips.  Her tongue was warm and insistent as it tickled my lower lip.  I did not kiss her back so much as let her kiss me.

She finally pulled back with a nervous smile this time, “You okay?”

I nodded, afraid to speak.

This time, when she lowered her head towards mine, she did not find my lips.  Instead, she left a tingling trail of soft kisses along my jawline backwards.  When she found that delicate little spot just behind my ear with her tongue, I felt my whole body heat up as though an internal furnace had been lit up.  She kissed and licked that little spot until I was squirming and digging my nails into the couch cushion.  And when she finally moved back to my lips, I kissed her back hard.  I could feel her respond this time, gripping me harder and shifting me around on the couch until I was straddling her lap.

I could feel her body thrusting up into mine, and I ground down against her.  She shifted me again so that I was straddling one of her thighs.  Her fingers dug into my hips as she pressed her thigh between mine.  I gasped again, and she only kissed me harder.

With a firm yank, she slid the band out of my ponytail, letting my hair cascade down around my shoulders.  She buried her fingers in it, pulling my head to one side so that she could rake her teeth along my neck.  I shivered and groaned, clutching at the back of the couch.

She slid her hands along my arms until she had a firm grasp of my hands.  Then she carefully moved them off the couch and deliberately placed them on her waist.

“You can touch too, you know,” she whispered with a small chuckle.

I don’t know what came over me, but I grabbed her tightly and kissed her roughly.  She moaned and raked her nails under my tee shirt and up my back.  I arched into her body and could feel her perky little breasts pressing against my larger ones.  I felt a cool draft against my lower back, and I realized that she was tugging at my shirt to take it off.  I broke off the kiss and leaned back so that I could wriggle out of it.  As her eyes fell to my heaving breasts, I took a moment to be mortified by my plain white cotton bra.  JR cupped both of them with her long fingers and kneaded them softly.

“God, they’re gorgeous,” she breathed as she buried her face between them.

I arched my back into her touch, and she made quick work of the clasp and tossed the garment to the floor.  My nipples were so taut they ached, and her tongue and fingers made them ache even more.  She rolled one while she licked the other, and all I could do was moan and pull her face against my flesh.

She knew what she was doing with a woman’s body.  As she teased my throbbing nipples, her leg kept grinding between my thighs.

“Oh God,” I moaned, wanting more, wanting something I could not quite identify.

With her tongue moving back and forth over my tits, I felt her hand slip inside my little running shorts.  I was almost embarrassed at how wet I already was.

“Oh damn,” JR breathed.

“Yeah, sorry, I…”

“Good God, don’t apologize,” she shook her head.

“Wh-What?  I…”

Her long fingers slipped over my wet pussy easily, massaging and rubbing every crease and fold except for the aching little nub in the middle.  I moaned and writhed, trying to get her fingers where I wanted to feel them.

She slid the tips of two fingers inside me and then back out, just one tiny aching teasing inch and then gone.  Over and over, in and out but just barely.  I dug my nails into her shoulders, grabbing at her tank top, panting for breath.

Suddenly her hand was gone, and my eyes flew open in surprise.  She was grinning up at me with a devilish gleam in her eye.  She wriggled out of her own tank top and sports bra, revealing the perkiest boobs I had ever seen in real life.  They were small and round and sat perfectly against her tanned chest.  I couldn’t help but touch them.  As soon as my fingers caressed the outer curve, she exhaled sharply.

“Touch them more,” she breathed, “pinch them, grab them, please…”

I ran my palms over her stiff brown nipples, and she arched into my hands.  I let my fingertips close down, rolling and tugging lightly.  I had never touched someone else’s boobs before, and I liked the way they felt so soft and yet so firm at the same time.  I wanted to feel that crinkled little tip, I wanted to taste it.  I bent down and let my tongue drift over one then the other.

“Oh fuck,” JR moaned.

Her hand buried itself in my hair and pulled my face against her.  I flicked my tongue against the rigid surface, rolling the tip over it, feeling it move and stiffen in my mouth.  With a rough yank, she pulled my face backwards.

“Wha—?  Did I do something wrong?” I was flabbergasted.

She shoved me to the side, off her lap and dropped to her knees between my thighs.

“I have to have you now,” she growled as she yanked my shorts and panties down in one motion.

She pulled me to the edge of the couch cushion and buried her face between my thighs.  I wrapped my legs around her waist as I felt her tongue slither between my folds.  When the velvety tip of her tongue met the aching tip of my clit, I arched against her face and yelled something completely unintelligible.  With her tongue lapping at my clit and her fingers slipping in and out of my pussy, I felt my whole body tense and shake.

“Oh, there, there, there,” I chanted, trying to grab ahold of the impending climax.

She pressed her tongue harder, in tight little circles, as she curled and twisted her fingers inside me.

“Shit,” I exhaled as I exploded.

My whole body stiffened and then shook like the last leaf of fall, my thighs tightened around her chest, and I gripped her shoulders with my fingernails as I soaked the couch with my juices.  She finally eased me back down to earth and crawled onto the couch behind me as I fell over in exhaustion.

****

I woke up a few hours later, disoriented and completely confused by the topless woman snuggled up behind me.  I guess I stirred because I felt her move too.

“Hey there,” she whispered, pulling the loose strand of hair back from my cheek.

“I’m so sorry, I guess I passed out,” I babbled quietly.

She chuckled, “I take it as a compliment.”

I giggled and snuggled back against her.

“Your first time with a woman?” she asked.

“Yeah, I never really thought about it before.”

“I’ll take that as a compliment too.”

“I feel bad, I just passed out.  I’m worse than a guy.”

She laughed, “I enjoyed pleasing you.”

“But surely you didn’t…” my voice trailed off as I watched Midnight playing with my bra on the floor.

“Hey, I was pretty sure it was a first for you, so I would not have asked you for anything like that…”

“But what if I’m offering?”

I turned over to face her, our bare breasts pressing against each other.

“Are you?” she flung one slender thigh over my bare waist

I ran my hand up her leg and gripped her ass.

“Well, I can’t like this.  You have way too much clothing on,” I giggled.

“Then take them off of me,” she challenged.

We spent the rest of the weekend exploring everything we could about each other’s bodies.  She breathlessly talked me through pleasing her, at least she tried until her words dissolved into pants and groans.  But when I felt the surge of wetness against my lips and tongue, I figured out that I had done something right.

At the end of the week, I received two invoices in the mail.  One real one that I paid and one fake one that I sent to my landlord with a reduced rent payment.  He never said a word about it.

I know a lot of these stories end with “and I never went back to men, ” but I can’t really claim that.  What I will say is that that sexy handy-woman did teach me a few things about loose wires and flexible expectations.


36. Pleasing My Professor: Lesbian Sex with an Older Woman by Roxy Rhodes

For four years, I’d been waiting to get into Professor Amelia London’s class:  Beautiful, charming, a celebrated poet:  She was everything I wasn’t and everything I wanted to be.  So imagine how crushed I was when my first assignment not only failed to impress her, but was riddled with red, mocking ink!  Luckily, though, she was a devoted teacher, first and foremost, and was more than willing to give me an extra credit assignment designed to make me come out of my shell.

Sure, it may have seemed a little unorthodox to demand that I dress in a way that showed off my body.  And maybe her exercises seemed to be of a humiliating, personal nature.  But she was Amelia London!  Like I told her—I would do anything to please her.

I just didn’t expect that what would please her was becoming her personal sex toy!

I was staring at the clock on the wall, counting down the minutes until class was finally over.  Not that I was eager to leave—far from it, actually.  I’d been looking forward to taking this class my entire college career, and it hadn’t disappointed:  Poetry Writing Thesis Project with Professor Amelia London.  It was the capstone of my English major, and Professor London was the entire reason I’d chosen this college, to begin  .  Her poetry was emotional, moving and provocative.  I’d only been in class for a week, but she proved to be as provocative in person as in her writing.  I should have known when I’d read her book of poetry, Bodyscapes, that ,  would be beautiful, but I never expected her to be so effortlessly sexy.  Her dark, raven-colored hair flowed around her shoulders, shiny, sleek.  Her skin was pale and smooth, her lips full and red, with flashing, yellow eyes.  Her dress was simple and form fitting:  leotards and translucent, flowy skirts that showed off her hourglass curves.  She was at once intimidating and attractive.  Her body was powerful, and it was hard not to get lost in the visual effect of her.  Every day I felt sad to leave her class—like waking up from a fantastical dream, only to return to a humdrum reality.

No, I was eager for the end of class because today she was handing back our first set of poems (over the course of the next few months, we’d ultimately write one hundred of them.  The first set were on the subject of love.), and I was eager and afraid to get her feedback.

After all, she was the first writer to not only make me think, but feel—physically feel.  In fact, her description of a particularly charged sexual encounter, told simply and explicitly, was the first to inspire me to feel my simmering body in the places my mother said I shouldn’t touch.  I pressed into my virginal body in just the way she’d described—had been surprised at the strange noises and contortions it demanded of me, and more surprised at the rushing torrent of fluid that came gushing from between my legs.  As far as I was concerned, her poetry was as powerful as any witch’s spell—producing incredible, supernatural effects.

So as the clock ticked down, and she began walking around, handing back papers, my heart pounded.  I’d had fantasies about her reading my writing.  She’d smile broadly, barely able to contain herself, and say, “Julie, you are by far the most gifted writer I’ve ever encountered. Your love poems left me breathless.  When you described your lust, I had to go somewhere private, so no one would see how turned on I was.”

And now, it was the moment of truth.  But as overruling approached my desk, she wasn’t smiling.  She only threw the paper face-down on my desk and kept walking, her high, round ass swaying with what struck me as a dismissive kind of mocking gate.

I flipped the stapled pages over.  Red ink was slashed across almost every word; frowny faces; the word “NO!!!” written several times—and that was only the top page.  At the top, there was no grade.  Only a stern, all caps note:  “SEE ME.”

I felt the pain of heartbreak overtake me.  How could I have been so foolish?  How could I ever even dream of impressing Amelia London?  How could I ever dream of impressing anyone, for that matter?  I barely made any sort of impression anywhere I went—I faded into the backdrop.  I looked at the paper again.  “Derivative,” it said.  “Banal,” it said.  “Timid, timid, timid!”  That was me all over, alright.

“I’ll see you all tomorrow,” Professor London said in her low, throaty timbre.  All the students stood and left, save for me.  I waited until the last of them had filed out before I approached Professor London’s desk.

She didn’t pretend she wasn’t expecting me.  She stared right at me as I approached, her amber eyes penetrating me.  But she didn’t speak as I stood before her, holding my paper, sheepishly.  She was waiting for me to begin.  I didn’t know how.

The silence stretched out between us forever.  Finally, with squeaking voice, I broke it:  “You wanted to see me?”

“Yes,” she said, looking me up and down.  “I need to ask you a question.”

“Yes?”

“What on earth are you wearing?”

It was not the question I’d expected.  I looked down at myself:  oversized hoodie, jeans that were slightly too big.  Sneakers.  My hair was in a messy ponytail, and my face had no makeup. I’d thought it was typical college garb, but alone in a room with Amelia London, who was so glamorous and chic, I felt hopelessly frumpy.

“Just…you know.  I woke up late,” I stammered.

“No.  You continuously hide yourself.  It’s not just a writing habit.  It’s a life habit.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, casting my eyes down.

“You’re doing it again.” She sounded annoyed.  “Look me in the eyes.  Don’t be so afraid.”

I lifted my eyes with some effort and fixed them on hers.  It was like looking at the sun—I could barely take it.

“Take off your shirt,” she commanded.

“Ex—excuse me?”

“I won’t talk to you until I know who I’m talking to.  You’re hiding in that bulky thing.”

I was flabbergasted, but I couldn’t say no to her.  I took off my hoody, awkwardly, revealing a pink camisole underneath, and horrifyingly, no bra.  I immediately felt self-conscious about how visible my breasts were.  I’d always had embarrassingly big breasts—too heavy, and they made everyone stare.  The camisole hung down low, revealing a good amount of cleavage.  I may as well have been naked for all I was concerned.  I stood there, stoop-shouldered, as she painfully appraised me with her cat eyes.

“That’s better,” she said.  “This is a girl who, if she put herself out there, may actually have an effect on the world.  Stand up straight.”

I did as I was told.

“Your writing is too timid,” she said, staring me down.  At her words, my shoulders slumped again, but she wasn’t having it.  ,   What’s more, her hands on me, pressing me into her body, her perfect tits pressing into my shoulder blades, her pelvis hugging my ass, made me feel wild, dangerous, and deeply uncomfortable.

“If I have to hold you up straight I will,” she said into my ear.  Her low voice reverberated through me, tickling down my spine.  “How do you expect to write about longing when you hide from your own body?” she asked.

“What—what do you mean?”

“I mean the poem about John,” she said.  John was a pseudonym for a boy I had a crush on.  “It’s not specific, I have no idea what you’re feeling—what your longing is doing to you.  You’re not painting something visceral because you hide from your own body.”  The heat coming from her, her breath blowing warmly on my neck, was the most penetrating thing to ever happen to me.  I hoped desperately she’d let me go.  She was right—I avoided feeling in my body like the plague.  It scared me too much.  Even this meager contact was making me feel out of control.

“Tell me about the last time you touched yourself,” she interrupted my thoughts.

“What—what?”

“When you’re alone you must be more free with yourself,” she said.  “Even if you hide from others, you must have some real experience to reveal.  That’s what poetry does.  It reveals the private self.”

I didn’t know what to say.  The truth was the only time I’d ever really touched myself was while reading her poetry.  But that was hardly even me doing it—I’d been channeling her.  Sure, there were times when I’d get a feeling between my legs, and I’d press myself against my mattress or a pillow or my fist, hoping to quiet it, but that wasn’t what she was talking about.  It had only ever resulted in a frustrating anti-climax.  Much like my writing.

“How do you expect to write if you cannot express the truth?” she said, her voice nearly hissing.

“I don’t…I don’t know…” And I really didn’t.  I didn’t know anything.  I didn’t know how it was possible that I could at once be so humiliated by this conversation and also so exhilarated.  I didn’t know how to please her.  I didn’t know the consequences if I didn’t.  I only knew that even her mild disapproval would be crushing.

“I’m going to tell you a story,” she hummed.  “And you’re going to tell me how the story makes you feel. Okay?”

“Yes,” I answered, happy that the onus was on her to talk and I only had to respond.

“When I was younger I had a best girlfriend.  She became my roommate when we went to college and were inseparable.  Her name was Janine, and she was a bit of a late bloomer.  She’d never even kissed a boy—not that they didn’t want to kiss her.  She was adorable and innocent—the kind of innocence where you can be very open because you don’t know any better.  The product of a sheltered upbringing.”

“Uh-huh,” I said.

“So one day she was talking about how she wanted to know what kissing was like, and she asked me if I wouldn’t mind helping her practice.”

“Uh-huh…”

“How do you feel?”

“I….want to know what happens next.”

“How do you physically feel?” she said.  Her hand slid down the side of my fat breast.  “Tell me how your nipples are reacting.”

My face got hot, and I was aware, suddenly, of how the fabric felt rubbing against my hard nubs.

“They feel…tense…and…raw,” I said, carefully.

“That’s an okay start.  I’ll continue.  So, when she asked me to practice kissing her, I felt so tenderly towards her—she had a complete lack of shame or knowledge of the taboo—I couldn’t bring myself to shy away or to tell her that’s not what friends do.  I didn’t know how I personally felt about it.  I only knew I wanted to help my friend.  So, I asked her to come sit next to me on the bed.

She sat down and looked at me, wide-eyed, and I just cupped her face the way I would a man’s, took a breath, and kissed her.  Softly at first, and then sliding my tongue inside.  She was very natural at it, following my tongue with hers, and her lips were so plump, and her mouth tasted somehow like peaches.  I really was enjoying myself.  But I didn’t feel my pussy open up, I didn’t feel my spine stiffen or an intense hungry drive grow in me, until our lips parted, and I saw her face.  She was breathing so hard and looked almost pained in her yearning.  ‘That feels so good!’ she said.  ‘Will you do it again?’  So honest and plaintive and pleading.  I loved seeing the effect I had on her.  I said, ‘It feels good to be kissed other places, too.  Can I show you?’ And my darling friend said yes.  So I lifted up her shirt and looked at her cute little titties, and I saw that her nipples were standing on end, just begging me to kiss them.  And I said to Janine, ‘Your pretty little nipples would like a kiss,’ and I grazed them with my fingers.  And she said, “Oh, yes please!” So I bent down and licked just the tips of them, and she immediately started sighing and moaning, and she said, ‘I can feel your kisses in my down there!’ and I said, ‘That’s because your pussy wants a kiss, too.’  How does your pussy feel, Julie?”

It took me a minute to realize she was addressing me.  How did my pussy feel?  How did I put such a thing into words?

“It’s…uh...warm…” I said.

“What does it want?” she asked.

It wanted a kiss, just like Janine’s did, but I couldn’t bring myself to say it.  So, I remained silent.

“You’re hiding again.  But, I understand.  I’ve put you on the spot,” she said, walking away and shaking her head like I was a lost cause.  “I’ve got a homework assignment for you.  It should help.”

“Yes, anything—I really want to do better.”

“I want you to go home tonight and masturbate.  Think about how you long for John and touch yourself.  Watch yourself in a mirror, note the details of your body, and then write about it.  Make me feel what you felt.”

“I…”

“Oh, and one more thing:  Do not have an orgasm.  I want you to get close, and then stop.  Live in the longing you feel.  Explore it.  Then convey it to me.”

“I feel strange about doing that.”

“It’s not a suggestion.  It’s necessary, and you’ll be graded.  You can go now.”

So abrupt—that was it.  And strangely enough, as I left, it wasn’t the humiliation of having to expose myself in this way to my professor that left me feeling rebuffed—it was the denial of the end of her story.  I wanted to hear about her kissing her friend’s pussy.  I wanted to know what happened next.

After class I went home to complete my assignment.  Somehow, knowing I had been specifically asked to do this by Professor London, my normal hesitancy wasn’t over ruling me.  I pulled my full-length mirror near the foot of my bed.  I stood before it and began to strip down.  I got down to my panties and camisole, saw how I was hunching my shoulders, and straightened my back.  It was a startling difference.  I’d always thought of myself as a dumpy little thing, but now I could see the pretty curve of my hips, my ass, my full, round breasts, which all flowed into the valley of my waist.  I was somebody else.  I was hot.

I pulled off my tank top and stared at my obscene breasts in the mirror.  Dark, large and slightly puffy, my nipples were pornographic on my triple D’s.  And suddenly, from nowhere, I had a vision of Professor London slapping my breast and asking me, “How does your pussy feel?”

I popped myself with the flat of my palm on my nipple, feeling the sting of the blow, feeling the spring of my nipple coming back to attention upon recovery, feeling my pussy clench down, hard.

That’s because your pussy wants a kiss, too.  I thought about her full, red lips.  I imagined them parting.  I imagined her tongue between my swollen, nether lips.

My pussy began so violently contracting at the thought, and I had to sit down. I realized how close I was to cumming, already.  If I touched myself at all, I feared I’d lose all control.  I was supposed to live in the longing.  And, so, I never took my panties off that night.  Instead, I slipped under the covers, tweaking and twisting my pained nipples, gushing with every tug.  I stayed on edge until at least I drifted into a fitful sleep, dreaming of pink, blooming folds, wet with dew, until my alarm went off and I woke, charged and vibrating.

I spent the hours before class trying to write about longing for John, but I couldn’t.  Everything about it rang false because it was false.  All thoughts of him were replaced with Professor London.  Even my fantasy of her had changed.  Now she was smiling at me broadly, but instead of holding my poems, she was holding my heavy breasts, squeezing them playfully and saying, “Julie, you have, by far, the most beautiful tits I’ve ever encountered.”

But I had nothing to hand in.  I was trembling with shame and staring at the floor all through her lecture, hoping to disappear.  But apparently I hadn’t.  As the students filed out after class, she said, “Stay behind, Julie.  We’ll go over your assignment right now.”

I nearly fell out of my chair, my legs felt so weak with fear.  I kept telling myself that I was being silly—the worst that would happen was a bad grade.  But I couldn’t take even a disapproving look from her.

“Okay,” she said, clapping her hands.  “Get it out and read it to me.”

“I…I don’t have it.”

“You don’t?”

“I’m sorry,” I hung my head pitifully, avoiding her gaze.

“No need to be sorry,” she said, and I looked up.  Her face was warm with smiling eyes.  Not the reaction I’d expected.  “Because we can just do the assignment right now.”

“What do you mean?”

“What I mean is put your hands on the desk.”

I was still confused, but I did as I was told and waited in the silence that followed until she finally spoke.

“Tell me what you’re feeling.”

“I’m…nervous.”

“Physically.  Take stock of your body.”

“My…my heart is loud—I can hear it.  It’s…it sounds like a gulp.”

“Go on.”

“My mouth is dry.  And…my breath is shallow.”

“Lower in your body.  How do you feel?”  Professor London was unbuttoning my pants from behind now, and as I realized what was happening, I pulled in a melodramatic gasp of breath.  She tugged my pants down to my ankles.  “”Go on,” she said, an edge in her voice.

“Uh…” This wasn’t real.  Couldn’t be.  I was still asleep.  “Uh…there’s a…a tremble…in my voice….and…butterflies in my…uh, stomach.”

“Cliché,” she said.

“Uh…I don’t know.”

But before I even got the sentence out, the flat of her hand came down hard with a stinging blow on the fat of my ass, and I let out a shrill, embarrassing shriek.  My God, what was she doing?

“Ah!  It’s…uh, a feeling like…uh…like plummeting!  Like falling.”

“Getting there,” she said, sliding her thumbs into the band of my panties and sliding them down.  My breath was deep and slow now.  Her face was mere inches from where my legs met.  I felt a cool wind on my wet pussy, and realized she was blowing on me.

“And this,” she said, letting just the tip of her finger graze one of my bare lips.  “What’s this doing?”

“Bearing down,” I sighed.  “It wants—“  To run?  To hide?  To disappear?

“It wants?”

“It wants a kiss!” I choked out, feeling a spasm within me at the words.  She let out a sinister chuckle that humiliated me.

“Get down on your knees,” she said, and I nearly collapsed to the floor, my arms tired from holding up my buckling body.  “Take off your top and show me your plump tits.”

I scrambled to pull off my shirt—another hoodie—but underneath was my one pretty bra in black lace—the one that shoved my heavy, pendulous breasts to the sky, and as I struggled to unhook it in the back with my inept hands, she let out another mean little giggle.

“Why would you choose that bra, I wonder? Hoping to impress me, you little slut?” she mocked, just as the clasp broke and my breasts came tumbling out, jiggling with reverb.  “How do you feel?”

“Naked,” I said, truthfully.

“That’s a bit on the nose.”

‘Helpless,” I corrected, and she smiled.

“That gets a bit more to the heart of the matter.  Why are you helpless?”

“Because…because there’s nothing I won’t do for you, and you know it.”

“All I want from you is honesty.    How does your pussy feel?”

“Open.  And wet.  Like a...watering, hungry mouth.  It wants--“

“A kiss.”

“Yes, please.”

“Show me,” she said, lifting up her gauzy skirt and unsnapping the black bodysuit at the crotch, which sprang open, revealing two bare and tidy lips, creamy and parted slightly, expectantly, challenging me to make a move.  Then, when she saw I was frozen to the spot, she took two fingers and split herself open for me, revealing another pair of lips, these pink and slight and splayed open.  Her pussy had an even, glossy sheen.  Her slit led up to a pink, shiny nub, the jewel atop her scepter.

“Show me what your pussy wants,” she commanded, the patience of a saint in the face of my slow-wittedness.  I crawled towards her and smelled her saltwater freshness.  I hadn’t much experience with kissing, but I knew she wouldn’t deal well with hedging.  I opened my mouth and pressed into her cozy folds, letting my tongue explore her watery cunt’s every hiding place.

“You want me to lap up your juices like a thirsty, slobbering dog with no shame, is that it?”

A thirsty dog with no shame—was that who I was?  And yet, her words only made me plunge in more deeply.  My eagerness was making her wet, and I wanted to bathe in it. Yes!  I was a dog, rolling my face around in the mess I was making.  God, how my cunt was shuddering as I played in her.

“Answer me, my dirty little bitch,” she growled.  “You think I should tongue-fuck your horny little twat?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I moaned into her, taking her engorged clit in my mouth and sucking on it, fast with flicking tongue, a hamster feeding in its cage.

“Ah!”—it was half moan, half reproach.  “You eager little pup—I told you to live in the longing.”  She pushed me back by the forehead, and I went sprawling onto my ass.  She walked over me, her legs on either side of my body, towering and beautiful.  I strained to get a peek up her skirt and see her glistening pussy as she stood over my face, but it was too dark.  She was cast in shadow.

“How does your pussy feel?” she asked again, pulling the thin spaghetti straps of her bodysuit down, casually revealing two perfect, round orbs with her hard nipples thrusting forward like bloody daggers.

“Violent,” I hiccupped, feeling how it expanded and contracted, thrashing about within me.

“Poor little pussy,” she teased, climbing on top of me, her pussy hovering over my face, her face hovering over my pussy.  With just one little finger, she barely grazed one lip of me, then the other, her tickling touch sheer torture that made my whole body buck and heave.  She grabbed my thighs unexpectedly and opened them, her touch hard and uncaring, before returning gingerly to my volatile cunt, which was threatening to break the dam at any moment and flood the linoleum floor with my repressed pleasure.

“When I told my friend Janine that her pussy wanted a kiss,” she began in her practiced storyteller voice.  I watched her own pussy breathe and sigh, jealous of how wet she got speaking of Janine.  “…she giggled like a little girl, she was so delighted by the idea.  So I told her to take off her panties and show me her cunny.  She was wearing white, cotton bikinis with strawberry print, and they were already wet when she took them off.”  She was rubbing my slit now, which was trying desperately to close around her finger and trap it, but she evaded me.

“It was such a sweet little pussy, with fine, blonde hair.  And when I reached out and touched it, she said ‘That tickles!’  I said, ‘It’s supposed to, silly.’  Then she said, ‘Can I touch yours?’ and I have to admit, I was little nervous because my pussy was so excited by the idea.  I’d never been touched by a girl before.”  I watched her pussy release a small gush of cream as she spoke, the beat of her spasming picking up in pace.  “So I took off my panties, and she said, ‘It looks so soft!’ and she petted my pussy with so much tenderness that it made me feel almost hostile.  I wanted to sit on her face and smother her with my pussy--She was driving me to the brink of insanity.  So I began to fuck her pristine little pussy hard with my middle finger.”

Professor London’s own pussy was descending, preparing to land on my lips.  She made contact, soft at first, then grinding down hard as my tongue pressed into her, as deeply as I could before the strain became unbearable.  I didn’t think I could feel more blissful insanity until she plunged her finger into me, fucking my virgin pussy hard, just the way she’d done with Janine.  I moaned loudly into her cunt as she rocked back and forth on my face, the heel of her palm spanking my tortured clitty on a steady beat.

“She wasn’t used to the sensation or the rising waves of pleasure surging through her, and she began to panic.  ‘What’s happening to me?’ she moaned.  ‘Why am I so hot?’  But, I didn’t let up.  I wanted to feel her gush.  I wanted her to belong to me.  When I thought she was close to losing her mind, I asked her, ‘Does your pussy want me to kiss it, now?’”

“Yes!” I sighed heavily into her hot, churning cunt.

“What do you want, my pet?” she asked, her finger flying fast over my clit.

“Please…please…” I moaned, though it couldn’t be made out with my face between her cheeks.

“Janine wanted her pussy kissed very much.  I saw her face begin to change from pure to predator.  She grabbed me by the hair and pushed me down between her legs.  Her pussy nearly gobbled me whole, and when I slid my tongue inside, her pussy kissed back with force.  Does your pussy want something, pet?”

“Please,” I moaned again, but she responded with a sound spanking of my poor cunt, the stings of her hand coming in fast succession, each one building a firey heat until I felt my whole body aflame with sex and rage.  I’d had enough.  I threw her off of me and pinned her down, hovering over her, face to face, breast to breast, pussy to pussy.  A bead of my sweat fell on the bridge of her nose.

“Give me what I want,” I growled.

“What do you want?” she smirked.  I kissed her with a ferocity I didn’t know I had, my tongue battling hers as I pulled her hair, yanking her head back.  I withdrew, her bottom lip still between my teeth, stretching out between us until I released it with a bouncing snap.  I cupped her chin with my free hand, and examined her face:  eyes flashing with fear and desire, lip twitching with longing.  So, this is what longing looked like.

I pressed my fingers into her mouth, and she groaned loudly.  The professor liked to be pushed around, it seemed.  I grabbed a harsh handful of her breast and spanked it hard, enjoying her girlish yelp of pain.  I pushed her down between my legs, and she set to her task, gladly.

She held me open and peered into me, breathing in my scent before her lips met mine.  I felt her hard, wet tongue probe my pussy lovingly, in worship.  My legs began to shake, uncontrollably as my vision went red.  My rolling eyes saw her blurry, rapturous face sucking and licking me.  Her eyes met mine, and I was gone, lost in a sea of my own crashing waves.  My voice howled and echoed, and as she lapped me up, she moaned too, her voice humming its way straight up my spine as I came again and again.

It was a moment before I opened my eyes.  How long a moment I don’t know, but long enough for Professor London to compose herself.  When I came to, she was dressed, her lipstick reapplied.  Only her hair was slightly wild, but it only added to her beauty.

“I don’t know if I can make you a writer,” she said.  “But, at least we’ve found something you’re good at.”  She smiled, charmingly, condescendingly, and with that, she sauntered out, leaving me naked and wet on the floor.  But I didn’t care.  I luxuriated in it:  A dog with no shame.  My body was nothing to hide from.


37. My Best Friend’s Breakup: First Time Lesbian Sex with my BFF by April Fisher

My best friend was so much cooler than me in every way. We’d grown up together and she’d always been the one to keep the bullies off of me, took care of me when I was sick, and got me through every bad break up. It was only when she went through the first big break up of her own that she realized who really mattered. Needless to say, I was there for her.

“Hop on, Maggie!”

My best friend Amy was waiting on the sidewalk of my house on her motorcycle, holding up her extra helmet. I had been sitting on my front porch waiting for her. She had called me up on my day off in urgency, so naturally, I’d gotten ready to go immediately. I had no idea why, but she’d been so adamant about it I didn’t want to say no. Besides, every time I went out with her we had an adventure.

I stood up and brushed off my clothes. She was wearing her helmet, but even through it, I could see her perfect face. Her blue eyes, her bluntly cut short blonde hair, her muscles that flawlessly merged with her feminine figure… everything about her was perfect. When I was with her, I felt relatively average, but then she always said something to make me feel beautiful again. I had always considered myself a good person, and that my looks didn’t matter, but my looks always mattered in the end, and she made me feel good about it.

I had long curls in comparison with her short, wild hair, but I had always kept mine colored unnaturally. This year, it was purple. I had boring brown eyes that looked yellow sometimes, and a nose that was just a little too big for my face. She never dared to make fun of it like other people though. Her go-to phrase was “at least her food palette is more refined.” I hadn’t known that smell played a part in tasting food until she said that, but maybe that was why I also had a hard time maintaining my weight. I always fluctuated between really sexy and mildly cuddly, sometimes with a little bit of love handles until I finally decided being lazy wasn’t an option again. Usually, summer was my sexy time. Amy’s sexy time was always.

I went over to her bike and took the helmet, and strapped it on. I swung my leg over the motorcycle, and wrapped my arms around Amy’s waist. “So where are we headed?” I asked as I shifted to make myself comfortable.

She revved up her engine and took off. I felt my hair whip in the breeze as we drove, and only a couple minutes into silence did I realize she didn’t laugh like she usually did. She was crazy, but today… she wasn’t. I let her drive without asking her where we were going again because wherever we were going, she would tell me there and she’d probably take out her anger there. She had a specific place for letting out any of her anger or sadness.

We pulled up to the paintball arena and carried our helmets inside. We signed up and rented gear, and joined a team of strangers before she said anything to me. We ducked behind a bush and waited for the buzzer to go off, signaling the beginning of the match.

“Rick broke up with me.”

It was like getting a paintball to the face without a helmet on. Amy and Rick had been together for five years, and I had heard Rick thinking of marrying her, so to hear this now was a complete shock. They had been together since freshman year in college, and it had also been Amy’s first real, serious relationship. Before that, she had been a wild person, but never let herself get attached to one person for too long because, in her own words, it was a hassle. What the heck was Rick thinking, letting her go like that?

The buzzer went off after a few moments of me speechless, unsure what to say to her. Then I realized I didn’t need to say anything, because it was Amy. She had always gotten through things by shooting her feelings out. So I clapped her on the shoulder and held up my gun to snipe people with. “Let’s kill him.”

Pretending she was shooting, the object of her anger had always made Amy feel better. I helped just by being there I supposed, supporting her. I made a mental note to help her also gang up on Rick the next time we saw him. Hopefully, we would look fabulous, and he would do a double take. Amy would make him look, but knowing her, after letting her go, that’s all she would do. She wouldn’t take him back. With some people like her, goodbye was forever.

We came out from our hiding spots and hurried along the outer rim of the arena. I could hear guns going off already, and Amy pointed to the left. We emerged into an open area, and there were walls on both sides of the clearing, and each side was basically having a fort war. We had emerged behind the enemy team, so we shot the two closest before running off and being barely missed by the oncoming counterattack. We joined our team on the other side, and after a few shots, we finally lost our first team member. He left the game, and we had four people left including us.

We went through the whole game without being shot, luckily. Amy looked pleased with herself once we won, but I could tell it wasn’t her usual happiness. She wanted more than this; she wanted him to suffer like she was. I locked arms with her, and we went back to the motorcycle, handing back the gear on our way out.

She leaned against the motorcycle and strapped on her helmet. “So… where to now?”

I knew it was serious now. She almost always had an idea for where to go or what to do next. She always asked me if it was okay, or if I wanted to do something else, but the fact that her mind was blank was huge. I decided to stop following her lead for once and take her somewhere she could forget about him. “I know you want to kill him, but what you need to do is forget about him. And when you do remember him, remember what you hated about him the most. The first thing we need to do is get some wine and ice cream.”

She rolled her eyes at me. “I’m not going to do the typical breakup routine of crying and getting drunk, so I forget.”

I smiled and put on my helmet. “We’re not. We’re going to have some fun.”

If there was one thing I knew excited Amy no matter what, it was joining a good fight. So I was going to distract her with the action movie she had so desperately wanted to see and was going to go see with Rick, but it was obvious he wasn’t going to rent it for her now. I had conveniently rented it myself, so I could brag to her later about how great it was, but she needed the excitement more than I needed the validation.

We went and bought two bottles of wine and a container of ice cream, and then we went back to my house. She parked her motorcycle, and curiously followed me inside. “So what are we doing?”

“We’re going to play a little drinking game,” I said, smiling. “Oh, I figured we’d need the wine for afterwards, but I have tequila in the freezer I’ve been saving for a rainy day. If you want to, of course.”

I set the stuff on my kitchen counter and opened my fridge. There was still some leftover lasagna, so I figured if we got hungry we could eat that. She was already digging into the ice cream when I turned around. She smiled. “Of course I want to, we don’t do this nearly often enough.”

I went to the living room and took the movie she’d been so desperate to watch. I held it up in front of me as I walked back to her. “Every time there’s an explosion, drink.”

Her eyes widened, and she grabbed the movie out of my hands. “Are you serious? You had it, right under my nose and you didn’t tell me?”

I smiled. “I was going to save it for later, but I figured you’d want to see it.”

She clutched it to her chest and grabbed one of the bottles of wine. “Let’s do it!”

About an hour later and halfway through the movie, we’d had a few shots and had downed nearly an entire bottle of wine together. I hadn’t expected there to be so many damn explosions, but there it was. I had more of a tolerance for alcohol than she did, oddly enough, but I figured it was because she liked all of her experiences to be sober so she could remember how exciting they were. Regardless, she was babbling about how shitty Rick had been to her in the last days of their relationship and much to my surprise, there was a lot she had never told me before. I was really glad now that they had never married. She had been repressed by him, so the only time she could be free was when he wasn’t around. I hadn’t noticed that when we were all together – he had been so nice to the rest of us. I guessed he was one of the people who did it behind closed doors. I was certain if he hadn’t left her, that he would have kept repressing her more and more until she was a shadow of her former self. But Amy had never gave into his traps. “I guess he figured I was a lost cause,” she muttered. “A lost cause to turn me into what he wanted.”

I decided she’d had enough for now, and took the glass from her hand and paused the movie. She probably would have to watch it over again tomorrow anyways. “I’m glad you didn’t give in. He doesn’t know what he lost.”

She hiccupped a little. “Yeah, I feel fucking sorry for him. He’ll be sad and crying, and I’m going to be the same awesome person I always was!”

“Awesome, indeed. Hey, I have an idea. Why don’t we go jet skiing on our next weekend?”

It had been something she had wanted to do for a long time, but we’d never had the time for it, or we’d planned something else for our weekends. I thought now more than ever though, making new memories was what she needed. Memories without Rick in them; overwrite the old memories with the new.

She gazed at me, not quite looking completely drunk. Maybe she had more of a tolerance than I gave her credit for. She wasn’t swaying or slurring her words, so maybe she would be completely fine. She tilted her head at me, looking like she was searching me for something. “Maybe I was with the wrong person all along.”

That combined with the look on her face made me feel completely embarrassed and shocked. I felt my face heat up. “What are you talking about, Amy?”

She leaned into me, her face close, and I could smell the alcohol off of her breath. “Maybe I just needed to look next to me. I mean, c’mon, Maggie, we’ve been together for so long. Maybe we’re just destined to be more.”

I had never really considered it. We had always been in relationships of our own, never single at the same time until now. We had always dated guys, and I had assumed that girls weren’t for me. But as she leaned in, for a moment, I doubted that assumption. In that moment, she took advantage of me being off my guard and pressed her lips to mine. I wasn’t sure exactly what to do. Her lips were a little chapped from all the alcohol, but then again so were mine. Even with the lack of softness I’d expected, it sent electricity through me, and I instinctively kissed back before I knew exactly why I was doing it. It had never happened to me before with any guy – I had usually had my head on straight unless I was drunk, and then it didn’t matter because it was usually just a fling. This, though… this meant something to both of us. I could feel it. We’d remember this. Maybe we wouldn’t go through with it as a relationship, but it’d be something we could laugh on in the future, or maybe look back on fondly.

She broke the kiss, and the look in her eyes was one I’d not seen before, at least not directed at me. Whatever way you twisted it, Amy had loved Rick a lot, even though he had been an asshole. I had always known she’d loved me too, but I had never thought she might care for me in the same way she would her boyfriend. But the way she was looking at me now, I had no doubts of her feelings. I met that gaze, and she smiled brightly. “See, I knew it. We’re fated to one day be together.”

I blushed furiously and stood up, taking the half-empty glasses. “I’ll make us some food to sober up a bit, maybe that’s just the booze talking.”

I went into the kitchen, and I heard Amy follow me. She stood relatively straight considering we’d drank so much. Maybe she had a greater tolerance than I’d realized and she was just letting whatever she had drunk take over her until it was necessary to be okay again. It seemed like her to be swept up by an experience.

I put the glasses down on the counter, and took the lasagna out of the fridge. She took it from my hands and started to put her food on her own plate, and then stuck it in the microwave without a word. I could tell what I had done angered her. She hated being ignored, but I didn’t think while she was drunk would be the time to discuss a relationship. I felt that I should apologize to her either way. “I don’t know what to say… I’m sorry. I panicked.”

She looked away from me, and then I knew it was bad. The biggest thing she ever did to let someone know she really didn’t like them was to disregard their existence, as she put it. I really didn’t want the potential of a relationship to ruin our friendship. While she was still tipsy, though, I didn’t know what to do. I would have made her look at me most times, but today was different. Maybe she was still angry about Rick and taking it out on me. I sighed and let her go back to the living room with her food. I ate by myself in the kitchen, thinking over how to fix the problem.

Before I was finished, she came back with her plate and started cleaning it. “I’ll be out once I’m sober enough to drive.”

I took ahold of her plate and set it down in the sink. I then took her hands, wet and soapy as they were. I couldn’t just let her walk away not having done everything I could. “You’re not going anywhere, Amy.”

She scowled at me. “I can do whatever I want. Let go.”

I didn’t let go. Instead, I led her to the living room and sat her down in front of me. She begrudgingly followed me. I could tell she wanted to be anywhere except where she was. Maybe she was even thinking coming to me with her break up was a mistake. Either way, I had to make her feel better before letting her leave. She had a few hours before she would sober up completely anyways.

She sighed. “What is it?”

I just let my mouth talk without thinking, because the last time I let myself think about being her girlfriend, I panicked and fucked it all up. “I’m never going to let you go because I love you. That’s all there is to it. You’ve been my best friend forever, and I can’t really deny we both felt something there. So let’s just try it, and if goes somewhere, then we can even get married if you want. I’m open to everything. I don’t care what happens as long as I have you.”

She wasn’t listening much at first, but as I continued, I saw her eyes shift slowly to me, until she finally met my gaze. She looked completely serious, and Amy almost never was serious. “What do you want, Maggie?”

I could tell she was looking for something specific here, and it was no hesitation. So I answered right away, without thinking, again. “I want you.”

Her eyes widened a little as if she hadn’t expected such a blunt response. She blushed a little, but she wasn’t the type to look away unless she was angry. So she smirked a little instead. “This is straight out of some romantic drama.”

I smiled back, glad that she seemed to be getting back to her happy self. “Well, I mean… it would be nice if we were in a movie. We’d be making millions of bucks.”

She seemed to remember now that we were actually watching a movie. She glanced at the TV. “Should we finish it?”

I shook my head and pulled her in. “Later.”

She didn’t resist me, and we kissed again. This time, it was more passionate. She pulled me down to lay on the couch, and climbed over me. I had never had any doubts she was a dominatrix in bed – she always loved giving orders and playing leader, and I had always been too happy to follow. Even as I tried to make her feel better, it felt strange leading where a situation could go. I was happy I didn’t have to do that anymore.

She placed her hands on my breasts and squeezed them a little, smiling into our kiss. Even with the situation we were in, she retained who she was. Fun-loving, dirty mouthed biker bitch who took no shit from anyone, least of all those who were closest to her. She expected the most from them and hated being let down. I was glad now that I was able to bring her back around to me, because my body leapt in response and I found myself wanting bare skin contact with her.

I wrapped my arms around her back and grabbed the hem of her shirt, lifting it upwards. She broke the kiss and took it off. We’d seen each other naked before, of course, so it was no big deal, but it made me feel embarrassed this time. What did she notice about my body that might be flawed or unsexy to her? Would something put her off of me? She took off my shirt as well, and I banished the thought. She had always claimed I was perfect, so my body wouldn’t be any different – at least I was hoping.

With each piece of clothing that was removed, I felt more nervous, until we were both finally completely bare in front of each other. She leaned in then and kissed my jaw, then my neck, and my collarbone, seemingly testing to see if she liked it herself or not. Or maybe she was trying to elicit a response from me. I wasn’t sure how to react with my best friend kissing me in more than friendly ways. I did like it, though. She looked up at me and smiled a little. “I thought I was the only one who felt awkward. Glad to know it’s not just me.”

I tilted my head. “Well… if it’s too awkward… I mean, if we feel it’s…”

She stopped me with a kiss, and then slithered her hands downward. My body shivered a little in anticipation while she touched my thighs and pelvis. “Let’s not give it a chance to get even stranger, huh?”

I swallowed back a little of my nervousness and nodded, and let her touch my vagina. I bit my lip to stop a moan from coming out. She smirked a little, and rubbed me harder. “I’m going to make you really wet.”

I blushed hearing her talk so frankly. She had always been dirty minded, but it wasn’t a joke, and it was directed at me. It was just so strange hearing her talk like that towards me. I really needed to get used to this or I would never be able to do it again. Maybe saying something like that myself would make me feel more in tune with what she was feeling. “I already am.”

She didn’t seem to expect it, because her expression changed slightly, but then she leaned in and kissed me on the lips softly. “You should talk dirty more often, Maggie.”

I smiled a little despite myself and nodded. “Then make me say your name.”

It must have been the alcohol or something, because I suddenly felt bold enough to flip her over and take control, but I didn’t do that. Instead, I reached down and touched her, while she rubbed my clit. She gasped a little in surprise but then moaned outright, enjoying the sensation of my touch. I wondered if she was really enjoying it, but then again, she had never been one to fake anything. I realized I had a lot to learn, because I had no idea what she liked sexually. If you didn’t talk about sex with your best friend and knew them inside and out, literally, were you really best friends?

I decided to try different things with my hands over time – I pinched her nipples, ran my hands over her just to see where she responded positively, and touched her again with various different techniques. I eventually found a soft spot right above her anus because she was pretty vocal with her pleasure as soon as I pressed on it. I decided to save it for later and moved back to her pussy. She smiled at me. “You really want to know, huh? Me too.”

She did the same thing to me, but it was harder for her to find out about me because I felt like I was still actively resisting the pleasure for some reason. When she touched in between my shoulder blades though, I dropped most of my walls and moaned loudly, feeling the chill shoot up and down my spine. Unlike me, she actively tortured me with it, and just as I was about to come, she pulled her hand away. I couldn’t believe I would be able to come just from that, for starters, mostly because most men had never tried to do that, but… I also was convinced she had magic hands. Or she was really intent on what she said. Either way, I really enjoyed it.

I decided enough was enough and locked one of my legs around hers. She responded in kind and placed a thigh between my legs, and used mine as her own pleasure point. She leaned in and kissed me, while I placed a finger on her soft spot. Without so much as a word, she started rubbing against me, moaning into the kiss while I teased her.

For a while, we forgot about awkwardness or the rest of the world. It was just us, making love, and making sure we were both satisfied. I obviously came much quicker than she did, but that was because she had pushed me to the edge not long before. It was a blissful orgasm; it felt somehow better than it did with a man. Maybe because it was with someone, I knew I loved for once, and not just flings or romances that only lasted a few months, or at most in my case, a few years.

After I finished, I helped her, focusing all my boldness on making her feel good. I took charge, and she seemed to appreciate that. With a man, sometimes after he finished, it was done, and us women never got to finish. But I wouldn’t let that happen, not between us, not ever. For the first time, I tasted a pussy, and it definitely tasted ten times better than a cock. I decided then that I probably like women more than men. I wasn’t really interested in looking for another woman though – Amy was perfect for me.

Her orgasm was more than I’d expected from a woman, but then again, I was a quiet sort of person. She was loud, and she quivered, and she said my name, and it almost turned me on all over again if not for the fact that I felt exhausted. After an orgasm like that, I was sure she did too.

She collapsed on the couch, panting and sweating. “Wow,” she muttered. “You really know what you’re doing.”

I smiled and sat down with my back against the couch. I didn’t want to move much, and I guessed she didn’t want to either. “You too man…”

We sat in silence for a while, thinking about what happened. Amy finally decided that the silence was too awkward and sat up, and started getting dressed. I watched her, wondering what she could possibly be thinking. This was new territory for us, so… I had no idea, and it was strange because I usually did know what she was thinking.

After she finished getting dressed, she went to get her half empty glass of wine and came back. I decided to get dressed as well, since it was rather cold now that the sweat was drying up. We sat down together on the couch again, neither of us knowing what to say. For once, Amy was completely speechless.  So I decided to speak up and ask what we were both probably wondering about at this point. But then again, maybe she was just thinking about the movie. “Do you want to actually go out on a date sometime, then?”

She smiled a little at me, and grabbed the remote. “I mean, haven’t we basically been dating forever anyways? We just made it official, that’s all. Today was technically a date.”

I grabbed the glass and drank the rest. “That’s my glass. See the lipstick on the side?”

She frowned. “Well, then. Go get mine then, smartass!”

I giggled and got up from the couch. “I love you.”

She smacked my ass on the way to the kitchen. “Love you too.”


38. Revenge With a Twist: First Time Lesbian Encounter by Joni Blake

I have read stories about married couples who have to deal with infidelity but I always took comfort in knowing that it wouldn’t happen to me. All that attitude did for me was to make it twice as shocking when I found out my husband was cheating on me with our hot new neighbor. He said he was sorry and all of that but from the moment I caught them together I knew exactly what I wanted. I needed revenge in the worst way but not just any revenge. This was going to be revenge with an interesting little kinky twist that nobody involved would ever forget.

Married life is hard. There is no need in suggesting otherwise. People who have been married know it to be true and those who haven’t been married will never quite understand it until they walk through it. Life together isn’t always sunshine and rainbows. Sometimes life sucks and when one of those tougher periods comes around, the only way a married couple can make it through is to pull together and help each other. Sometimes it means sacrificial kind of love, and sometimes it means somebody needs to get a swift kick in the crotch. For those nastier times when the latter is needed, revenge sometimes is a welcome substitute.

Such was the case for my husband Rob and I not so long ago. We had an on again and off again sex life like many married couples do. Busy schedules and lack of time together takes a toll on both parties until sometimes, one of the two makes a mistake. In my case, the mistake Rob made was as stupid as it was obvious.

I came home from work early one afternoon because he was supposed to be home working on the guest room we were going to fix up together that weekend. The second I walked into the house, I knew it was bad. The only question was how bad. If the sounds I was hearing were somehow coming from a television set, then I would actually be relieved, but I knew it wasn’t. Our bedroom was right across the hall from the guest room, and I walked right in to find Rob in the throws of passion with a familiar face.

That little turd was shoving his cock into our new hot neighbor, Lizzy. The two of them looked at me in completely different ways. Rob was shocked and horrified while Lizzy actually seemed to be smirking in an odd way. Before I could say anything at all, Rob was up and shoving the neighbor out of the house. Her tall, thin frame was stacked with surprisingly large breasts, and her short blond hair was a stunning false-color that brought out the blue in her eyes. Rob had said something to that same effect the last time we caught her sunbathing in her back yard, but I hadn’t thought anything of it. Obviously, he had thought a lot of it and a lot more about her than me.

She squeezed passed me and said she was sorry in an odd way with that smirk still on her face. I was torn between wanting to rip her lips off and wanting to ask her to explain what the hell was so smirk-worthy. Instead, I saved my wrath and rage for the asshole I was married to and unleashed it the second the slutty neighbor walked out the side door.

“You sorry bastard!” I yelled. Rob started to respond, but I cut him off and let him have it. “Don’t even start with me, Robert! How could you do this to us? I might even understand if you were married to some sexless robot or something, but I love our sex life. At least I used to. Here I was thinking that I needed to do something crazy to spice up our nights together and the only problem is you have been shoving your dick into our new neighbor.”

“It's not like that!” he said, “It's only been this time.”

“Oh, right,” I said, “I might believe that only because you’re such a loser, I don’t know why someone like her would bother.” True, name-calling wasn’t probably the best way to go about things, but I was pissed off, and whenever I’m in that state of mind I never do things normally. The argument went on and on until finally, I decided to humorously ask him a question. “One more question and then you can get your stuff and get ready to sleep on the porch. How did you convince someone like her to sleep with someone like you?”

“Someone like me?” he asked, “You used to think I was...”

“Answer the damn question, Rob!”

He sighed and said, “I told her that you might be into threesomes.”

“You what?” I asked in shock, “Why?”

“She seems to be into that kind of thing so I told her you might be into it,” he explained. “We’ve talked about it before at least for a minute or two. It's not too crazy.”

“Oh,” I said, “It's not too crazy to pimp your wife out without even talking to her about it. No, that’s what normal couples do. One of them cheats on the other by suggesting that they would be willing to screw around too. Happens every day Rob.” I stopped his further explanation by slapping the shit out of his cheek. “Shut up and get out.”

He did, and I was left to my rage inside the house. Rage gave way to sadness of course as I knew it was bound to eventually. I really thought that the two of us had a good thing all the way around until I walked into that bedroom. Still, as kinky as the two of us can be from time to time, it isn’t exactly the most stunning thing ever to happen on the planet. We’ve even talked about having an open marriage from time to time but that was always in a joking frame of mind for me, and I thought it was for him. That left me with two other things on my mind.

First was the excuse he used of having promised Lizzy that it would be a threesome. It was something that nearly anyone else I know would have laughed at, but the fact is that it could be true. Honestly, we had recently talked about a threesome and not for the first time. The same thing generally happened each time. We’d talk about it, and it would seem kind of hot at first. Then I would get to thinking about having another woman in bed with me, and I’d get nervous. I’ve taken part in threesomes before, back in college before I even met Rob, but never with another girl. In fact, I’ve never had that little wild night with a girl, and I never could bring myself to give it a chance. So, all threesome conversations died out. Would Rob be stupid enough to try and set one up without asking me? One thing I’ve learned now is to never underestimate Rob’s capacity to be an idiot.

That led to the final thing on my mind, and that was that cute little smirk on the face of our neighbor as she walked out the door. Nobody has ever cheated on me before, so I don’t really know, but from what I’ve been told, the other woman is never happy when she gets caught with your man. That could mean one of two things. Either Rob really did plan it as a threesome and Lizzy thought it was a good idea before she was led out of the room or she had some type of disorder that wouldn’t allow her to wear the correct facial expression all the time.

Was I willing to believe that Rob was just an idiot who didn’t plan things very well or would I divorce the asshole and take my chances on the single circuit? And what was I to make of Lizzy and that smirk? Should I talk about it with her? While I could do that, it wasn’t like we were best friends or anything and a conversation like that isn’t a great way to get things started with a neighbor. I decided in the end to sleep on it and decide in the morning what exactly I should do.

A friend of mine later told me that she found it hard to believe I even slept at all that night, suggesting that she would be stressed and fretting about the decision all night long until she either decided what to do or had a stroke from high blood pressure or something. For me, the full and comfy night sleep came easy and did wonders for my mindset, however.

For starters, I had the craziest dream about our hot little neighbor, and it really got more than just my juices flowing. It also got me to thinking. In the dream, I had a wild night with Lizzy that matched and surpassed everything I ever imagined sex with a woman could be. Now, I knew it was a dream, but I also wondered if maybe there was something to be said for having a good time with a lesbian friend or at least one who was willing to play in the lesbian game.

It also made me realize something else. For years Rob had tried to convince me to be willing to be with another woman so he could enjoy a threesome. He was being selfish, and I think now that might have been one of the reasons I never really took that next step and risked doing something crazy with a girl. That morning, however, after my great night sleep and a naughty little dream, I saw no better way to get revenge on my turd of a husband than to enjoy my first experience with a girl without him. Not only that but to make that first lesbian experience with the same girl he cheated on me with just had a nice ring to it. Of course, that all depended on her being willing and me not chickening out. I had a feeling that the little smirk of hers would bode well for her being open to the idea and my lust for revenge against Rob was going to keep my courage plenty high enough. All that was left to do was to get the ball rolling on my evil little lesbian plan of revenge.

When the weekend rolled back around, and I was still up for my plan, I knew only one more piece had to fall into place. The back yard has become a wonderful place around my home. The grass looks nice, and the pool is clean and refreshing. It was near perfect even before we got a neighbor that had that yard fixed up too. So, I relaxed out by the pool that next Saturday and waited, listening for the sound of Lizzy coming out to do the same.

I’m not quite built like her, the tall and thin frame with model-like curves, but I do pretty well for myself. At five foot six, I have curves like crazy with maybe just a touch more meat around the middle. I’m plenty confident when wearing a two-piece, even a skimpy one like I wore that day. I was listening to my favorite sexy song list when I heard her door open, and she walked out towards her pool. Nobody wants to have someone come to the fence to talk to them right when they walk out back, so I waited for a few minutes. Then, when the time was right, I grabbed a frisbee and tossed it towards where I knew her pool was and started to hum to the music.

It didn’t take long before I heard her near the fence, “Rebecca? Is that you? You lost your frisbee over the fence.”

I stood slowly, “Oh, Hello Lizzy. I hope that didn’t hit you.”

“No,” she said, “Landed right in the pool. I fished it out for you.”

By the time I got to the fence, I had swayed my hips just enough to get her attention. I’m not really one to try and seduce men, even my husband too often, so I didn’t try too hard to make her look. She didn’t need much suggestion to check me out, luckily enough. “That’s good. And Lizzy?”

“Yes?” she answered.

“The frisbee is not lost,” I said pointedly.

“Right,” she sighed and looked down, “I wondered. Look, why don’t you come over and we’ll talk about what happened. I feel terrible, and like there might be a misunderstanding, at least on my part. I’ll unlock the gate so you can come right back.”

I smiled, “I’ll be right there Lizzy.”

I didn’t have to walk through the house to get around to her gate, but I went inside anyway. Rob was sitting on the couch watching football as he does like a brainless zombie every weekend it's available. I stepped right in front of him and of course since he knew how much trouble he was in, he actually noticed me.

“Becca? What’s up babe? Want me to cook some homemade donuts?” he asked with honest hope in his eyes.

“Mmm,” I swayed my hips towards him, “That does sound good. Maybe you could start on that in a few minutes, and we can enjoy a little midday snack when I get back.”

“When you get back?”

“Um, hmm,” I nodded.

“Uh,” he looked down nervously, “Where are you going if you don’t mind me asking?”

“Oh, I don’t mind at all,” I smiled as he took a drink of his beer. “I’m going to have a little chat with Lizzy.”

Rob spewed his beer across the coffee table, “Lizzy? Talk? About what?”

My brow raised and I pointed to the mess he had made, “Want to clean that up, dear? And don’t worry Rob, we aren’t going to talk about you for long. I’ll be back in a few hours. Enjoy yourself.” He tried to ask me more about it, but I walked out the front without giving him more information. The great thing about it was that I already felt like I was getting some revenge on the fool and I hadn’t even seen Lizzy yet. I wondered if he was curious enough to try and watch through the back glass. Hmm, that could be a very interesting addition if he did and things went according to plan, I thought.

The gate was unlocked just as she said and I walked back to a warm welcome and a cold mixed drink. “Thank you, Lizzy,” I said as I took a sip, “Wow, that’s awesome. I should have come over a while ago.”

“Yeah,” she said, “Why don’t you have a seat by the pool here and we can chat.”

“Happy to,” I said and walked slowly over to take a seat. She must have bought her pool from the same company we did some years ago. It was similar if a little more modern than ours. The drinks were better, that much was for certain. I decided to break the ice so I could make sure that I could steer the conversation in whatever direction I wanted to. “I’m sure we both are thinking about the elephant in the room Lizzy so why don’t we get this out of the way. First of all, I’m willing to accept that my husband is both an idiot and an asshole because I’ve known him for a while. That means I am willing to not be angry at you at all if you can tell me if something he told me is true.”

I told her his story about offering the threesome, and she instantly nodded with a wincing expression, “I am so sorry Rebecca. That is what he said. He honestly led me to believe that you knew about it already and would love the surprise when you walked in. I swear I would have never been there for only him. Honestly,” she looked down and stopped, “Well never mind. I am sorry though.”

“That ass,” I shook my head and drank a sip, “He didn’t even expect me to be home.”

She sat back and sighed, “Lying ass. Oh, sorry.”

“Oh, don’t be,” I said, “Not only is he an ass, he is a lying asshole.”

That comment seemed to be the magic that unwound the tension that had been tangible when I walked through the gate. In her position, I wouldn’t know what to think either. Here was the wife of the man I just got caught cheating with being nice to her. I would probably figure the other woman was trying to find a way to slip poison into my drink or something. From that point on though we were able to laugh about the elephant in the room and talk about all kinds of other things. We got so into the conversation that I had forgotten something she said earlier until it came back to my mind.

Instantly I sat up and leaned over towards her, “Wait, wait, wait a minute.”

“Yes?” she asked with a lazy smile. We’d both had too many drinks to drive, so the conversation was coming way too easily at that point.

“Did you say,” I furrowed my brow, “Did you say? No, you didn’t. You started to say something after you said you wouldn’t have been there for only him but you stopped. What were you going to say?”

“Oh, that?” she smiled and finished her drink and grabbed my hand in a little more than a friendly way. “I was just going to add that the chance to be with you was what I was really interested in. No offense to the asshole.”

“None taken,” I said and then registered what she had said. “So, you wanted to get in bed, like have sex, with me?”

“God yes,” you’ve been driving me crazy when I would see you in your little bikini out by the pool. Your breasts are so perfect and everything. I just wanted to see you naked at the very least, but when he brought up the chance to be with you both, I jumped at the chance. I was probably a little naive there but what can I say; you’re hot.”

For a second I sat there and thought about what she had said. It was more than enough to sober me up a little. Finally, I turned and asked with a sultry look in my eyes, “So, Lizzy, have you ever been with another girl before? You know, like that?”

She glanced over, “Several times. I like to mix it up with a threesome here or there, and I’ve had a few boyfriends along the way. I’ll probably get married to some old stinky boy eventually and settle down, but for now, I’m all kinds of into having some girly fun. Have you?”

“No,” I shook my head, “But I’ve planned for my first time.”

Her eyes grew wide after a moment, and she sat up, turning towards me and sitting on the edge of her lounge chair. “Oh, you mean me? You and your first time with me? Oh good god, is that what you meant?”

I sat up on the side of my chair and suddenly felt very nervous again. Still, I pushed onward and ran my hand along her sexy thigh as I stared into her eyes, “That is definitely what I meant. I mean, that is if you’d still be willing.”

“If I would still be willing?” she stood up, and I stood up right in front of her. “You want to know if I would be willing? What does this tell you?” She grabbed me and planted a huge and lusty kiss on my lips. It was full of sloppy passion as if she had been dreaming of her lips touching mine the entire time she had known me. When it finally broke she looked at me in a mixture of lust and curiosity.

I smiled and grabbed her, returning the favor with a kiss of my own. This one was a little more controlled than hers and a little longer as well. Not really knowing what to do, I waited for whatever she would do next. She ran her hand along the small of my back and down into my bikini bottoms. Between kisses, she whispered, “Why don’t we take this inside?”

With a glance towards our large back window and doorway, I said, “I don’t think I can wait that long Lizzy.” I grabbed the front of her bikini top and jerked it off over her head. After tossing it to one side, I went with my instinct and planted my mouth on her lovely nipple, my hand gripping and squeezing her other breast. The way she moaned was like a road map for what direction I should go next. I never believed that I would be taking part in something like this, that I enjoyed this much with another woman but I damn sure didn’t think I would be the aggressor. I guess all I needed was the right motivation. With another glance towards the back of my house, I bent down and jerked the bottoms down off of her as well.

She suddenly stood me up and took me backwards across the patio. She didn’t lift me or anything but the way she quickly removed my top walked towards me forced me to step back until I ran into something. A glance told me that it was a table and I hopped right up on it. Lizzy bent down and tugged my bottoms off of me and then ran her hands softly up the length of my legs. She stared at my calves and worked up passed my knee and slowed down on my inner thighs as she kissed my thigh lightly on the other side. Switching sides she squeezed and kneaded my leg muscles as if she knew every possible pleasure point on my body somehow. Before I even knew it, I was breathing harder and not even thinking to glance next door.

Her tender lips kissed my thighs again, and she worked her way almost lovingly towards my dampening pussy. It was so alluring that I had to grab something to keep from grabbing a handful of her hair as she licked the outer lips of my pussy. I was lost in the moment, and that always skews everything, but I can say for sure that I’ve never been touched or kissed or licked in that way by any man ever. There’s no other way to describe it besides different in the best possible way I could have ever imagined.

She wasn’t in a hurry, but she was also passionate. As she took her time licking and sucking on my pussy lips and sticking her tongue inside of me, I could hardly believe what was going on, not to mention how close I was to my first orgasm already. Rob and I had a wild and crazy sex life, and we certainly knew how to mix things up. He was as good of a lover as he was an asshole to be perfectly honest but even he had never gotten me that close to cumming that fast. The fact that the entire point of me being there was to stick my revenge right in his stupid face just made it that much better.

I threw myself into the passions that were threatening to overtake me, grabbing her hair in my hands and wrapping my thighs tightly around her head. She moved her tongue and lips wonderfully around the outside and inside of my pussy. Once she pulled back a little bit, I thought she was finished and was about to turn the tables on her. Instead, she took two fingers and inserted them slowly into me. I groaned and arched my back, “Oh god yes. Keep going! Yes! I'm cumming!”

Her pace increased, and she also leaned in and licked my clit. Together it was more than enough to push me over the first edge of orgasm. It washed over me powerfully and sapped my strength temporarily, my hands falling slightly away from her as she kept up the pressure on my sex. Just when I thought it couldn’t get any better, she pushed her fingers further into me and reached up and started teasing my nipples at the same time. It was so incredible, I can’t even describe the way I felt in the moment except just saying that: it was incredible.

I don’t know how long her hands, lips, and tongue were all over me but it was plenty long enough for me to know what I wanted to do when she slowed down. Immediately when she showed signs of slowing, I sat up and turned her over so that she was the one on the table. Her bottoms had worked their way the rest of the way down, so all I had to do was to start exploring her beautiful body. For so long I had admired her from the other yard, and here she was in front of me, waiting for me to touch every possible inch of her.

Part of me wanted to dive right down between her thighs, but I knew how much I loved the way she paid attention to my body first, so I returned the favor. I started with her fingers though, the fingers that had just been inside of me. Taking each of them into my mouth, I sucked them as my hands rubbed her upper arm and then her stomach. I touched every single inch of her upper body that wasn’t her breasts before leaning in and wrapping my lips around her nipple. She squealed at the sensations flowing through her. By the time my hands made it to her breasts, cupping and massaging them, she was moaning and groaning like nothing I’d ever seen or heard.

Then slowly I started kissing my way from her breasts down the center of her stomach. Inch by inch I kissed and breathed on her skin as my hands followed downward. When I was just above her pussy, I reached down and spread her thighs wide with my hands and then let one leg rest to one side while keeping my hand on the other. My tongue swam down and circled around her warm wet pussy lips, hovering around her clit for a long few seconds. Nerves had slowly calmed inside of me as I saw how much she loved everything I was doing with her so when the moment came that I finally started licking her pussy, it was wonderful.

I pulled back for a second and used my fingers inside the edge of her pussy, rubbing against hers the way I would rub myself when I was pleasuring myself. She loved the way it felt every bit as much as I do and she started yelling that she was about to cum. Her breathing quickened, and she squealed as the release came rushing through her. With her pussy wetter than ever, I went down and licked her pussy all over again.

Finally, I moved my tongue up and started fingering her the same way she did to me. She came twice in quick succession as I did that and I kept the pressure on for several more minutes. I loved the way she arched her thin frame and moaned as I pleasured her in each and every way I could think of. At long last, I stood up and ran my hands along her body. She ran hers along mine, and we embraced for the longest time. She pulled me over to a lawn chair, and we lay there for a while. It was the best afterglow I’ve every experienced in my life.

“That was so amazing,” Lizzy said. “I should have just been with you in the first place instead of wasting time on Rob.”

I glanced over at the window at the back of my house again and saw Rob standing there with his big cock in his hand. He was finishing up pleasuring himself as he watched the two of us together. With a smile, I said, “Oh, I don’t know. He does have his uses. I might even forgive him.”

“Really?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I answered, “It was low down and dirty, but it gave me two great ideas. One of them turned out to be twice as good as I imagined it would.”

She smirked, “Oh yeah? Well, what’s that other idea.”

I glanced back at Rob again and then towards her, “I’ll tell you when the time comes but trust me when I tell you this. We will do this again, just the two of us.”

“I would hope so,” she said.

After a few more minutes I stood up and walked back over to the house. Rob was sitting there with donuts on the clean coffee table and pretending he hadn’t seen a thing. I was certain he saw me looking in his direction, but I decided to keep the mystery for the time being. It would make the threesome I was planning that much more intense when the time came.

“Doughnut?” he said.

I went and sat down next to him and sighed. With a heavy hand, I rared back and slapped the shit out of him. He shouted a bit but to his credit sat back and nodded, “I deserved that. It was kind of a stupid thing to do.” I glared at him, and he protected his face with raised hands, “Okay, it was a very stupid thing to do.”

“And?” I said.

“And I’m sorry,” he said.

“And?” I said.

“And I’m an asshole,” he said.

“And?” I said.

“And,” he paused and then leaned over to pick up a doughnut, “I make great donuts?”

I grabbed one as well and decided to let that one slap be good enough retribution in addition of course to the revenge sex I just had right in front of him with the same girl he cheated on me with. As far as revenge goes, I can’t imagine any measure of retribution making me feel as good as that one did on that day.


39. An Angel All in White: First Time Girl on Girl Sex by Jessica Silver

I was sick. And the doctor’s office was the last place that I wanted to be. But as soon as I see the nurse, my body starts to betray me. Her touch triggers sensations that I have yet to understand, and I try to leave her. Try to forget. But she stays at the front of my mind. And when I see her again, I can’t resist. Following her back to the first place we met, I am ready for anything. Her hands are warm. Her breath is sweet. And my lust knows no bounds as I sink into her touch.

I hated going to the doctor.

From the time I could reason, their sterile offices were the places where I had to go when I wasn’t in control. And I didn’t like feeling that way. My mother always said that if I was a good girl, I would get a lollipop. But it was little more than a cough drop on a stick. Better to stay at home and suffer through the cold that I prayed was not the flu. But after three days I could no longer stand the hacking, and I left my hovel and climbed onto my bike. No money for a car, and pedaling in the open air was probably the worst course of action. I still made it to Point B and lingered in the waiting room as I snagged a tissue from the nearest box and blew my nose.

The man to my right coughed so loudly that I nearly fell out of my seat. But the little kid to my left did not make me feel any better as he rubbed his nose on his sleeve and sent a snot rocket in my direction. This was where I was supposed to come to feel better? I was ready to head back into the cold and brave the way on my bike when a door opened.

And there she was.

Curvy and wearing only white, her red hair flowed over her shoulders, and I felt a tug at the pit of my stomach as I followed her into the back and suddenly felt woozy in the narrow hallway.

“Careful,” she cautioned. I smiled into her dark eyes and sighed when she ran one hand over my face.

“I’m okay,” I insisted through my stuffed nose. She smiled and glided her fingers down my arm until she caught my hand in her grasp.

“Sure you are,” she said with a smile. “Let’s get you on the table.”

The leather covered in a slim sheet of paper felt wrong, and I let the nurse unbutton my flannel as she searched for my heartbeat.

“A little faster than I expected,” she said in breath tinged with cinnamon. “Just try to relax.” Losing my clothes as I donned a paper gown, I met her eyes.

“That’s a little hard to do.”

“Why?” she asked. “Because of me?”

I had no answer as she lowered the stethoscope and pushed her hands into her pockets.

“It’s okay,” she said. “I have that effect on people.” Narrowing my eyes as I focused on her dark eyes, I wondered what it would feel like to fall into her arms when the door opened again.

And a silver-haired doctor appeared.

“So, Miss Carruthers,” he started. “Has Katie been looking after you?”

Knowing her name made me want to learn more, but I simply nodded as the doctor looked down my throat and checked my ears.

“Just a sinus infection,” he diagnosed. “Nothing that some antibiotics and a few days rest can’t cure.”

“Are you sure?” I asked as I looked at the nurse washing her hands in the nearest sink. Her hands. Why did they look like they could make me feel safe and forget my name in the same second?

“Katie here will tie up the loose ends,” the doctor said. “I’ll leave you both to it.”

With that, he was gone, and I swallowed hard as Katie came back to my side and brushed her fingers across my face.

“You’ll be fine,” she said. “Make sure you get some rest with the meds.”

“And have some soup?” I said as I coughed through a laugh. She patted my back, and I felt her finger curl down my spine and settle at the small of my back.

“I’d be happy to bring you some chicken noodle,” she said. Her touch deepened, and I pushed away from her as Katie lifted her hands into the air.

“So sorry,” she said. “Just trying to be nice.”

“Well don’t try so hard,” I said as I hopped off the table. The paper gown was just off my shoulders when I jutted my chin towards the door.

“Guess I read you wrong,” she said. “Thought we could have some fun.” I should be offended and call her out for getting the wrong idea when she left me alone. As I dressed, my flesh still tingled in the places when her touch lingered. But she had me all wrong. And who was this Katie to make a move when I was sick as a dog?

But when I was home in bed, slurping some Campbell’s Soup that left so much to be desired, I second-guessed myself. Settling under the sheets, I kept picturing her face. My hands traveled inside my sweats, and I found my cunt damp as I explored the feeling and started to stroke. As I pushed deeper, my back arched and I sighed through chattering teeth when it wasn’t enough, and I turned to my side. How many times had I been able to make myself happy and drift off to sleep? Tonight it was not enough. And it took hours for my eyes to close as Katie’s face kept blazing across my mind.

As the medication took effect and my head cleared, I tried to go about my days. Classes and waiting tables and trying to sleep without thinking of her. Wash, rinse, repeat. I was healed by the time I snagged my first late shift, and the diner was a dead zone when the bell over the door jangled.

And I saw the nurse again.

Inching towards her table as I tried to avert my eyes, I felt her stare piercing my body as I handed her a menu and heard her sigh.

“Fancy meeting you here,” she said. “It’s Jen, right?”

Faintly nodding my head, I asked her if she wanted coffee  or tea when she touched my fingers on the tabletop, and I glanced up to see her eyes narrow.

“Something else,” Katie said. “Are you feeling better?”

What was I supposed to say? My body no longer ached, but it wasn’t any easier to breathe as I focused on her stare and bit down on my lip.

“Sure,” I said. Lied. Wanting to climb into her lap, I asked her if she was hungry when she just laughed and pushed her hair behind her ears.

“Will you join me?” she asked.

“I… I can’t,” I said. “On the clock.”

“How long is your shift?” Her eyes grew warm as her lips curled into a smile, and I told her that I’d bring her some coffee as I passed the order around the back and dove into the bathroom. My breath came hard and fast as I slid down the wall and reached under my uniform. Again I was soaking through my panties, and I rubbed hard in an effort to force the sensation away as I wished that Katie would burst through the door and take me into her arms. She failed to appear, and I couldn’t finish when there was a knock.

“Your order’s up, Jen.”

“One second,” I called weakly. Moving through a haze as headed back to the floor, my legs were gelatinous as I tried to balance the coffee and I neared her table.

“No sugar,” Katie said as she playfully turned the empty canister upside down.

“Sorry,” I muttered. “I’ll get you a fresh one.”

“Don’t go; black is fine,” she said as she sipped. Her lips seemed fuller against the rim of the cup, and I didn’t know how much longer I could keep on my feet when she suddenly seized my hand.

“Take a load off,” she said. “And a deep breath.”

Following her orders, I rubbed my sweaty palm over my face as Katie pressed her elbows to the table and focused on my eyes.

“You doing okay?” she asked.

“Like you don’t know.” My teeth clenched as she folded her hands behind her head and laughed.

“I knew you felt something,” she said. “Sort of thought you’d come back around.”

“Did you?” I demanded. “Then why come here?”

“Happy accident,” she said. I held my breath as she leaned forward and failed to move as she touched one finger to my wrist and ran her finger up my sleeve. I was ready to crawl over the table and claim her lips when I stopped short and stood tall.

“Are you going to order anything else?” I asked. Katie’s eyes seemed sad as she finished her coffee and shook her head.

“I have to get back to the office,” she said. “Taking inventory tonight.”

“Then get back to it,” I said. Watching her leave, I struggled through my shift and changed out of my uniform when the diner was next to dead. Back in my jeans and a flannel, I started to pedal my bike towards home.

But then I was back in front of the doctor’s office. A dim light glowed through the window, and I moved to the entrance. It just took one light knock when the door opened.

And she looked like an angel in white as she pressed her hands to her hips.

“Are you following me?” Katie asked.

“I don’t know what I’m doing,” I confessed. “But I can’t stop thinking about you.”

Falling into her, I let her arms wrap around me, and Katie pulled me into the doctor’s office as she closed the door behind us.

“I read people,” she whispered into my hair. “And I can’t stop thinking about you, too.”

Looking into her face, I saw her smile. My skin tingled as she whispered that she just needed a few minutes to finish up.

“I can’t wait a few minutes,” I said quickly. “It’s… It’s already been too long. I need you now.”

“Are you reading my mind, Jen?” Did I nod? I was far from sure when she sat me down in the waiting room and touched her hand to my face before cradling my chin and grinning.

“Wait here,” she said. “Happy to grant your heart’s desire.”

“And yours?” I asked as I seized her hand when she started to leave.

“Equal opportunity pleasure,” Katie said. “Let’s both get what we want most.”

Katie made sure that door was locked and the blinds were drawn before slipping back behind the glass. I was still trembling when she beckoned me closer and took my hand as she rested her head on mine.

“What am I going to do with you?” she purred. I started to speak when her lips parted ever so slightly. The cinnamon scent wafting off her breath nearly caused me to swoon, but I held my ground by winding my arms tightly around her slim waist.

“Everything that I want,” I said. “I hope.”

“Are you sure of yourself or not?” she challenged. Again my legs started to buckle, and now she held me in her warm embrace as she nuzzled my hair and guided me deeper inside the dormant office. She paused before the closed door at the farthest end of the hallway and lifted her small, soft palm to my flushed cheek.

“This wouldn’t be my first choice,” she said. “Can’t I take you somewhere decent and---”

“No!” My voice hitched as I uttered that single syllable, and I claimed her in a desperate kiss as my hands traveled down the sides of her short, starched dress. Katie curled into my touch, and my nails just grazed the surface of her creamy thighs when she ended the kiss with a little laugh.

“So you really are this eager,” she teased. It was not a question, and I smiled as I tentatively took her face in my hands.

“I can’t wait another minute for you,” I pleaded. “This will be just fine.”

“Your wish, Jen.”

Moaning as her arm brushed past my hips and she unlocked the door, we practically fell into the darkened examination room. Before she even had a chance to flick the light switch on the wall, the small of my back crashed into the table already lined with a fresh sheet of paper. It crackled behind me as Katie found the buttons of my blouse and started to reveal my anxious flesh.

“You’re making this very easy for me,” she said as she found my breasts free of any trappings. Her delicate finger traced my nipples that were already hard, and I bit down on my lips as she bowed her head and suckled my taut skin.

“Katie…” Her name was all I could muster as I held her head with one hand, her auburn locks swimming through my fingers as I reached back to the table. Clutching the paper sheet and feeling it shred in my grasp, I quickly let it fall to my feet and could focus on nothing but her warm lips. Every swirl of Katie’s tongue caused my heart to beat faster, and she wrapped me in her arms as she moved down my middle. Stopping at my naval, she bathed me with a series of slow kisses there, and I felt a stream of lust pooling about my pussy when she dragged her lips back to my face and met my eyes.

“Lose the blouse,” she whispered into my ear.

“Take it off me,” I begged. “Or tear it. Just keep touching---”

“No need to ruin such a pretty shirt,” she quipped. “Here.” As she eased my arms out of the sleeves, her fingers danced past my wrists, my elbows, until her palms were centered on my shoulders. As I leaned into her touch, she slowly kissed me again. Her tongue twined with mine, and my teeth were on edge as she painted the roof of my mouth. Sucking my bottom lip as she slowly drew back, I could still taste her and tried to go back for more when her hands moved into my ruffled hair.

“What next, Jen?” she asked. “A little more skin.”

I was ready to pull off my jeans when she laughed and patted my cheek.

“Hold up; wouldn’t you like to get a better look at me?” Swallowing hard at the suggestion, I felt my head bob in a silent nod as she kicked off her white sneakers and started to unbutton the crisp dress. It fell away like the paper already on the floor, and I heard myself sigh as I looked from her cream-colored panties to her matching bra. The lace hugged her curves in just the right places, and I slipped to my knees as I clung to her legs.

“This is what I want,” I whispered as my lips caressed her soft limbs. “I shouldn’t… I shouldn’t have waited this long.” Crawling up her body, I paused at her cunt still sheathed in silk and started to touch her through the fabric with a quaking hand when she pushed two fingers under my chin.

“But isn’t this your first time?” she asked.

“I…” There had been boys. But even looking at them never made me feel this much.

“Yes,” I said. “With… with someone like you.”

“Let me show you what to do with it.”

I started to tell her that I had some experience when it came to my own cunt, but her ivory arms suddenly seemed so strong as she guided me back to my feet and sat me down on the table.

“Lay back,” she ordered.

“But I want to touch you,” I moaned.

“I know,” she whispered as she kissed my hair. “All in good time.” Her cinnamon scent mingled with her warm words, and I obeyed her gentle command as I fell back to the exam table and stretched my arms over my head. Katie carefully stroked my sides and kissed the space just above my fly as she lowered the zipper. Dragging the denim down my legs, she stopped at my ankles and played with the laces of my shoes.

“Can’t have these in the way now can we,” she teased. Removing one and then the other, her face disappeared from my line of sight. I started to ask her where she was going, what she was doing when her mouth closed around my little toe. She licked the nail and buried her tongue in the small space between before moving onto the next one. And then the next. My foot felt as if it was on fire by the time she finished and I barely felt my jeans fall away when she reappeared at the edge of the table.

“Pink panties,” she said as she snapped the elastic band between her long, skillful fingers. “A little different than the last time I saw you.”

“I did laundry,” I said.’

“So maybe you’re a girly-girl underneath it all.”

I wanted to speak, to laugh. But only a whimper hit the darkened room as she dipped her hand inside.

“You certainly feel like it, Jen.”

With one finger, Katie traced my wet folds and seemed to hesitate as I felt my body opened wide with need. Gripping the back of the table as I turned my hips towards her hand, I longed for her to fall inside me when she brushed her flat palm against my pussy and climbed to my side.

“Why did you wait so long?” she asked as she nipped at my earlobe. Unable to form an answer as I twisted my head towards hers, I desperately kissed her mouth and started to hold her when she forced my arms back over my head. Her soft hands morphed into a velvet vice as she secured my wrists in place.

“Tell me first.” Licking my lips as I struggled to speak, I could think of nothing but what I was always told to do. From my first memory. The fairy tales my mother read always featured a handsome prince capturing the heart of some lady fair. No one knew that I wanted to run off with the princess in her flowing gown and lose myself in the soft creases of her billowing skirt.

“I… because… because stories don’t work this way,” I murmured. Katie grazed a single nail against the bridge of my nose, and her kiss was suddenly so sweet. At its end, she hardly left my lips and peered into my eyes.

“Time for the real world then,” she said. “I won’t keep you in suspense any longer.”

But she still held my wrists as she moved down my frame and tugged my panties away with her teeth.

“I… I thought you didn’t want to ruin my clothes,” I managed to say.

“Now you’re playing along,” Katie teased. “But you’re much prettier down here without them.” Her fingers teased me again, and I feared that I would shatter and crash with the table through the floor to the depths of the earth when she finally consumed me. The first thrust was sharp and made my hips buckle. But as she massaged my sensitive clit and started to pump, there was not fear of falling anywhere expect into her.

And then I was flying.

Katie moved in and out of my body without words. My muscles quivered but still clenched around her touch to keep her close. Soon even her attempt at leaving hit the nerves that made me want nothing more than to come in her hand. Unable to free my wrists from her grasp, I locked my legs around her curves and dug my feet into her supple ass. Pulling her own panties down with the force of my push, I stroked her with the soles of my feet until they moved up her back and mirrored her sweet assault on my cunt. When I could no longer keep from screaming, Katie suddenly lessened her grip. Shooting up with only one thought, I clung to her and fervently kissed her neck… her hair… until I fell limp against her.

“You shouldn’t have felt so good,” she joked as she held me tight and kissed me back to the leather. As I lay down again, she dove between my legs. Lapping up the remnants of my lust, I worked to calm my breath as I fondled her hair and savored her kisses on my hips until her head came to rest against my breasts. She started to lick me there when her face hovered over mine, her lips smiling, her breath dripping with cinnamon and a scent I knew all too well when it came to the space of my own body.

But my touch was nothing compared to her hands.

“You taste even better,” she said. “Here.” Her lips were on mine, and I basked in my desire drizzling off her tongue as she softly lay at my side and brought her head to rest in the crook of my neck.

“Don’t you agree?” she asked. Nodding as I ran my fingers through her hair, I saw that her breasts were still covered. Aching to touch, to kiss, I unhooked the lace and found her flesh taut and warm. As she leaned closer to my lips, I returned her kiss and dragged my hands down the length of the body stopping only at the arc of her ass as I kneaded her flesh.

“Not as good as you feel,” I said. My hand was shaking as they curled down her slim crack and swept the warm space between her legs. Finding her wet and wanting, I longed to return her favor and searched for her clit.

“That’s a good girl,” Katie whispered into my ear on the back of another kiss. “Show me what you’ve just learned.” Anxious to explore her folds, I drew shapes that had yet to be discovered into her skin, and I feared that I might be making the wrong move when her pussy opened, and my fingers moved deep inside her. As I moved in a slow rhythm, I looked up to see her cheeks flush and her eyelashes flutter. Reaching down for my wrist, I expected her to guide me when she simply held on and faintly nodded her head.

“Like that, Jen. Just like that.”

I pushed past her cunt and realized that every lonely moment under the sheets was nothing compared to this. Because she stroked my skin and whimpered as I kept touching her. Because she bent her back and leaned into my body as my fingers grew wet and I tried to claim every drop of her desire when she rested her head on my shoulder and winded her arms around my waist.

“It’s better with you,” I sighed into her hair.

“What the hell have I been trying to tell you?”

We came to rest together against the exam table, and our limbs linked. I had no way of knowing where my body ended and hers began, but even the smallest draft passing through the window was next to nothing as I savored her heat and felt her lips on my brow.

“So… so what happens now?” I asked. Katie stayed silent, and her foot trailed up and down my leg as I held my breath and waited for her to speak.

“Well we can’t stay here all night,” she said.

“Can’t we?” I pleaded.

“Not on a Thursday. The cleaning crew will be around. What would they think if they found us like this?”

I giggled at the idea but still let her leave my arms as she stood tall and helped me up. As she covered her body in her white dress and stepped back into her shoes, I realized that her bra and panties were still on the floor.

“What’s that about?”  I asked as I pointed to the silk.

“Just thought they’d look so much prettier on you.”

I froze as the garments that had been closest to her body encircled my frame. Her sweat, her scent engulfed me, and I started to leave the room clad in nothing but her touch when Katie clicked her tongue and shook her head.

“Not that I’m the biggest fan of the flannel and the jeans, but we wouldn’t want you arrested on a morals charge.”

“Because then I’d have to point the finger at you.”

She tensed for all of a second, but when I burst into laughter, she took me into her arms and nuzzled my hair.

“You really are adorable. Come with me.”

Once I was dressed and ready to go, we left the office. Katie plugged the alarm code into the keypad, and I glanced at my bike when she swiftly shook her head.

“You’re not a kid anymore,” she said. “Don’t you want to ride in style?”

“I just want to ride with you.”

“Same difference.”

As I settled in her car, I took note of how clean it was and shuddered at the thought of what she might make of my apartment. Would it spoil everything if she came to realize that I was a slob?

“Something wrong?” she asked. Stretching over the console, I kissed her quickly and only let our lips part when she clasped my chin and stared hard into my eyes.

“Jen? You can tell me.”

I was bound to screw this up. Like I had so many other things in my life. What could I really do to keep her close? She had to have other girls after her who didn’t have to be taught and could give her the things that she was accustomed to? I was ready to leave the car and chalk this up to something that I would always keep close to my heart when she reached over my hips for the glove compartment.

“I won’t have you crying…”

As the plastic drawer popped open, a series of napkins and fast food wrappers fell to my lap. I held the remnants of a French fry carton between my fingers as I found her eyes again.

“So I’m a little messy under the skin,” she said. “Is that going to be a problem for us?”

“Us?” I echoed. Katie nodded her head, and I dove in for a quick kiss. Her back hit the horn, and as the blare enveloped our bodies, I pulled back and ran my fingers through her hair.

“Not a problem for us at all,” I said. “I’m glad to see that you’re human.”

“What the hell did you think I was back there?” she asked as she pointed to the abandoned office. My head came to rest against her breast, and Katie stroked my back as I sighed and clutched her sides.

“An angel all in white,” I whispered. Katie smiled and kissed me again as she settled me into my seat and buckled me in.

“Don’t know about that,” she started. “But I’m going to keep you safe and happy.”

“So an angel,” I repeated as she put the key in the ignition.    “Like something out of a fairytale.”

“Let’s see what other words you can come up with before the morning.”

I could not wait to see what else our tongues might be able to do as I clung to her skirt.


40. Or So I Thought: First Time Lesbian Sex with My Doctor by Nora Walker

When Maggie takes a tumble, she tries to brush it off but ends up at the doctor’s office anyway. The examination takes an interesting turn, but the doctor is thorough in all of her methods.

It started off as a good day, really.  Bright sunny Saturday, warm but not too hot.  My plans had included some errands in the morning and then lunch with some friends and possibly a movie.  We also talked about going out that night, but nothing was firm.  All in all, a great day planned.  None of us were attached or had any pressing responsibilities, so we were free to move about.  Life was pretty straightforward when you are twenty-four and employed and single.

Or so I thought…

I was innocently walking into the grocery store to pick up a few things for the week when I tripped over an untied shoelace and landed squarely on my side on the edge of the curb.  It stung and throbbed like the dickens, but I just brushed the smudges off my yoga pants and limped into the store.  I figured I would end up with some pretty bruises, but I was more embarrassed than injured.

Or so I thought…

I finished my grocery shopping, and luckily it was my last errand, so I just went back home to rest.  I grabbed a couple of Tylenol, got my groceries put away and flopped onto the couch, grunting to the empty apartment.  My hip and knee were hurting pretty bad, so I curled up on the other hip and took a nap to forget.

A couple of hours later I woke up in some serious pain.  I could barely get off the couch as I stretched.  I finally called Alexis to come and take me to the doctor.  I did not want to pay for the emergency room so while I waited for my unofficial ambulance driver, I looked up an urgent care place near my apartment.  There was one not too far, and the price seemed reasonable to have my broken ass x-rayed.

“What the hell did you do?” Alexis busted through the front door.

“I fell down,” I said as pitifully as I could manage.  I think it was pretty effective since I was actually in some serious pain.

She helped me off the couch and out to her car, then we headed off to the urgent care place.  I was horrified that my day had turned out this way, and embarrassed that someone else now knew of my abject clumsiness.  And someone else was about to find out, whoever they planned to send into my room to deal with my crankiness.

Alexis helped me into the examining room and then politely told me that she would wait in the waiting room.  I guess she was not all that interested in whatever was coming next.  I chuckled and told her that was fine.

The longer I sat on that horrible examining table, the more I started to hurt.  I had thought about taking more medicine before coming up here, but I decided against it since it might make me loopy.

Some annoying little tech person came in and told me to undress and put on the lovely paper gown.  Why has medical science not come up with something better than tissue paper to dress the patient in?  And backless tissue paper at that!

So with some effort and a lot of pain, I manage to get undressed down to my bra and underwear, and then into that horrid paper gown.  I clamored back up on the table with more pain and waited for the next inspection.  There had to be a better way to get seen by a doctor.  At first, I hoped that at least he would turn out to be cute, but then I realized this was not the state I wanted to be in when I was trying to land a doctor.  So I canceled that wish quickly.

I was starting to get a little cold in the examining room in nothing, but that paper gown and the lace of my bra was scratchy against the stiffening evidence of the chilly room.  I squirmed on the table and tried to get comfortable, but between the lace and the pain, it was difficult.

I finally reached over and fished my cell phone out of my purse to text Alexis.  Apparently, she was not cold and bored in the waiting room, something about a cute guy with a broken finger.  I was not amused, but neither was I surprised.  She managed to land a guy almost everywhere we went.  The rest of our little group loved her and hated her at the same time.

I tossed my phone back into my purse in annoyance and stared up at the clock. I finally heard a soft tapping at the door, and since it startled me, I jumped and yelped from the surge of pain.

I croaked “Come in.”

The doctor was indeed cute – a little taller than me with short cropped blonde hair, big blue eyes framed with thick dark lashes, and a quick small smile.  The lab coat was somewhat loose-fitting, but still seemed to show a nice shape underneath.

“Dr. Abernathy,” the soft-spoken voice said, startling me out of my observations.

“Oh, Hi, I’m Maggie,” I stuttered clumsily.

I was completely out of my element here; I had never noticed a woman like that before.  But she really caught my attention from out of the blue.  When she shook my hand, her skin was soft and warm, her grip firm without being overpowering, and my thoughts immediately drifted into the inappropriate.

“Let’s see what we have here,” her voice was lazy and smooth and a little spicy, like a hot toddy.

“Ah, I see we’ve taken a tumble.  Shall I take a look?”

I was grateful that I had on a nice set of lingerie, which again struck me as odd to think that when in the presence of a woman doctor.  I guess my cheeks went pink because she chuckled.

“It’s okay, you’re here for me to examine, right?”

She stepped towards me and reached around to the back of my neck.  Her nails grazed my skin as she untied the gown and I shivered as the goosebumps trickle down my arms like cool water.

What the hell was going on with me…

****

Dr. Abernathy maintained my dignity as much as possible as she examined me.  She left the gown clinging to the front of my body, held up with my hands pressed against my breasts.  She carefully pulled it aside so that she could examine my side.  My ribs and hip were what hurt so there was no reason to see anything else.

Or so I thought…

Her fingers brushed against my skin so lightly that it tickled.  I squirmed just a little which caused the pain to flare.

“Oh I’m sorry,” she smiled at me, but it was almost a smirk.

She ran those terrible fingers down my rib cage and over the swell of my hip.  The touch itself did not hurt really, no more so than the areas hurt anyway.  But I was biting my lip to keep from squirming anymore.

When her fingers ran down the outside of my thigh, I did jump.  She was leaving a hot trail on my skin with every touch, and it was driving me to distraction.  I was particularly aware of my lace bra tormenting my stiff nipples, and I could have sworn I felt a damp spot in the lace between my legs.  I pressed my palms harder against my breasts to conceal the evidence, and prayed that she was unaware.

“Shall I take a look at the other side as well?”

Oh, that was a good idea, let her torment the rest of me, my brain was a smartass even to myself.  But we don’t want her to stop touching, do we?  Oh goodie, now other parts of my body were participating in the conversation.

“Um, okay?” I said hesitantly.  You can figure out which part of my body won the debate.

She pulled the other half of the gown forward until there was just a thick strip of tissue paper down the front core of me.  Her fingers on that side were even more torturous because there was no underlying pain to distract me.  She was still using that feathery touch, and my whole body ended up covered in goosebumps.  I thought I saw her eyes wander a little bit, but I just chalked that up to her examination.

“There does not appear to be any injury on this side,” she observed.

“No, I just fell on the other side,” I mumbled unintelligibly.

“Any place else I should take a look?” her eyes were wide in fake innocence.

But I knew there was something else on her mind.  Unfortunately, I had no experience in this arena, so I had no educated guesses as to what she meant.  The only thing I really knew was that my skin was not ready to be without her touch.

“Maggie?” she tried to refocus my wandering attention.

“Yeah?”

“Anything else I should take a look at?  Anything else aching?”

Whoa, that was a loaded question if I ever heard one.  And it was totally inappropriate to tell her that there was a slight ache between my thighs.

“M-M-Maybe my back?  Just in case?”

Her eyes danced at my question, and she nodded.

“Very well, can you turn over onto your stomach?  Here, let me take the gown.”

She removed my tissue paper barrier just as I rolled onto the good side and then on to my tummy.  I tried to move as quickly as I could so that she could not see the stiffness underneath the lace of my bra or the wetness under the lace of my panties.  She lay the tissue gown back over my ass but just barely above the band of my panties.

And if I thought her fingers along my sides and legs tickled, when she touched the sensitive skin of my back with that same faint brush, I nearly swooned.

Let me be clear about something – I am not a swooner.  I do not fawn over movie stars or lust after the guy from the coffee shop.  It’s just not my thing.  Sure, I have had a few sexual partners in my life but nothing that really got the blood boiling.  And yet there I was, getting lusty and wet from this doctor’s examination.  And despite my lack of experience in this area, I had a strong suspicion she was doing it on purpose.

But her warm, soft fingertips moved slowly down my back, achingly soft as they ran over each little knot of my spine, until she hit the line of the gown.  And then she moved back upwards, skipping the bra strap again, but still moving slow and soft.  She was driving me crazy, and all she had done was just graze me with her fingers.  She ran them over the nape of my neck and my breath caught in my throat.  That has always been a sensitive spot for me, but none of the guys I had ever been with were interested in such areas of my body.

When she moved her examination downwards again, she traced the back of my ribs one by one, her fingers slipping down to my sides again.  Over and over she tickled me, just firm enough for me to feel but light enough that it only hinted at tickling.

Holy crap, I’m going to leave some kind of wet spot on the table.

I jumped when I felt her breath as she whispered in my ear.

“Maggie?”

“Huh?  Yes?” I was torn out of my mental daydreaming.

“Are you okay?”

Her voice was no longer professional, now threaded with a huskiness that was not there before.

I nodded in my awkward position on my tummy, “Y-Y-Yeah, I’m fine.”

She chuckled because as soon as she heard the waiver in my voice, she instantly knew I was not ‘fine’.  Her breath disappeared from my cheek, and I jumped when her fingertips touched the inside of my ankle.

“I think I need to be thorough, don’t you?  I’d hate to leave something undiscovered.”

Oh damn, I’m in trouble…

****

I guess I hummed or something because I heard her giggle softly and then her fingers started inching up from my ankle, over my calf, and around the back of my knee.

“Don’t squirm too much,” she cautioned me in a playful tone, “you don’t want to injure yourself.”

I gripped the edge of the thin pad that covered the examining table and tried not to move, despite the lightness of her touch.  I never knew I was that ticklish until she touched me.  Her nails danced slowly at the back of my knee, my toes twitching and curling as I struggled not to squirm away.

Her fingers kept moving upwards until they were under the paper drape she had laid across my panties.  They inched closer to the wetness she had created, and I lost the fight.  I squirmed, sending rippling pain through my injured side.

“Hey now, I told you to hold still,” her playful tone was a little more firm this time.

“Dr. Abernathy?” my voice came out in breathy gasps.

This woman was royally turning me on, and I had started to panic that I was completely misreading everything.

“Yes?”

“I, um, uh… nothing…” I had no idea how to ask this medical professional whether she intended to get my pussy wet.  I mean really, how do you ask that kind of question?  She could not possibly be coming on to me and feeling me up.

Or so I thought…

When the tips of her fingers brushed against the damp lace of my panties, I jumped.  Full-on jumped and clamped my thighs together.  Unfortunately, all that did was trap her fingers against me and slide the tissue paper gown to the floor.  As I lay there in my lace bra and panties, my body froze, and my mind went blank of all intelligible thought.

She was bent over me slightly, and I looked up at her without releasing her hand.  She stared at me for a long moment and then very intentionally wiggled her fingers.

Oh sweetness, I was not misreading her at all.  And that thought kept my legs tightly clamped around her wrist in surprise.

She wiggled her fingers again, and I gasped out loud.

“Maggie?” her voice was laughing at me.

“Uh huh?” I was completely out of my element.

“Would you like to release my hand or keep it there?”

That was a loaded question.  I kind of wanted to answer ‘both’.  I was a little embarrassed that I even had that thought…

She smiled this devilish little grin at me, “Or both?”

I bit my bottom lip but could not force the word from my mouth.

“Hmmm, I see…” that wicked little smirk was playing across her full pink lips.

Even with one hand still trapped between my legs, she nimbly climbed onto the table and knelt over me, her knees on either side of my hips.  Her white lab coat slid up her thighs, and I could tell she had very little on underneath.  From what I could tell, at most, she was wearing panties.  She pressed her fingers against the damp lace again and held them there.  As I gasped, she bent over and caught my lower lip between her teeth lightly.

A slight tug on my lip and I was gasping again.  Her tongue slipped into my mouth, and she tasted of peppermint as her kiss grew hungrier.  At first, it was just the tip of her tongue teasing and darting around.  But as her fingers pressed firmer, her tongue grew bolder, dancing and swirling against mine.

I moaned against her mouth, “Doctor…”

“Annie,” she moaned back as she pulled her mouth from mine, “call me Annie.”

“Annie?  I don’t know…”

“Oh, it’s okay Maggie, just don’t worry…”

When I felt her lips graze against my jawline, I guess my body knew better what I wanted that my brain because my legs relaxed and released her wrist.  She quickly withdrew it (just in case, I suppose) and wedged her own body between my parted thighs.  Despite the fact that I now had her entire body between my legs, I missed her fingers pressed against me.

I arched my back towards her, and she managed to slip her hand beneath me.  I felt her fingers against me and then suddenly I felt the clasp of my bra release.  It was still resting against the tops of my tits since I was lying down.  She winked at me deliberately and bent over.  I felt the scrape of her teeth as she clasped the center of my bra and she slowly withdrew it down my chest.  The scratchy lace tormented my tight little nipples as it rubbed against them.

The feeling of her soft lips and warm mouth against them felt soothing and inflaming all at once.  My body ached for something it did not even understand, and I slid one hand into her short cropped blonde hair, holding her against me.  She moaned against me, sending shockwave vibrations through my sensitive nipple until I was gasping and digging my free hand into the table pad.

Her mouth slid from one to the other and back, teasing and tormenting.  Her tongue flickering against one while her fingers rolled and tugged at the other.

“Oh, my gawd…” I exhaled, struggling to understand why I wanted her so badly.

Annie slid her fingers down my tummy, her nails digging in slightly.  She deftly avoided the ache in my center and went back to my thighs.  Tickling, scratching, teasing, up one thigh and down the other.

“Annie…” I was oblivious to the pain that my writhing was sparking.

“Mmm, tell me what you want Maggie…” she tormented me by dragging her nails across the wet lace of my panties.

“Oh… I… there…” I had no idea what I wanted, but I was pretty sure it had to do with her touching me there again.

“Where?  There?” she mocked me gently as she ran her nails in the same place again.

“Oh, oh, yes, there…”

She pressed her fingers firmly as she closed her mouth around my breast again, moving her tongue over my nipple to mimic the movement of her finger against my pussy.

Oh but damn she was good.  She was obviously skilled at this, and I seemed to be liquid in her hands.

She finally released my breast and started to kiss her way down the valley between them, then down further on my tummy.  Her lips kissed and suckled lightly while her tongue left a damp trail against my skin.

When her tongue slipped just under the waistband of my panties, I gasped and arched into her.  I knew exactly where she was headed and I wanted it desperately.  Well, I was pretty sure where she was headed, and I hoped to God I was right.  I had never so much as kissed another woman before in my life but there I was, spread-eagle on the doctor’s examining table, praying that my brand-new doctor friend would slide her tongue against my wet pussy.

But Dr. Abernathy, Annie, had other intentions.  Apparently, she was the queen of tormenting, and kept kissing downwards over the lace.  Her lips pressed against me, kissing me through the lace, the warmth of her breath making my whole body tingle as it stroked my wetness.

“Oh please,” I could barely speak as she tortured me.

I felt her thumbs hook into the straps at my hips and then she slowly dragged the last piece of fabric from my body.  I was naked as I could be with her face inches from my pussy and I did not care.  All I wanted was to feel her against me, inside me, everything.

Her lips tickled my inner thighs, up one and then back down the other, pausing in the center only long enough to exhale warmly.  I was squirming and clawing at the table pad.  Her warm hands slid up my tummy and kneaded my breasts, pinching at the peaks of my nipples until I could hardly breathe at all.

“Oh… oh…” I had no words left in my brain except noises.

When I felt the soft wet heat of her tongue against me, I think I melted a little from the inside.  I felt the warm juices flow out of me and she lapped them up eagerly.  Her tongue drifted everywhere, softly and lightly again, caressing and tasting everywhere seemingly all at once.  My hips tried to shift and move so that I could feel that tongue against the most needy part of my body, but she moved with me and carefully avoided any direct contact.  She brushed the sides, the top, just underneath, but my clit still needed her to touch.  It throbbed and ached for her, and I was beyond caring about how I looked as I whimpered and arched towards her.

I felt her hands grip the backsides of my thighs firmly as if to hold me in place and I swear I heard her chuckle.  But the sound of her laugh faded into nothing when her tongue slid across the aching surface of my clit.  Back and forth, up and down, she was intent now, and I almost came just from the relief.  Tight tiny little circles right in that spot, and my blood surged through my body.

“There, there, there…” I gasped the words.

She sucked lightly at my clit with her lips and flicked her tongue fast and hard over the taut surface.  My whole body was rigid with the need and the tension as I held my breath.  And when she slid two warm fingers deep inside my wetness, my breath escaped in a loud groan, and I shattered against her tongue.  My pussy clamped around her fingers as I held her face to me, the juices running from my body over her lips and tongue and chin.

Just as I thought my body was going to give out permanently, she curled her fingers again and sucked just a little firmer on my clit, and I shuddered through my second orgasm.  I was arched against her so hard that my back was off the table and I tore the covering of the pad with my nails.

She finally eased me down and looked up from between my thighs with a delicious self-satisfied grin.

“I… you… what…” I mumbled to her.

Yes, that would be what I said to this lovely creature after she gave me the biggest pleasure of my life.

She slid back up my body and carefully curled up next to me on the table, one leg stretched out over mine as if to ground me back in reality.  When I regained conscious thought, all I could think of was returning even a fraction of what she had given me.

She chuckled when I tried to squirm and shift to access her, “Easy there, you’re still my patient.”

Oh yeah, she’s my frickin’ doctor.  I had kind of forgotten that little fact.

I giggled and settled back down to feel her warm body against mine. She had never even gotten undressed.

“But…”

“I know,” she chuckled, smoothing a strand of hair back from my damp forehead.

“But maybe next time?” she offered.

“Next time?” I was a little confused.

“Maggie, I can’t imagine what you’re thinking right now.  But please understand, this is not a regular thing for me.  I just, I could not help myself when I saw you, when I started touching you.”

“I just, I’ve never…”

I started thinking that all of this was just a strange random occurrence, and I could almost hear the brush-off in her tone of voice.

Or so I thought…

“Oh that I was certain of,” she giggled, “but I’m hoping I can see you again.”

I nodded enthusiastically, “Yes please, but maybe without the paper gown?”

She laughed and finally withdrew from the table.  I winced as I got dressed.

“Oh yeah!  I forgot,” she handed me a small white sample packet from the drawer behind her.  “It doesn’t appear that anything is actually broken, but once you get safely home, take this full dose and get some good sleep.  I’ll call you tomorrow for the follow-up.”

She winked just before she slipped back out of the examination room.

****

Alexis looked more than peeved when I finally got back to the waiting room.

“I thought you frickin’ died in there or something.”

“I’m sorry, there was a wait and then the examination and everything.  It just took a while.” I lied my ass off, but Alexis did not need to know that I had just had the two most powerful orgasms of my life.  From my female doctor.

Alexis got me home and into bed with the pain medication.  I passed the hell out for about fourteen hours.  I am not sure if it was Annie or the meds, but I did not really care.  I did have the most wonderfully wicked dreams about her though.

I was nervous the next time I saw her.  Was I just an idiot to think she meant what she said, about seeing me again?  So I waited in the examination room just like before, getting more and more nervous the longer I waited.  I finally flopped backwards on the table to rest, and sure enough, that was when the door opened.  Luckily I was in my own clothes and not in that damned tissue paper gown.

“Oh?  Is that an invitation?” her soft voice rang with laughter.

I sat up quickly with a grin on my face.

“Nope, just remembering.”

“Let me give you something else to remember me by…”

It was a good thing I was the last appointment because she proceeded to wear me out a second time without ever breaking stride.

I healed up just fine from my embarrassing little fall but the best part was not the healing, it was the medical care.  I have actually been seeing Annie for several months now.  Everyone was shocked when I told them, but as soon as they met her, they loved her.  And she has taught me so much more about what pleases me.  I also love the lessons when I learn what pleases her.  I still fondly remember that afternoon I snuck away from work to have lunch with her in her office, when I was feeling quite frisky, and she was in a mood to let me (which is not normally her style, I have come to learn).  The short version is that while I had her pressed up against the wall, she bit my finger to keep from crying out.

I have not mentioned anything to my parents, but they did always want me to land a doctor.


41. Michelle’s Secret: Lesbian Sex the Night Before My Wedding by Roxy Rhodes

I love my fiancé, Ryan, more than anything else in the world, but there is something that I have been keeping from him. I have been secretly attracted to his twin sister, Rachel, since the first time I saw her. I have always maintained that I was straight, that is, until I laid eyes on Rachel. There was just something about her that I couldn’t explain… Anyway, the night before my wedding, Rachel threw me a bachelorette party, and to my surprise, the stripper she hired was a female. She must’ve noticed how turned on I became by the way the stripper danced on me, because after the party, Rachel made a move on me for the first time ever. That night, I had mind-blowing lesbian sex for the first time in my life and now, I’m wondering if I’ll ever be able to look my fiancé in the face again.

My fiancé, Ryan, introduced me to his twin sister Rachel a few months into our relationship. It was my birthday, and he took me out to a nice restaurant. To my surprise, his mother, father, and twin sister had all been there waiting to meet me. I was kind of nervous, because it was the first time I had ever met his family, but I was also happy because he was finally bringing me ‘home” to meet them.

When I walked into the VIP dining area of the 5-star, upscale Italian restaurant, they all stood up to greet me with warm, welcoming smiles on their faces. Immediately, my heart rate sped up, and my cheeks grew hot as I felt myself blushing immensely.

“Oh my Gosh!” I’d exclaimed, excitedly, placing my hands against my cheeks in delighted surprise. Ryan had introduced them one by one, and they had all taken turns coming over to hug me and wish me a happy birthday.

Rachel had been the last one to hug me that day. When I saw her walking toward me, it was like a switch had gone off somewhere inside my soul. She was the most gorgeous girl I had ever seen in my life. She had amazingly beautiful eyes and a smile that could warm even the darkest of hearts with its exuberating light. I was entranced. I had never been attracted to another woman before—ever, but there was something about Rachel that—for lack of a better word—enchanted me.

When she wrapped her slender arms around me, the scent of her perfume filled my nostrils, and it was so pleasant and exhilarating that I wanted to hold on to her forever. I closed my eyes for a brief moment as I reciprocated her friendly squeeze and then opened them again as she broke our embrace and flashed me another inviting smile.

“It’s so nice to meet all of you,” I’d said cheerfully, as I’d joined them at the elegant restaurant dining table.

At the time, I hadn’t known that Rachel was bisexual, of course, but all throughout that evening, I couldn’t help but steal glances at her every chance I got.

Along with having a beautiful face, Rachel had the body to go with it. She looked like a model right out of a Cosmopolitan or Redbook magazine. She had the perkiest set of tits I had ever seen in my life. They were big, but not enormous, and they complemented the contour of her slim figure with sheer perfection. She was wearing a pink dress that hugged her slim figure and accented the curves of her bosom and perfectly round little ass with utter flawlessness.

Hugging another woman had never turned me on before, but when Rachel hugged me, I felt her soft, yet firm breasts press up against my own for a brief moment, and it sent a warm sensation shooting through my body. It was a sensation similar to the feeling I felt whenever Ryan’s hard, manly chest would press up against my soft breasts every time he held me close to him.

I knew that I was attracted to Rachel from that very moment on, but I had no idea what to do about it—if anything at all. I first found out that she was bisexual about a month later when she and her then-current girlfriend invited Ryan and me out on a double date.

Rachel had shown up in one of her tight little sundresses and a pair of high-heeled sandals. Her girlfriend at the time, Brianna, had actually resembled me, in a way. She had the same hair and eye color that I have, and she was almost exactly the same height and had almost exactly the same body shape and size as I do. It was uncanny! Even Ryan had commented that Brianna looked so much like me, it was like we could have been long lost, sisters.

After that day, I couldn’t help but wonder if Rachel was as secretly attracted to me as I was to her. Her relationship with Brianna lasted about a year, and after they broke up, Rachel started seeing a guy named Kevin. She and Kevin have been together now for almost a year, and he seems like a very nice guy, but, every time the four of us hang out, I can’t help but to sneak longing glances at Rachel every chance I get.  Sometimes, I swear it seems that Rachel is stealing glances back at me, as well and that she is deliberately making subtle, suggestive faces and/or gestures toward me. But she has never came right out and made a move on me and has never even said anything indicative or provocative to me. Her words and actions have always been platonically friendly; however, she and I have never been alone together, either. Ever. Until tonight…

In less than 24 hours, Ryan and I will become husband and wife.

It was Saturday evening, and I was getting ready for my bachelorette party. Rachel and I had become quite close over the past couple of years, and she had offered to host my pre-wedding event. Rachel was never one to “under-do” anything, so she made sure my party was an elaborate and extravagant one.

She had rented out a small, but elegant ballroom in a luxurious 5-star hotel. She’d hired a professional decorator who had adorned the banquet hall with classy and tasteful décor in an exotic island theme. It was absolutely beautiful—almost as beautiful as Rachel herself.

Rachel had tied a dark scarf around my eyes as a makeshift blindfold and she and my best friend, Audrey, had led me into the hotel together. When I entered the ballroom, they took the blindfold off, and my eyes widened in shock and overwhelming impress. My mouth dropped wide open, and a feeling of excitement surged throughout my body. I could hardly believe how wonderful it all looked.

The tables were stylishly decorated, and lots of female guests filled their seats. They all stood up and shouted “Surprise!” when they saw me standing there at the entrance.

I couldn’t help it. The tears of joy and appreciation filled up inside of my eyes and then overflowed and ran down both of my cheeks.

“Oh my GOD!” I cried out, my voice trembling with deep emotion. “I can’t believe you guys did all of this, Rachel! It’s-It’s all so-so wonderful!”

I was sobbing and laughing simultaneously. I reached out and pulled Rachel into me, holding her soft, slender body against mine. I could feel her breasts pressed against my own and that sensation I always feel whenever her breasts are pressed onto mine shot through my body again. I didn’t even care this time, though. I hugged her tightly, closing my eyes and relishing the scent of her luscious perfume and the feeling of her body pressed firmly against my own.

Finally, I released her and looked into her smiling, gorgeous face. Then, I turned to Audrey and hugged her just as tightly. I didn’t feel any type of sexual arousal from hugging Audrey. We had been best friends since middle school, and I’ve only had deep platonic, sister-like, loving feelings toward her. Whenever Audrey’s breasts pressed into mine, I didn’t feel anything at all. It was like pressing up against your mother’s or your sister’s breasts, you know? There was absolutely nothing sexual about it at all.

After a bit of hugging and laugh-crying, I composed myself, and the three of us began to mingle with the party guests. Rachel and Audrey had invited all of my close female friends and family members, and a gang of their own close female friends and family members. They introduced me to everyone I didn’t know, and all of them congratulated me on my upcoming nuptials.

There was a long, white rectangular table with an elegant black tablecloth draped over it sitting to the right of the small stage in the front of the ballroom. On it, there was a mountain of gift boxes and bags, all stacked up neatly.

A long, elaborate-looking buffet counter of hot, delicious-smelling food was off to the right side of the ballroom, with serving utensils and dishes on either side so that the party guests could easily serve themselves. There was a DJ booth on the quaint little stage and a female disc jockey who was all set up and ready to start filling the room with music. Off to the left, there was a swanky-looking backdrop set up, and a female photographer was waiting to offer professional photographs to anyone who wanted some fancy memoirs of the affair.

I was totally blown away. After the introductions, I was led up to the front of the room to a VIP table. Rachel and Audrey sat me down and then went up to the front of the room where there was a microphone on a stand.

Rachel announced my arrival and cracked a few jokes about me getting married, and then Audrey made a few remarks and jokes of her own. Then, they told the DJ to start the music and told everyone to help themselves to the buffet.

In the upper right corner of the ballroom, there was a fully-stocked bar, and two uniformed barmaids were working behind the counter. Rachel and Audrey bought me a variety of different shots and mixed drinks. If I didn’t know any better, I would think they were purposely trying to get me drunk.

After I’d eaten my fill and had mingled and chatted with my party guests, about 7 or 8 shots/mixed drinks later, Rachel announced the entertainment for the evening. To my shock and surprise, a huge fake wedding cake was wheeled out onto the middle of the dance floor, just below the ballroom stage. The DJ put on some upbeat dance music, and the top of the giant wedding cake opened up. I watched in awe as a female stripper, scantily clad in a mock wedding dress lingerie type of outfit hopped up out of the enormous cake and proceeded to start a striptease routine right there in the middle of the dance floor!

I had to admit that the stripper herself was quite beautiful. She actually reminded me a lot of Rachel. In fact, as I looked closer at the lovely, gyrating vixen bouncing and shaking around the dance floor, she looked so much like Rachel, that they could easily be mistaken for one another from afar. They shared the same hair and eye color and the same height and body shape and size.

Suddenly, I realized that the pretty young stripper was dancing her way over toward me. A part of me wanted to get up and run away, but a larger part of me was curious and wanted to stick around for the rest of the show. Maybe it was all of the alcohol I had consumed that night, or maybe it was the fact that this lovely stripper looked so much like the beautiful, tantalizing Rachel.  Most likely, it was a combination of both factors, but either way, I knew I wasn’t going anywhere.

I sat there in my chair, watching in fascination as the gorgeous stripper wiggled her way over to where I was seated. Everyone was watching in awe as the music suddenly changed and slowed down to a sexy, sensual pace and the stripper began to approach me slowly, rocking her slender hips from side to side.

She came up to seat and began to move in an erotic motion. She took off her white veil and placed it on top of my head, then she ran her fingers tenderly down the left side of my face and teasingly down my neck. She then began to unbutton the short, tight, white, lacy one-piece lingerie version of a tiny wedding dress. She unbuttoned it slowly, while swaying sensually to the loud, slow music.

She revealed her voluptuous, perfect-looking, firm, pert breasts. They had shiny white little pasties over the nipples with stringy little tassels hanging freely. She cupped her breasts with her hands and placed them on my face. I was stunned, feeling her large, soft, supple breasts against the skin of my face. I closed my eyes and pictured Rachel’s face where the stripper’s was. It felt as if those luscious, bodacious boobs belonged to the enticing, alluring Rachel, whom I’d been lusting after for many, many months.

She slid those stringy little tassels that were hanging from her erect nipples slowly across my lips. The scent of her perfume was flowery, unlike Rachel’s fruity scent, but it was still very pleasant and made me wonder what her breasts would taste like in my mouth. Nonetheless, I kept my mouth closed and my lips pursed while I sat back and let the exotic beauty dance for me.

I opened my eyes to see her smiling down at me, looking so much like Rachel in the face that I had to consciously blink my eyes a few times to make sure my they were working properly. I glanced over to my right, to verify that the real Rachel was still standing off to the side, watching the show with wide, observant, smiling eyes.

The stripper had completely removed her white nightie and was standing there straddling my lap in nothing but a tiny white see-through g-string thong that barely covered her cleanly-shaven mound. She was rubbing her breasts up against mine, and I could feel myself becoming turned on. It was mostly because she reminded me so much of Rachel, I was sure of it.

She tilted my neck to the side, and rubbed the tip if her nose sensually down the side of my neck, causing me to shudder with excitement. She must’ve been able to tell that I liked it, because she did the same thing to the other side of my neck. Then, she did a motorboat on my breasts. I took a deep breath and tried to compose myself. I was just a tad bit embarrassed that I was actually getting turned on by a female stripper right there in front of so many other women, but I couldn’t help myself. This dancer was absolutely amazing!

She trailed her nose down my chest and circled around the outline of my right nipple and then my left. My chest was heaving as I tried hard to maintain my composure. I could feel her tender touch through the lining of my dress and the thin underwire bra I was wearing. I knew my nipples were hardening against the fabric and I was glad that the crowd around us couldn’t see them.

She knelt down in front of me and spread my legs open with her hands, taking me completely by surprise. I was wearing a short tan-colored sundress and thin little black panties. The stripper didn’t seem to mind revealing them to the entire ballroom, however. She placed her face directly on my crotch, and there was nothing but a thin piece of fabric between my womanhood and her nose and lips. Just as she’d done on my neck and breasts, she slid her nose, slowly and sensually across my crotch, tickling my clit through my thin panties. I had to bite my lip to keep from sighing loudly in arousal. She knew what she was doing, and she was really turning me on.

Once again, I closed my eyes and pictured Rachel’s lovely face between my thighs, rubbing her nose tenderly against my crotch, turning me on to no end. The stripper ran her soft hands up my inner thighs, caressing them erotically until her hands her right at the crease where my upper thighs met my crotch. Then, she stopped. I opened my eyes and looked down at her. She looked up at me with a bold smirk on her face.

“Are you gonna cum on my nose, honey?” she asked me, playfully, blatantly noticing how sexually excited I was becoming. She giggled a bit and then blew a raspberry right on my clit causing me to jerk my hips up and toward her, reflexively. “Mmmm, you like that, don’t you?” she commented, raising her left eyebrow up at me, teasingly.

I didn’t have the gall to answer her; besides, I figured it was more of a rhetorical question anyway. She rose up from between my legs and did a crazy acrobatic move so that her legs wrapped around my neck and she was in a 69 sex position on my lap. Her face was between my legs, and my face was between hers. Her itsy bitsy thong was so see-through that I could see her entire cunt plain as day. She had thin little soft-looking pussy lips, and not a strand of hair had been left on her mound. At that moment, couldn’t help but wonder if Rachel’s pussy looked anything like hers.

I was tempted to lean my head in and nibble on her bulb, seeing it so close to my lips, but instead, I just inhaled the aroma of her flowery-scented body spray, and wondered if her pussy tasted as delicious as it smelled. I felt her rubbing her nose against my crotch again and then she blew another raspberry onto my clit. Again, I jerked my hips up, uncontrollably and this time she planted a kiss on my panties before flipping over in quick, acrobatic move and landing in a perfect split directly on the floor in front of me.

The entire ballroom applauded in excitement and awe. I glanced over Rachel, and she had a huge grin on her face. After the clapping died down, the stripper stood up and called out something to Rachel.

“Hey, Rach, I thought you said she was straight!” The girl was smirking again and looking directly into my face while she was addressing Rachel, who was standing to the left of where I was seated. Rachel’s grin widened, and she shrugged in reply to the stripper’s statement. I began to fan myself with my right hand, partly for show and partly because the stripper had actually caused my body temperature to rise.

The rest of the party was great. The gorgeous stripper, who called herself “Kandi,” changed and then rejoined the party. We had karaoke, line dancing, and we took crazy pictures all night long. The party ended around 1 am and everyone thanked Rachel and Audrey for the great party and congratulated me on their way out.

After everyone had left, I thanked Rachel and Audrey one last time for a wonderful, exciting party. I was a bit tipsy, and I knew it. The three of us piled all of the presents into Rachel’s huge SUV. Audrey told Rachel that she had to go home to her husband but asked her to look after me, seeing how drunk I was. Rachel promised Audrey that she’d make sure I got home safe. Audrey gave me one last hug and left for the night, promising to be at my 4 pm wedding the following day.

Rachel walked me out to her car and sat me in the passenger seat. I was tipsy, but not black-out drunk and I was well aware of where I was and what I was doing. I was actually still feeling pretty buzzed, and I wasn’t tired yet at all.

Rachel climbed into the driver’s seat and started the car. I looked over at her beautiful face and smiled.

“Thank you so much for such a wonderful party,” I told her. “No one has ever done anything that extravagant for me before.”

“Oh, it was my pleasure,” Rachel replied, returning my smile. “Besides, I had lots of help from Audrey and Ryan, too.”

“So where did you find that dancer?” I asked, curiously, as we pulled out of the parking lot and out onto the main road.

“She was actually a friend of mine from back in high school,” Rachel replied. “She started dancing in 12th grade and made a career out of it. I actually used to have a crush on her back then, but she was straight as an arrow.”

I raised my eyebrows at her comment.

“She’s straight?” I asked. The surprise in my voice made Rachel chuckle slightly.

“As an arrow,” Rachel repeated, emphasizing the word “arrow.”

“Wow! I never would have guessed. She was so…” my voice trailed off, and I turned my head away from Rachel.

“So…what?” Rachel asked me, with sly curiosity in her voice. I could feel her eyes on me, and just then, it registered that I was actually alone with Rachel for the first time ever, since we’d met.

“Oh, nothing, it’s just…” I couldn’t seem to find the right words.

“She was sexy wasn’t she?” Rachel asked, the tone of her voice demanding an agreeable reply from me. “She was turning you on with the way she was dancing on you, wasn’t she? At least it looked like you were really getting turned on.”

My cheeks began to feel hot, and I knew I was blushing. I‘d had a feeling that Rachel had been watching my reaction to Kandi’s striptease, and now, it was evident that she had. I was on the spot, and I really didn’t know what to say.

“Listen, Michelle, there’s no shame in being attracted to other women. Believe me, I know,” Rachel’s voice was suddenly soft, soothing, and reassuring. She pulled up in front of my house and shut the car off. I was still looking away, finding it hard to look directly at her because I knew she was looking at me.

Rachel reached over and turned my face toward hers with her hand, forcing me to look into her exquisitely pretty face. Her face was mere inches from mine, and she was looking deep into my eyes. It was almost as if her delectably enchanting eyes were looking into me—looking into my very soul. I felt something that I had never felt before, and I wanted more than anything to kiss her, right then and there.

“Rachel, I-I have to tell you something,” I said softly, my eyes never leaving hers. My voice was barely more than a whisper.

“Shhh,” Rachel put a smooth, manicured fingertip up to my lips. “You don’t have to say anything, Michelle. I already know. I’ve always known.” She ran her fingertip slowly and softly over my pursed lips. “I was just waiting for the right time,” she whispered softly, and with that, she leaned forward, closed her eyes and pressed her soft, luscious lips against mine, kissing me gently on the mouth. It was a soft, sweet kiss, and I didn’t’ turn away. I closed my eyes and let myself be kissed.

One kiss turned into two, and two turned into three. Before I knew it, Rachel had slipped her tongue between my parted lips and was exploring the inside of my mouth with it. I moaned and intertwined my tongue with hers. She moaned in reply and placed her hands on my face, deepening our kiss. It was so passionate and so pleasant.

When she finally broke away, she had a look of yearning in her eyes. It was the same look that Ryan would get whenever he was on fire for me.

“Invite me inside,” she whispered softly into my ear. Her breath was warm on my neck, and her lips brushed against my earlobe. I shuddered from the sensation and closed my eyes again.

“Okay,” I replied, taking a deep breath to try and compose myself. “Okay, Rachel. Do you want to---?”

“Yes!” she interrupted, hissing loudly. And with that, she opened her driver’s side door and got out. I got out of the passenger side and led her up the steps to my front door.

As soon as we were inside, Rachel attacked me. She was all over me. She pulled me against her and kissed me deeply, passionately, plunging her tongue into my mouth again and moaning with passion. I completely surrendered to her embrace, relishing every second as if it was my last.

We kissed our way back to my bedroom, and I was completely lost in the touch, the taste, the scent, the entire essence of the tantalizing, enticing beauty that was Rachel. With every kiss, I wanted another taste, and with every touch, I wanted to feel even more of her. I started unbuttoning the back of her dress, and she reached down to pull mine up over my hips and ass. We undressed one another, hurriedly, with the intensity and excitement of a kid unwrapping his favorite gift on Christmas day. All of the repressed attraction and deep sexual tension that had been building between the two of us over the past two years was finally being released, and it was exploding with an intense amount of passion and desire.

I unsnapped Rachel’s strapless silk bra and tossed it to the floor, and she did the same with mine. My hands found her soft, pert breasts, massaging and fondling, causing moans and sighs of pleasure to escape her sweet, exquisite lips. The sounds of her moans and sighs turned me on even more.

She pushed me down on the bed and spread my legs. I could barely believe that I, a woman who had never been with another woman, and who had sworn that she was straight (as an arrow, mind you) my whole entire life, was being seduced by the sexiest, most alluring woman I had ever met.

Rachel had my body on fire. Ryan didn’t even cross my mind. She climbed between my legs and trailed kisses down my neck and upper chest until she reached my fully-exposed breasts. I arched my back and sighed with pleasure as her soft lips met my erect nipples. She twirled her tongue around my nipples in a circular motion, teasing and nibbling gently, sending sensations all throughout my body. I grabbed her head and massaged her silky, smooth hair as I whispered her name over and over.

“Rachel, oh Rachel, Oh, Rachel!” I was drunk with desire for her. It had never felt quite like this with Ryan.

She worked her way down my belly, trailing kiss after kiss, until she reached the top of my thin satin panties. Then, she grabbed each side of them with her hands and bit the fabric between her teeth. She was pulling my panties off with both her hands and her teeth, and it was so hot that I had to watch her do it. I lifted my hips up off of the bed, slightly, so that she could slide them all the way down over my ass and thighs with ease. She raised my legs up into the air and pulled them over my bare feet with her mouth. It was the sexiest thing I have ever seen! Ryan had never done anything like that before.

Then, she spread my legs open again and gazed down at my cleanly-shaved crotch. Her eyes looked hungry with desire for me as they trailed down my naked body and stopped at my exposed mound. She ran her smooth hands slowly down my parted legs until they reached the top of my inner thighs.

“You’re so fucking hot, Michelle,” she said softly, dipping her head down to kiss the inside of my left thigh. She made me feel so beautiful, so sexy, and so free.

Then, her mouth was on my clit, kissing, licking and suckling hungrily. I raised my hips upward, pressing my crotch into her face as I cried out in overwhelming pleasure. I grabbed a handful of her beautiful hair and looked down at her as she continued to nibble on my bulb.

“Oh, GOD! Rachel!” I cried, rolling my eyes back into my head. I was literally humping her beautiful face as each lick brought me closer and closer to my climax.

“Mmm, Michelle, you taste so good,” she mumbled into my mound. I felt her slide two fingers into my dripping wet hole, bringing me even closer to my orgasm.

I couldn’t take it anymore, the sensation of her skilled fingers, massaging and stroking the inside of my pussy combined with the intense pleasure of her lips and tongue going to town my swollen, throbbing clit sent me over the edge.

I grabbed her hair and screamed out loud as my climax began to peak and take over my entire body.

“Oh, GOOODDD!” I screamed. “Oh Rachel, YESSS! I’m cumming! OHHHHH!” I couldn’t help myself. My body tensed up, and I pressed my crotch into her face, pressing down on her head as my earth-shattering orgasm reached its peak and intensified. My legs started to tremble uncontrollably, and I screamed louder, as tears of immense joy began to fill up inside my eyes. I was in ecstasy!

Finally, my climax plateaued, and then began to wane. I let out a deep, long sigh and opened my eyes. Rachel was looking up at me, licking her lips and smiling proudly.

The sight of her looking at me that way did something to me. She had given me the most powerful, intense orgasm I had ever had in my life, and I was dying to return the favor.

I pulled Rachel up to my face and kissed her, tasting the juices of my orgasm on her lips.

“I bet you taste even better,” I told her, with lust in my eyes.

I rolled her over onto her back and climbed between her legs. I wanted to pull her thong panties down with my teeth, but I wasn’t as skilled in that department as she was, so I just slowly pulled them down over her slender hips and buttocks and slid them down her long, smooth legs. After they fell down onto the bed, I picked them up with my teeth and then leaned down to tongue-kiss her with her thong panties still in my mouth.

She found that hot and we kissed for a moment. Then I broke away and dropped her thong down on the bed so that I could trail kisses down her neck and chest, the way she’d done for me. She leaned back onto the bed and moaned in pleasure as my tongue and lips drew circles around her pert nipples. Then, I took her breasts deep into my mouth, sucking them as if they were a large round cock. She loved it.

I was moaning almost as loudly as she was, relishing the taste of her flesh. She tasted as good as she smelled: fruity and delicious. I made my way down her thin, flat belly until I reached her mound. I stopped for a moment so that I could take her in. Her body was so perfect and gorgeous. I couldn’t stop running my hands all over her smooth, silky skin. I parted the lips of her pretty little cunt with my fingertips, and my mouth found her small, moist little bulb. She groaned loudly when I pressed my tongue against it and raised her hips slightly in response.

This was the very first time I had ever tasted another woman, and I wasn’t sure how good I was going to be. But, I wanted so badly to please Rachel, to give her the immense pleasure and satisfaction that she had given me. I listened to her moans and sighs and paid close attention to her body language. When she began to writhe and groan with delight, I knew I was doing a good job.

I slid two fingers inside of her soaking wet pussy and pressed against the soft spot directly behind her clit, while simultaneously licking and sucking at her clit, hungrily.

“Oh, Michelle!” she cried out, grabbing two handfuls of my hair and pressing her crotch harder against my face. “You’re gonna make me….” She couldn’t even finish her sentence.

“OHHHHHH! YEEEESSSS!” She cried, loudly. A warm wetness overflowed onto my fingers which were still submerged inside her hot, sweet cunt and I knew she was cumming. I was so proud of myself. She screamed out in pleasure, and her body stiffened as her powerful orgasm peaked and overcame her. Her legs began to tremble and shake, and then finally her climax began to subside.

I withdrew my fingers from her dripping, juice-filled pussy and stuck them both in my mouth, sucking off every drop of her tart, tasty essence. We embraced for a deep kiss, and our tongues intertwined again. Then, I collapsed onto the bed beside her. I pulled her closer to me and wrapped my arm around her, wanting to feel her warm, soft skin against mine. The two of us lay there for a few moments, basking silently in the afterglow of our hot, steamy encounter.

I think I must have drifted off to sleep before she did, because when I woke up, she was already gone. There was a note sitting on the nightstand beside my queen-sized bed.

My dearest Michelle,

The night we spent together was one of the best nights of my life, and I will never forget it. You will always have a special place in my heart. After today, however, you will fully belong to my brother and what we shared can never happen again. I will remember our special night for the rest of my life, and I wish you and my brother many, many happy years together. I will always be here for you, Michelle, as a friend and as a sister.

Love,

Rachel Sue Jenson

Tears actually came to my eyes as I read it. I folded it up and stuck in the top drawer of my nightstand. I now knew for certain that Rachel had needed to “get me out of her system” before I married her twin brother. Honestly, that was just fine with me. We would always have our little secret, and it would be just between us. I will always cherish the night I had with her, but I decided at that moment to never speak of it again. Besides, what Ryan doesn’t know can’t hurt him, right?


42. My Passion On Ice: First Time Lesbian Sex in the Locker Room by April Fisher

Everyone has their idols, the people they look up to, their heroes. For me, that was a figure skater, a graceful woman with the body language of a goddess. One day, my best friend uploaded a video of me copying one of my idol’s routines – and then said idol showed up at my door. Needless to say, the day she showed up and every day after that was very special.

The constant, methodical scratch of the skates on the ice is something I live for. It’s cold inside the rink, but that’s okay. I embraced the cold – it was better than the summer, and the fake intimacy and activities it promised. Warmth was only there for a fleeting moment, when the earth awoke from a momentary slumber underneath a sheet of white. The cold would always be there, waiting to slip in, waiting to claim the next person, the next area for its own. The cold was somehow comforting to me.

But even more comforting than that was the dance it enabled on its slippery surfaces. Whereas with most other dances you stayed on a firm ground, ice skating allowed me to flow, and if I didn’t follow the dance set to me by the ice, I would fail, and the ice would betray my footing. I would fall. When I ice skated, I had to give myself fully over to the dance, and I found nothing more joyful than to do so. I lost myself on the rink.

There was someone else even better at being in harmony with the ice than me, though. I admired her from the day I found her as a young teenager. She was the first of her kind – a woman figure skater barely out of high school… and she won the grand prize for being the best in the world. I always watched her at night with stars in my eyes. Her body was flawless; her movements graceful and surrendering.

More than that even; she was the most realistic person I’d ever seen in a celebrity world. In her interviews, she always talked about being on a figure skating team in high school. She would always be the odd one out, because she couldn’t perform choreography well, always failing in obvious ways where other girls thrived and smiled. But what she lacked in that, she made up for in hard work… and her freestyle. When she could do whatever she wanted on the ice, she was a goddess. No one could overtake her, no one could overthrow her. She ruled that world. She ruled it, and she made it to the top with her gift.

A judge on the TV when she had won her grand prize said it best: “She has a special gift of communication with the ice. She casts a spell over the people when she displays this gift, and once they’ve seen her, no one can deny that she deserves to be where she is.”

It was extra cold inside the rink as I stepped inside and strapped on my skates. Perhaps it was a special occasion? No one was at the front desk yet – I had probably come before the public was allowed in. I was friends with the owner, and he let me in whenever I wished to practice for free. I always brought my own skates – rented ones would never do because they had to have the perfect feel to them. I dropped my purse outside the rink and slid onto the ice. On one end of the rink, there was a stereo system for music. I went over and slipped a CD into it, and pressed it on. The music, a soft violin, and a melodic piano, rang out in the rink and I began to dance.

The music had been commissioned from my best friend, who was an audio engineer for a local indie gaming company that had recently gotten a big break into the industry. Her name was Viola, and she had always supported my hobbies and passions, especially figure skating. For her to write a song for me was a great honor. I told her to write the music with my favorite routine in mind, and as I practiced over the weeks, the music came together, and now it was finally finished. I decided to try it out for the first time, and that’s why I was here.

The cold air of the rink zoomed past as my skates scratched on the ice. Regardless what people thought, it was a great effort to go with the flow. I always found myself out of breath after a training session, and today was no different. Loops and jumps took a lot of my energy, and this routine had many different jumps. I had never managed to do every single quad loop in one song – and I don’t think anyone ever had the stamina for it. But I resolved to try anyways.

Skate, skate, move my arms, quad toe loop, skate… just follow the music and the motions, and everything would come to me naturally. Just lose myself in the music. I told myself this every time just before a song began, and then once the notes played, I lost myself without any effort. All my problems and fears melt away when I’m on the ice.

The song picked up in intensity and vigor, and I found it hard to follow, but still, I persevered, and I finished the song with a jump, landing on one foot, and spreading my arms while skating backwards, and then putting my other foot down to stop on the last note.

“You really have a talent,” I heard a familiar voice say. It was Viola, standing where I had been before I got into the rink. She was holding her phone. “Your favorite routine works really well with my original song.”

“I’m so happy you made it for me,” I panted through my expended stamina, skating slowly over to her. “I owe you a buffet run at least.”

She giggled. Viola was a slim woman who had a hard time staying that way because her love of food often betrayed her. She ate healthy most of the time, and spent half an hour each day exercising, but inevitably she would cave, and she would regain the weight in a week. Even when she did cheat on her fitness lifestyle, she was desirable. She had always been jealous of my ability to manage my ballet body, but I had been skating like this since I was child – I was used to the effort ice skating made on someone. The comparison wasn’t really fair to make. Regardless, I knew we were both beautiful even if we weren’t perfect. “I’ll take you up on that soon - I’m almost at my goal of being my ideal weight.”

“A number doesn’t mean anything, Viola.” I playfully pinched her arm fat. “Whether you’re a hundred pounds or three hundred, this cute arm fat will always be there.”

She huffed and pulled herself away from, but I could see the curl of a stifled smile. “Well, I recorded your routine. I think I should upload the video – people might take notice of you.”

All the blood ran to my face, and I stuttered. “O-online?”

“Where else, silly?”

“Can I least see it first?”

“You were perfect, don’t worry. I’m sure even your idol would find it appealing, especially since you improved on her routine.”

“B-but wouldn’t she be jealous? What if she hates me? No, you couldn’t possibly upload it online…”

Viola smiled. “Well, get your skates off at least and come to lunch with me. I’ll upload it, and then if it gets a good reception from people, you can decide what to do then. If people hate it, I’ll take it down. Or disable the comments. I could disable the comments if you’d like.”

I untied my skates and kicked them off. “Yeah, that would be good.”

We went to lunch together, and the whole time I worried about what people were thinking of me. What if I had messed up a toe loop, or what if I hadn’t moved in the right direction, or my arms didn’t flow properly? I had always been self-conscious in front of people until the music started. I had always been nervous to get on stage – which was why I never had.

“Well, so far the views and likes are steady,” Viola said as she checked the video after lunch. “Maybe you should keep an eye on it from here. But don’t think too much about it, okay? Focus on whatever else you’ve got going on.”

“College?” I muttered. “I hate writing essays…”

Viola smirked. “You’re the one that majored in business.”

“That’s because I thought it would be useful… I never imagined it would be this fucking boring.”

“Then change your major. I’ve gotta go, and I’m a bit late on a project. See ya!”

I waved as she left, and headed home. Viola had been lucky enough to find a job straight out of high school because of her natural musical talents and computers. I had always struggled in school, however. I had only gotten an A twice in my entire high school career, and both were in physical education.

I opened the front door to my house and kicked off my boots. As I zipped down my coat and hung it up, my dad came downstairs. “That video you uploaded is blowing up,” he said. “Are you sure you wanted people to see that?”

I grumbled. “Viola uploaded it. I think it’s okay as long as people don’t hate me completely, though…”

“Hate you?” My dad smiled. “They love you, pumpkin. Keep it up.”

He ruffled my hair knowing I hated my hair being messed up, and then we decided on what to eat for supper.

The next day rolled around, and the phone rang, waking me up from a pool of my own drool soaking a spot on my pillow. I picked up the phone and answered without looking at the name. “Hnnn?” I muttered. “Who is it this early?”

“It’s me, Viola. Do you realize how popular your video is?”

I shook my head from sleep. “Well, it was okay last night…”

“Look it up now.”

“M’kay, give me a second…”

“Look it up!”

I held the phone away from my ear, not sleepy anymore. Viola had a short temper sometimes, especially when it came to me. She was fiercely loyal, to the point where she would probably actually help you bury a body. And wake you up early in the morning when something was super important. I grumbled as I got out of bed and turned my computer on. “Okay, okay, I’m up, computer’s booting.”

“Good. By the way, any visitors?”

I furrowed my brow. “Are you outside my door with pizza again?”

“No, no, I was just curious.”

I logged into my computer and checked the video. I nearly dropped the phone when I saw how popular the video had gotten overnight. Almost a million views, and she hadn’t disabled the comments like she said she would, probably because she thought the criticism would be better for me than not knowing. The top comment was from… my idol.

The comment read: “Wow. I didn’t think anyone would be able to perform that routine. Well done!”

“Did you know about this the whole time?” I almost screamed into the phone. “How long has that been up?”

Viola had a conniving, smug tone in her voice. “It’s been up there since four in the morning. You do know she’s in a different time zone.”

“Not anymore!”

The voice made my blood run cold for a split second. I froze in place, and everything went silent for a moment. I slowly turned to my doorway. My dad stood there. I must have been going crazy because I heard her voice. My dad walked inside. “There’s someone here to see you.”

I almost screamed when I saw her standing there, with her perfect body and perfect clothing and her azure eyes sparkling at me. She was smiling at me. I looked down at myself and realized I was nowhere even close to presentable. I reached over for a pillow and covered my chest with it, hugging it close. “I’m sorry; I should have been more prepared!”

She giggled at my expression and held up a hand. “It’s okay, it’s actually kind of refreshing. Listen, I want to go skating with you. Do you think we could? It’s been a long time since I’ve skated anywhere besides a stage.”

I nodded a little too eagerly. “I’ll get dressed!”

She and my father left the room, and I picked up my phone again. “You were planning this weren’t you?”

Viola snickered. “Go get ‘em, bestie.”

I growled and hung up, and got my stuff together to go to the rink. I met her downstairs, and we walked to the rink together in relative silence. An occasional question about each other’s lives, but for the most part I fidgeted awkwardly.

When we got to the rink, we found it mostly empty except for the front desk. It was still pretty early in the morning, so I wasn’t surprised. We went to the ladies’ locker room to put our unnecessary clothing in a locker, and with my skates slung over my shoulder, I tried to walk out to the rink – until she grabbed my wrist. I turned around. “What’s up?”

She pinned me to one of the lockers, and I widened my eyes.  My heart started beating rapidly, even more so than when she had first shown up. I could smell the scent of expensive spicy perfume coming from her skin, and minty fresh breath close to my face. Her hair looked so soft and perfect I wanted to touch it. It was only when she spoke that I grew any sort of courage to do anything. “I’ve never seen anyone do what you did on that video. You have… a talent.”

I acted as though I was already on the ice and let the flow overtake me. My arms moved on their own, and I placed my hands on her cheeks. “I was only following you.”

She inhaled when my hands touched her. “Are you always so cold to touch…?”

I instinctively pulled my hands away. “Yes… I spend a lot of my time in the rink, so…”

“I think that’s amazing…”

I didn’t expect her to move in, but she did, and I felt how cold her lips were on mine. My heart almost beat out of my chest. Her taste was one of freshness, sweet and also chilly, like an early spring morning with the dew of melted snow covering everything. I couldn’t help but return her kiss, even with how nervous I was. Was this quick? Were we moving too fast? Was the only reason she’d come to see me because she’d seen how I moved on the video and found a sexual attraction?

I found I didn’t care for her reason – at least not right now. I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her in closer. She pressed her pelvis against mine, and at that moment I felt a fire ignite in me. Even though she was my idol, I found that I loved her touch and her kiss. I wanted more of it. I couldn’t believe it myself that I swung that way, but I couldn’t stop the flow of the moment once it started.

She placed a hand on my waist – no, not my waist, my shirt. She pulled it up a little, and put her warm hands on my bare skin underneath. The cold skin relaxed at her touch, and I almost felt my skin expand in relief from the cold. Any tense areas her hand touched melted away. I moaned a little into her kiss, feeling too good for words to describe. I had never been more nervous or more excited in my life.

She moved her kisses downward to my neck, and then my earlobe. I shivered when her breath touched my ear. She whispered into it, gently but just enough to tickle, just a little. “Do you want me too?”

I nodded, and that was all she needed. It became a whirlwind of clothes flying everywhere, with kisses so deep and long, and our surroundings disappeared behind closed eyes, savoring every sensation. I felt her hands roaming my naked body as the last of my clothing came off, and she lifted me into the air, gripping my thighs tightly,  and carrying me over to a bench and laying me down. She climbed over me.

“What if we get caught?” I panted, not worried about it since no one ever showed up here besides me before nine in the morning, even though it opened at eight. The front desk almost never came into the locker rooms anyways except at the end of the day to clean up any trash or things left behind.

“We’ll say I was… trying to help you exercise.” It was a flimsy excuse at best, but I accepted it, and she began grinding her thigh between my legs. I moaned a little at the feeling of such soft skin there and pulled her in close to kiss her again. The next moment, I felt her wetness against my own thigh. She must have wanted me really badly. Had I been that attractive on the video that she had been willing to fly out just to have me? I felt flattered and turned on by her willingness to go to such lengths for me. No one else except Viola had ever done such a thing.

She bit my bottom lip as she moved in to kiss, and then sucked on it. I imagined I would have to hide a lip hickey later, but it felt so good that I didn’t care. Her sucking on my lip sent a chill down my spine, to my pelvis and I arched from the sensation, my breasts pressing against hers. Her breasts were bigger than mine, something I didn’t expect but then again she always wore tight clothing, pressing down on her boobs. It made them appear rather flat, but up close, she was well endowed, and they were so soft and squishy; I wanted to fondle them and make her feel really good, but she had me pinned down underneath her.

Pinned and vigorously fucking me. Even in the cold air of the locker room, we were sweating as we grinded each other, and I felt my pussy get bigger with pleasure with every moment. I felt my thigh get slick with her wetness, and the smell of sex was prominent in the air around us. I didn’t care – the effort of this pleasure was worth it. She moaned into our kiss, and her body grew tense. I realized she was having her orgasm, and I made it a point not to stop grinding her until she was finished. She went on for almost an eternity before her body relaxed. She broke the kiss, panting. Her eyes were glazed over, and I thought for a moment it was over. “Fuck, I needed that…” she muttered before she moved down the bench and put her hand on my pussy.

I bit my lip to stifle my noises as she rubbed my clit in circular motions. She knew exactly what I liked without me even telling her, something not even Viola had been able to do. Then again, me and Viola never had sex. But in general, most people could never guess what I wanted because I was such a quiet person.

No longer, because I was getting close to my own climax and she continued to touch me. I appreciated that she was taking the time to pleasure me as well and I hoped I wasn’t being a burden to her. Even in the haze of my pleasure, I was worried about this. It probably took me longer to finish, but in no way stopped me because my body knew who was touching me and it was more excited than I was scared. I could feel how slick her fingers became on me, and when she inserted one, I felt myself go right over the edge. “Ah fuck, yes!”

I almost cried out in pleasure as she finger fucked me to orgasm within seconds, my body quivering and writhing. Cold may have been the rule of the world I lived in, but the warmth she gave me was more than just warmth. It was heaven, it was life, and it was a sensory buffet. She filled me with desire, and it came out like fireworks. Behind my closed eyes, I saw the many colors of the rainbow explode into my vision.

They were gone just as quickly as they came, as I came, and I took her hand to stop her. “It’s… I… okay…”

She smiled and sat down by my side. “Good, huh?”

I chuckled a little as the cold came back to envelope me, the warmth rushing from my skin as quickly as she had given it to me. “Amazing…”

She didn’t waste time dressing back up. “I’ll have a shower after we’re done skating, but only if you join me.” She smirked.

I sat up with a little effort, still winded after what happened. There was one question weighing on my mind now, one that could no longer wait, even if I was stark naked and freezing. “Why did you come here?”

She offered her hand, and I took it. I leaned down to pick up my clothes and dressed myself as she explained herself. “I’ve been skating without inspiration for a long time now,” she said, looking a little depressed. “The ice is not as bright and welcoming as it once was for me.”

I pulled my shirt over my head. “And, what does that have to do with me?”

She chuckled. “You have that something I was missing. Perhaps I can show you here, on the ice, right now?”

I picked up my skates, and she followed me out on the rink with her own. “I suppose it’s the only way to show me?”

Even though we had just had sex, which seemed to explain a lot of what she had been missing already. “The only way,” she said through a smile that was as genuine as Viola’s when she said that my skating was worthy of her music. She was a harsh critic sometimes.

We strapped our skates on, and she skidded over to the stereo. She pulled her phone from her pocket and plugged it in effortlessly. The song echoed off the walls, a fast-paced tango that she quickly made me join, skating with our hands joined together, and sometimes our bodies as she led me into the dance, and I had no choice but to follow her.

In the notes of the tango, I heard a duet of life. It was no longer a solo, a single person skating on the ice. Two people were joined, locked in a sweaty reunion of soul mates, melting the ice away into a hot summer’s day on a beach, in the water. The water had tiny fish that circled around us, and our hair flowed upwards with the bubbles, and still, we moved with the water until suddenly it stopped, and we were back on the ice, her on top of me with her legs in a split. She’d ended the song this way, and now I understood what she’d been missing.

“There can be no winter without summer,” I panted, on my back and unmoving except for the heavy rise and fall of my chest.

“And vice versa,” she said, almost as if she hadn’t broken a sweat, but I could see the beads along her forehead. She pulled me up. “Would you like to learn how to be the summer to my winter?”

The words took a while to sink in. “What are you asking me, exactly?”

For my whole life, I had admired the way she embraced the cold, the glitter in her eyes and the outfits she wore during her routines, all to convey a certain feeling to her audience. She had always been the queen of ice, and I her humble follower. And now she was telling me I was to be her opposite?

“I am asking you to be my partner on the ice.”

But what about college? It was my first thought. My second thought came out of my mouth before I could stop it. “Yes, of course!”

She smiled and patted me on the shoulder. “I knew you would. You have a special talent.”

“I only have it because I’ve been watching you.”

She shook her head. “You have been watching me wishing you could be me, when in reality that can never be. A flower can never bloom in the winter. It can only succumb to it.”

I took off my skates, pondering what she meant by succumb. Did that mean that she would always be the leader in our duets? I put my boots on, silent in my own questions. She led me out of the rink, hand in hand. I realized I didn’t care if anyone noticed. But what would that do for her career?

“So… I’m a flower?” I asked, thoroughly confused.

Outside, it was snowing, light little flakes hitting the ground and then melting because it was still too warm for it to stay. “Yes. You are a flower who wants to be the first to bloom in the snow. But you cannot be anything than what you are. And what you are is already enough for me.”

“And what are you?”

I felt a little silly for asking given that she’d just showed me what she was missing. But I wanted her to say it out loud. To say the thing I’d seen the entire time she’d be skating. The queen of ice, the creator of snow, a master of the cold.

When she smiled again, I knew she wouldn’t say it. “I don’t think I even need to tell you this. Why don’t you tell me?”

Before I could answer, the vibrating of my phone against my thigh made me jump. I pulled it out of my pants. It was Viola. “Hello?”

“Is that YOU with HER holding hands?”

I widened my eyes and looked around, pulling my hand away. “Are you spying on us?!”

“I wanted to ask if you two were ready.”

“Huh? Ready for what?” I stared at her, and the expression on her face was enough for me to figure out the rest.

“Didn’t she ask you?”

“Yeah, she did. I take it you’re writing the music?”

“Well, she did promise me ten percent for when you win.” Viola’s voice was rather smug and devious.

“I think that’s a fair trade… wait, ten percent of what?!”

“The grand prize of a million dollars, for when you two win the world championship.”

“Whaaaat?!”


43. Faith’s Night at the Club: First Time Lesbian Sex with a Biker Chick by Joni Blake

When you’re always the girl of every guy’s dreams, life can take on an interesting twist after a while. I like having a boyfriend as well as the next girl but the search for someone who will treat me normally and not either like a dirt bag or a benevolent queen can be tiresome. One evening not so long ago I decided to leave all that baggage behind. Instead of choosing which nice guy or which jerky jock to be with, I went to a place I never thought I would go. What followed was a night like none I’ve had before. I guess it’s true there is a first time for everything, even for a head cheerleading beauty queen like myself.

A good friend of mine named Tess is always talking about trying to get a guy to want to be with her. She doesn’t care if it’s for one night or months at a time, she just talks like she is desperate for a boyfriend. I find that hard to believe because I’ve seen some guys who are into her, but it’s something I cannot relate to at all.

I have what most of my girlfriends call a blessed set of genes. I’m five foot seven inches tall with long brown hair that I usually touch up with highlights. I’ve got a naturally great body in terms of what most guys look for, like the numbers in that old song; thirty-six, twenty-four, thirty-six. My parents have an interesting enough lineage that I have always kept a natural tan to my skin without having to ruin my skin in the sun or in the tanning bed. In addition to those natural attributes, I also have always excelled at sports and academics.

These are things I do not say to brag; they are just true. The main reason I am starting with them, however, is to set the stage to tell you what I am sick to death of guys. I cannot stand them. I’ve been the head cheerleader, the captain of the dance team and three different times have been crowned a beauty queen. Hot guys think they can treat me like dirt because they’re stupid. Nerdy guys think they can marry me because they are smart. Jocks thing I belong with them because I am supposedly the hottest girl they know, and I am sick of all of it.

Guys who buy me a drink are either trying to get me drunk, so I’ll do something I regret, look tough because they think I’ll be more attracted to them or just trying to prove to their buddies they would speak to me. I can almost never just walk into a bar and get a drink. I certainly can never do it alone and stopped trying years ago. Now I always have a support group of at least two friends at the start of the night. Even then it usually ends quickly for one of two reasons. They either get jealous of all the guys talking to me, or I get jealous because they get a few guys who want something other than to win a bet by simply talking to them.

I’ve had boyfriends on and off but they usually either want to get physical way to fast or want to drop to one knee after the second date. Once I went out with a guy I met at a church event, and he was talking about what a great father he would be to our kids before desert was served. True story. So, yeah, I’m tired of men completely and have been spouting it to my friends in much the same way I did here, for the better part of the last six months.

Enter Tess, a few weeks ago who finally told me she was tired of hearing me complain. She can be a bit blunt sometimes, but that’s what I love about her. She said, “Faith, for god’s sake, stop complaining about men! Either join a convent or go to a lesbian club but shut up talking about it, already!”

Mandy, another good friend of mine, said, “She’s right Faith. Nobody said you had to have a guy.”

“But I do want a good boyfriend who doesn’t just see me for my body,” I said.

“Oh, put it on a t-shirt!” Tess said, drawing a laugh from the other two of us. “Boo-hoo, I’m beautiful. Two options: Convent or lesbian club. No, wait, there is a third option. I could strangle you.”

The conversation turned a bit after I told her she was right and started trying to forget about the entire subject. Maybe I didn’t need a man after all. Maybe I could just focus on my job and saving money for my own house and forget the rest of it, especially the man drama. Truthfully, I had started to get a little tired of the sound of my own voice when I complained about the same things over and over. It wasn’t that it wasn’t a real issue because it was. The point Tess was trying to make, she later explained, was that things clearly weren’t improving with my current treatment of it, so I needed to change things up. She also said she wasn’t serious about her two options but that she would hold on to the third option if I started whining about guys again.

With no other choice in the matter, I tried simply forgetting about it all around. I didn’t go to any clubs or bars or churches, sticking close to stores and work for a couple of weeks. At first, it was alright, but I started to want one of those wild nights on the town. I almost asked Tess and Mandy to go out with me, but that wouldn’t do any good after the blessing out they had given me. Finally, I tried one of those little places where you got to drink and paint at the same time.

Two guys asked me out in the first hour, and the little instructor guy asked for me to stay after class, as if it was a real damn class. I was the first one out the door, not even having enjoyed my time drinking and throwing paint all over the place. When I got home, I was put out with the entire mess again and felt like I had no options. A thought occurred to me, that I had two options. Of course, I wasn’t the kind of girl who could join a convent, and I wasn’t a lesbian, so those didn’t seem real either.

A few days later, two nights ago, I had the craziest thought I have ever entertained and started searching my phone to see if there was a lesbian club in town. If nothing else, at least I wouldn’t have a bunch of guys hitting on me there. I didn’t find a specific lesbian club, but I did find an interesting spot simply named, The Club. It welcomed everyone of every sexual habit for a night of crazy drinking and fun times without the hassle of a hookup.

I was a curious, so I called the place and talked to a nice woman about my issues with pickup lines and guys in general. She simply chuckled and said that The Club was the place for me. She even said to ask for her, and she would let me in without a cover charge for the night, and I could leave anytime I felt uncomfortable. At first, I wondered if there were those attending who were not simply allowed to leave but instead of asking her to clarify, I told her my name was Faith and that I would be there shortly.

About ten minutes into the drive, I was thankful that I had looked up the address before heading out. I knew my way around town well but this place appeared to be a little out of town to the north, an area I didn’t know very well. The eight-lane turned into six-lane, and the road I exited on was a tight two-lane. Shortly the nice pavement and sharply painted lines gave way to much older blacktop with lines you couldn’t even see anymore.

It was about that time that I not only started to wish I had someone with me but I also checked the GPS at every stop sign to see how much farther I had to drive. One thing for sure, I had plenty of gas, so if I wanted to back out, I could do just that and drive back home if I truly felt unsafe once I arrived. Before long I arrived in the parking lot and was surprised to see it packed to the edge. Luckily I found a spot and parked where I could watch the door from a distance. The people going in seemed to be simple enough, but one thing I noticed was that there seemed to be a lot of bikers and biker chicks going inside.

A quick internet search told me a little more about the place but didn’t suggest it was a biker bar or a lesbian bar. It wasn’t a bar, per say, it was a club, the article on it read. As such, like in most clubs, there were rules and though it didn’t list all of them, one did get my attention. The second rule listed in the article was no cheesy pickup lines. It was a little detail but coupled with the forty-dollar cover charge, and the biker contingent seemed to keep the sleazy customers away despite the run-down location.

The article satisfied some of my fears over the place, so I closed it out and stepped out of my car. Once I closed the door, I began to feel as if I may have dressed for the sleazy places instead of this place if the article was to be believed. Maybe I should have worn a leather jacket and chaps instead of tight jeans and a tank top that hugged tightly to my breasts. At last, I shrugged it off and walked towards the door.

Ahead of me, three big bikers walked in, and I slowed down on instinct, wanting to make sure I was alone when I approached the door. The lone bouncer greeted me with a quick nod and said, “Forty dollars.”

I smiled up at him, “Hello, my name is Faith. Ice, at least I think that was her name, said to mention that I was here to see her.”

He touched a button on his ear piece, “Ice. Joe here. Some girl named Faith says you asked for her. Yeah,” he glanced down at me, “I would say so. Alright, she’ll be right up.” He took his finger from his ear and said, “Go on in. Take the stairs to the right of the bar up to the second floor. Ice will be in a booth on the left side against the balcony.” He opened the door and waited for me to do as he said.

Feeling refreshingly small and unimportant around the entrance of The Club and from the way they spoke of me, I nodded my thanks and walked inside. It was dark but not so dark that I couldn’t see what the inside was like. Instantly I knew I was in a place like none I had ever seen before. There was a huge bar along the back of the huge open room and stages along the side. Tables were situated around the floor, and with a mixture of men and women, most of whom appeared to be bikers, relaxing and enjoying a drink.

Along the right-side stages, there were multiple girls dancing with each other wearing nearly nothing and the same was going on along the left-side stages but men were there. I had never seen a place quite like it even in a television show, but instead of trying to figure it out, I enjoyed the fact that nobody was staring at me and walked towards the stairs I had been directed to.

I expected the upstairs area to be as packed as the downstairs, but it wasn’t. There was a small bar to one side with a male bartender pouring a drink and one striking woman directly where the bouncer said this Ice would be. Hesitation kept me from strolling right on over there, but eventually, I started in that direction slowly. About half way there the drink that had been in the bartender’s charge came sliding down the bar in my direction, coming to a stop within arm’s reach. I glanced up at the bartender who nodded towards the woman. When I looked at her, she pointed at the drink and then looked away.

The feeling of unease was a bit sexy even at that early point in the night, and with a shrug, I grabbed the drink and carried it to the booth, setting it down in front of the woman. She grabbed it and drank half of it in one gulp before looking at me questioningly. I shook my head, “I’m fine for now, thanks. You must be Ice.”

“That’s me,” she was glancing over the balcony at the stages below, “It’s how most of the people who work here know me anyway.”

“You work here?” I asked.

“That’s one way to put it,” she smiled more warmly than I would have thought she could, “Another way would be to say I own the joint.”

“Really?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said glancing back over the rail, “I guess you had me pinned as a dancer with the name Ice. Most people make the same assumption. For the record, my real name is Tanya, but I would prefer you call me Ice while we are here.”

“Are we going somewhere different?” I asked, picking up the unspoken assumption.

She smirked, “We’ll see.”

Instead of trying to figure out what she meant, I looked over my shoulder and asked the bartender for a beer. He poured me a tall mug and brought it over. As I drank it, I took in the large but very attractive woman who wanted to be called Ice. If I had to guess how she got the nickname, it would be thanks to her calm and cool demeanor. She was dressed like a prototypical biker with leather pants, boots and a leather jacket over a white tank top that dipped down low enough to show plenty of cleavage. It was difficult to say for sure sitting down, but I would assume she was at least six feet tall with short blonde hair driven together in a mohawk down the center of her head. The spiked hair in the center would take her inches over six feet to be sure.

With those attributes and measurements, I would think she would be brutish and stern, but she wasn’t. She had been nothing but warm despite her cool overall emotional state. She was, in fact, a walking contradiction. A woman who could be seen only as a powerful woman but with a face and a body that appeared to have a toned softness to it. Some part of me even then wanted to feel her hips, shoulders, arms and even her thighs to see if she was as hard as stone or as soft and lovely as she seemed.

At last, I found the voice for a question that had been with me since just after I walked in, “So, this is half bar and half strip club, right? Those appear to be hired strippers on both sides.”

“They do, don’t they?” she smiled and then looked back at me, “This is The Club, and we are not a strip club. Those are not employees believe it or not. We have stages on the sides for anyone who feels the urge to dance. Some come here and do it on a dare. They get to keep any tips they get while they are dancing and we allow it as long as it doesn’t get too sexual. Would you like to try it?”

My face moved back in surprise, and I answered quickly, “No! No, way! I came here wanting to avoid attention like that and find a way to have a good time without men hanging all over me. If that is the only reason you asked me to come, then maybe I should go.”

She laughed and shook her head, “Relax, I was teasing you. I understood what you said on the phone, and now that I see you, your amazing body and that incredible magazine cover face of yours, I completely get it. It’s a shame though. You’d be great at it even if you can’t dance that well. But I’d probably have to post a bouncer near you to keep some drunk fool from breaking our come-on rules, so it’s just as well you’re scared.”

“Oh,” I corrected her, “I’m not scared of dancing or even showing my body off in front of a person or two. I can dance pretty damn well, but I certainly don’t want that much attention.”

“Maybe you could dance for me then. How does that sound?” she asked.

“Oh, I don’t think I want to do that,” I answered.”

She smirked, “Being scared to take your clothes off in front of people isn’t a knock on you Faith. If anything, it’s a compliment. Don’t be ashamed of it. I do have an idea that might show you a surprisingly good time though without you having to take your clothes off at all.”

“What’s that?” I asked.

“You’ll see,” she said and looked at the bartender, “Put on my favorite song for the balcony speakers only and give us some privacy Newt.”

The bartender nodded and did as she said, quickly leaving the balcony to just the two of us. I was a little uneasy, but it wasn’t like we were completely isolated. It was a balcony, not a jail cell for god’s sake, so I kept quiet and watched as she sauntered across the floor, swaying to the music. I wouldn’t have thought she would be so willing to dance openly since she was the owner of the place but then again owning such a place might be just the evidence that Ice loved doing things quite a bit differently than I or anyone else might expect.

She toyed with her jacket for a moment before taking it off and tossing it towards the bar. Her arms weren’t thin by any stretch, but they were tight. It was obvious she took care of herself. Then she shocked me by quickly ripping her top off and tossing it over the bar as well, leaving her dancing in only a black bra and the leather that covered her legs and feet.

Ice started moving her hands down her chest, stomach and eventually between her thighs. She rubbed her crotch and gyrated her hips to the music. It was about that time that I noticed I was holding my breath subconsciously and when I breathed again it came in quicker bursts. This was not only shocking from the woman I barely knew; it was sexy too. She started to glare at me with a look I had seen before but never from another woman.

Suddenly I began to feel like I had been set up somehow. Had she only asked me up here after promising me nobody would come on to me – not in so many words – so she could come on to me herself? She began dancing her way across the floor towards me, and I wondered what line she would have. Would it be something clever she had used on other girls or guys? Was she a lesbian or bi or was she just screwing with me? When she was within a few feet of the table, she motioned for me to join her but I shook my head.

She motioned again for me to join her and that time I stood up but was planning to tell her I had to leave. I basically just did not want to hear her come on to me for thirty minutes and play the same game I came to that place hoping to avoid. Because I didn’t want to be completely rude, I stood near her and held my finger up hoping she would stop. She didn’t, but I started talking anyway.

“Ice! I need to leave!” I yelled over the music. “Thanks for everything but I…”

The sentence stopped as Ice turned towards me, put her hands on the sides of my face and kissed me. Her lips slammed against mine in a stunning move that I never expected. Her tongue tried to part my lips, and to my surprise, I let her. In another couple of seconds, I found myself lip to lip in the first ever girl kiss I had even so much as tried, much less enjoyed. And boy did I ever enjoy it.

Here I was expecting come on lines and attempts to pick me up and instead she just dove towards me and went for it. Once again I was caught off guard, and I loved the way it felt. This was not nearly the same thing guys tried to do. In fact, I could only think of one guy who had ever even tried to kiss me within the first day of meeting me and that hadn’t turned out very well for him.

At last, after probably two minutes or more, she pulled back from the kiss and smiled at me, “What did you say?”

“I said I have to…”

“Never mind,” she said, “I can’t stop myself long enough to listen to you.”

She dove in once again for another kiss, but this time she grabbed my ass with one hand and my breasts with the other. While I kissed her back with as much passion as I could muster while trying to keep up with what she was doing to me, she reached down and pulled the shirt clean off me and then unbuttoned my jeans. By the time she broke the kiss only to tilt her head to the other side and kiss me again, she was unfastening my bra.

At first, I tried to stop her, pushing her back with my hands on her chest but instead of moving backwards, she moaned and removed her bra. My hands then grabbed her breast and felt the passion in her body which started to turn me on even more than I already was turned on. Don’t get me wrong, I was a little scared and certainly uneasy because I had never even kissed a girl before, but it was so hot that I couldn’t stop myself.

Ice knew what she wanted and wasn’t afraid to go for it. I got the feeling that she was a little nervous as well because her fingers would shake a little now and then. It made me want her to keep going. Quickly she moved me up onto the bar and pulled my shoes and jeans off. Before I fully registered that I was sitting on a bar without clothes on, she pulled my panties to one side and leaned in to kiss my pussy lips.

I slid my hips, and she caught me, moving me from there onto the bench of the booth. At first, I thought she might drop me, but she was strong enough to move me that far without straining and she leaned down to deliver another kiss to my lips. This one was short and quick as she moved from there down to my neck. Her slow and tender kisses moved down to my breasts, and she slowly massaged my breasts. It felt way too good for me to tell her to stop, so I didn’t even consider it after the first few moments.

After her kisses moved from my breasts to my stomach, I felt her hands shift to my panties. Her movements were still slow until she reached my crotch and then she swiftly and roughly jerked my panties off and dove back down onto me, kissing my pussy lips another time. She groaned and said, “God, I want your pussy so bad.”

I didn’t know what to say, but I knew damn well I was too turned on to tell her that I didn’t want it. I absolutely did want it, so much in fact that when she moved down to my feet and started kissing them slowly, I moaned in frustration. That quickly turned into more pleasure however as somehow the act of her making herself wait turned me on that much more. I could see it in her eyes every time I looked up that she wanted me. She said as much, that she wanted my pussy and I found it difficult to admit even to myself, but I wanted her to have me as well.

Her hands moved up my calf, and she stared to kiss my ankle and lower leg. When her hands began rubbing my thighs, her kisses teased my knee. When she was right there at my pussy again, she once again touched me with her lips but stared to go back down to my feet. I shook my head, grabbed her head in my hands and shoved her face back between my thighs. She wiggled her lips and tongue back and forth for a moment but then forced her head back, “Oh no,” she wagged her finger, “You have to wait if I do.”

My head rolled back onto the bench, and I groaned in frustration that once again turned quickly into passion. She sucked and licked my other leg, clearly unable to even pretend that she didn’t want me too bad to go slow. Sure, enough, it took only a few seconds for her to go back up my leg and she smiled as she approached my pussy. This time I was already wet when her fingers split my pussy lips slightly and slowly shoved inside.

“Oh, yes,” I said.

She pushed her finger in a few more times and then split my pussy lips a little wider before licking and kissing just inside. Once again she wiggled her lips and tongue back and forth, and I couldn’t begin to explain how amazing it felt in that moment. Different music suddenly came to my ears, and it was in that moment, as I also felt an orgasm building that I remembered where I was. This wasn’t someone’s hotel room or bedroom; this was the upper balcony of a bar. I started to push backwards, but she pulled me back towards her. Once again I pushed back, “Not here,” I panted, “Other people.”

She smiled up at me as she pushed her finger quicker into me, “I know. That’s what makes it so fucking hot. Nobody knows what we’re doing up here, but the door isn’t locked. Wouldn’t it be crazy if someone walked in and saw us here together? Fuck, it turns me on more just thinking about it.”

I shook my head at first to disagree with her but then my orgasm washed over and through me. Suddenly my head was shaking from the pleasure, and I couldn’t care less if someone walked in or heard us. If anything, like she said, it made it that much hotter what we were doing. Never in my life had I felt the touch of a woman like this but it was incredible, to say the least.

Her fingers moved faster and faster into me, and I began to yelp and moan very loudly towards the ceiling. Just when I thought it couldn’t get any better, she added a second finger and worked me over that much better. I was cursing and shouting to the roof and couldn’t have been quieter if I had to.

She moved up my body then and kept her finger and hand cupping my pussy. Faster and faster she fingered me like she knew exactly what touch I needed and liked. Part of me wanted to flip her over and do the same to her, but any time I tried, she shook her head and told me to stay put. I didn’t have the strength or will to fight her because it felt so damn good. The way she touched me and brought me to orgasm after orgasm was too much not to adore and certainly too good to pretend I didn’t like.

Finally, I saw her fingering herself as she was fingering me faster and faster. She said she was going to cum and I told her I was going to cum again too. It was crazy quick, but suddenly she jerked her pants down, revealing that she didn’t have panties on. She hovered over me in such a way that her pussy was brushing against my own and she started humping against me.

I blew a quick and powerful orgasm and then another started to build. I’d lost track at that point just how many she had brought from me, but I knew it was more than I had ever had before. She started moaning louder and louder, and I knew she was getting very close. I reached up and grabbed her amazing breasts as she started clutching the side of the booth. Her hips moved against mine faster and faster until at last, we both shouted in a huge double orgasm, our cum rising the cushion of the bench.

Such a fog came over me at that point that I was barely aware of her moving to lay on the bench on the other side of the booth from me. Neither of us said anything at first, and I didn’t know where to start with any comments I might make. It was nothing I every expected and so much better than anything I had ever experienced before.

Ice started to get dressed, and I did the same after a few minutes. I had to get cleaned up, but that could wait I was very glad I didn’t have to clean the booth at least. When at last she spoke, Ice handed me her business card and said, “Call me anytime Faith and when you do, call me Tanya. We hot girls have to stick together so anything you get tired of guys coming on to you and making a fool of themselves around you, give me a ring.”

I smiled, “I’ll do that, and you do the same.”

“I will,” she smiled.

It wasn’t the beginning of some big relationship or anything of the sort, but it was something I badly needed at the time. The immediate reaction from my friends who talked to me afterwards saw them noticing me being nicer and more at ease. Whatever the future holds for me, I know that I at least have one more girlfriend I can call on when I need a break from guys. I also know that when I call Ice, or Tanya, it won’t be conversation and ice cream that I get in return. It’ll be something much better than that.


44. Someone Like Sally: A First Time Lesbian Sex Story by Jessica Silver

I was trapped. Evan was supposed to be my ever after. Maybe he was far from glorious, but it was the way of the world. His true colors turned my world black. And then she appeared. Sally. Powerful and taking no prisoners. I should have left with her on the spot. But I needed a long night of the soul. Will she find me again? And what can we be to one another if given the chance?

How did it happen?

Evan came into my life quietly. Hardly the type of boy that knocked a girl off her feet. Sure he was handsome. Wavy blonde hair. Soft blue eyes. Never going to be a center for the Celtics but his arms, his legs were toned. We danced around each other during every office Happy Hour. Always impressive the way he seemed to hold his liquor. Not much of a talker, but after a few drinks I had lots to say. And he liked to listen. He’d even laugh at my lame jokes. In so many ways he was the best pieces of my father. That should have been a major clue. But six months after calling whatever we were exclusive, it only made sense to move in with him. He had the bigger place, and I stayed over more nights than not. Maybe this was what it meant to fall in love as a grown-up. No cymbals crashing or thunderbolts piercing through the clouds. Take the safe road down the hill towards the rest of my life.

But Evan had another side.

“Maria?”

On a night when we were set to do a double date with his brother, he called me into the bathroom and pointed at the liquid soap dispenser sitting near the sink.

“This is less than half full,” he said. “I’m sure I’ve told you about that.”

Nice that he was clean. A little odd that he always wanted more than enough on tap. Did he think that he’d suddenly have to scrub for surgery without the benefit of a medical license? I tried to laugh it off.

“Sorry,” I said with a slight roll of my eyes. “I had that early meeting with Murphy from HR. Must have slipped my mind.”

It should have dropped right then and there. Instead, his fingers coiled around my wrist.

And he tightened his hold.

“Don’t let it happen again,” he ordered in a thick voice. “Clutter at home leads to clutter in your mind.”

“All this because of the soap?” I asked. “Okay, Evan. I’ll take a sabbatical to get it right.”

Gritting his teeth, he pushed me into the nearest wall. The force of the impact was just enough to make me gasp, and I cringed as his hand surrounded my chin.

“I’ve already told you that you don’t need to work anymore,” he said. “Little mistakes like this only prove my point.”

He kissed me quickly and tapped my cheek a little too hard for comfort before saying that we had to hurry or else we would be late. Dazed and starting to follow his lead, Evan turned on his heel and snapped his fingers.

“The soap, Maria. Do I have to repeat myself? Again?”

Why did I even want to break bread with him after that? But how he shifted gears. Evan praised me up and down in the presence of his brother. I couldn’t help but blush as he showed me off and called me a catch. And to listen to his brother’s wife when we ducked into the ladies’, there was something sweet about making a home for the man you loved and getting ready for the babies soon to come. Not that I had any interest in that in the very near future, but when he fucked me on the floor  as soon as we returned home, I got a little giddy. Maybe I should become the princess in the tower. Wasn’t like I was in love with my job. Still, there must be something more…

I gave my notice the next morning.

Little by little, the tide kept swirling in an unwanted direction. Never again did I make the same mistake with the soap. But there were other tasks with their own sets of rules. Dinner needed to be on the table as soon as he came home. Whenever that might be. If he arrived before his expected time, that earned a raised voice and a forceful tug on my arm. Harder to set the table after that. His bad mood let him criticize the chicken as rubbery and the potatoes as bland. Should have smashed a plate over his head and taken off without looking back.

Where to go without a job and an allowance? And Evan’s hands doling out the money as he saw fit.

Some nights he was late. Like ridiculously so. I’d call and text and try to keep the dinner warm when the battle was lost.

This was one of those nights.

Starting to turn the main course into leftovers, he suddenly barged through the door and blasted me for not knowing my place.

“I work all day and expect a hot meal when I come home!” he bellowed. “Can’t you do one damned thing right?”

“How about picking up a phone and letting me know where you’re at?” I challenged. “Can’t you do that one damned thing---?”

His flattened palm smashed into my cheek, and I stumbled backwards into the kitchen island. The sharp edge cut into my back, and I slipped to the floor, cowering and crying and wanting nothing more than to crawl away from him.

“Get the fuck back here!”

Evan leaped across my frame and seized my ankle. As he dragged me back to the table, hurling every degrading name in the book at the top of his lungs, my nails futilely tried to hang onto the black and white tiles so I could stay out of his orbit. No use. He hauled me to my feet and spun me around. Another slap. More tears. The next door neighbor’s dog started to carry on in the wake of the noise, and as my nose began to bleed there was a flash of red and blue lights through the bay window. Then a forceful knock at the front door. Pausing, Evan ordered me to wash my face and say nothing as he smoothed his hands over his shirt and flung the door off its hinges.

“Evening, officers,” he started. “There a problem?”

“That remains to be seen.”

Two tall cops sauntered into the foyer. The male was lanky and wore a wiry mustache over the tight line of his lips. If Evan wanted, if he suddenly had a suicide wish without my knowing, he could probably snap the guy it two.

“Evening, sir,” the unknown man said. “I’m Deputy Reynolds. My partner. Stewart.”

The woman was another matter altogether.

Lean and broad shouldered with curves hardly hidden under her crisp black slacks and powder blue shirt, she looked like she could bench press someone Evan’s size for lunch and never break a sweat before going back for seconds. A braid of chocolate brown hair flowed down the length of her neck, and the matching set of eyes narrowed on Evan as she made a point of fingering her gun. The gleam of her badge scared me some, and I started to retreat into the shadows when she stepped forward and gently took my hand.

“Hey there,” she said. “I’m Sally. And you are?”

“I… Maria,” I muttered.

“Maria,” she echoed. “Do you want to tell me what happened here tonight?”

I was tongue-tied as Evan pled his case to Reynolds.

“She just tripped. Clumsy sometimes.”

“How about you let her answer the question.”

Sally’s seething seemed to catch Evan off guard, and she sat me in one of the armchairs and knelt before me.

“What’s up?”

“I…”

Reynolds stayed by his side. Just one word and I might get out of this house. But where would I go? Who would I have to call for a ride when I was lost? Evan had the role locked down, and I confirmed his lie.

“You sure that’s all this was?” Sally asked. “Neighbors said it was so much---”

“Please,” I murmured. “Don’t make this more than it is.”

Evan started to lead Reynolds out when Sally reached into her pocket and pressed a slim card into my hand.

“If it is more, you give me a call,” she said. “You don’t deserve this.”

“Don’t I?” I asked.

Sally squeezed my hand and sighed into my face just starting to swell as she shook her head.

“Not by a long shot,” she said. “You can get out of this on your own. But if you need a helping hand, I’m around.”

Any hope of law and order left my midst, and I was ready for Evan to pick up where he left off when he grumbled and started for the steps.

“I’m going to bed,” he said. “You coming?”

“I… I’ll clean up.”

“That’s a little more like it.”

The bedroom door creaked open and slammed shut. Scrubbing until my strength gave out, I sat on the couch and stared out the window.

The business card still in my hand.

Someone like Sally. Just the sight of her spun a cobweb in my stomach that vibrated on an unseen breeze. Had I noticed girls before? Maybe for their hair, their nails. Was it ever about their hands and the thought of them on my body? How they might taste in my mouth? Call me curious. I still never made the move. Why? Because it went against the grain? Because a girl was doomed to fall for a guy like dear old Dad? Mine was dead for five years, but if I thought hard enough, I could still recall the way he laughed at my mother for every towel that went unfolded while she was trying to raise four kids without one scrap of help. Like it was almost a game to him. Set her up to fail and mock her when she fell short. I repeated the pattern without even realizing it and became a fly snagged in another snare.

But if I closed my eyes Sally was there, too.

Her warm voice rang in my ears, her eyes blazed across my mind. I would have liked to have leaped into her arms and found my way out of the trap under her power. Or at least feel her kisses on my lips. Would her soft lips make me swoon? I kissed the air as I imagined, and my fingers drifted under my wrinkled skirt. Finding my cunt, stroking my soft flesh, I fell back into the cushions and thrust into a vision. Soaked at the simple thought of her, I writhed and barely suppressed a moan around the climax that sent my head spinning. The spell started to fade, but as the room came back into view, so many thoughts raced through my mind.

What if I had met her first? Before I had to live my life under Evan’s thumb? Before I stopped trusting what my heart had always craved and settled? Rubbing my pussy with tears in my eyes, I told myself that it was the stuff of fantasies, that Sally would have been just as sweet to any silly girl…

I curled up on the couch and didn’t sleep even as I dreamed.

The next morning Evan was quiet as he consumed one poached egg and two pieces of toast. I was just dumb enough to still cook for him.

“Did you… did you sleep well?” I dared to ask in a hoarse whisper.

“You’d have known if you’d come to bed,” he sneered.

“I… I didn’t…”

“Save it. Just have dinner waiting tonight. And don’t embarrass me again.

Like it was my fault? Something in my heart snapped as I pushed away from the table.

“No.”

“Excuse me?” Evan demanded as he turned on his heel.

“This… this isn’t working for me anymore.” Evan’s eyes were like lasers, and I struggled to keep from shrinking into the shadows as he hovered over me and clenched his fists.

“Say that again?” he threatened.

“I… you heard me,” I said. “This is not what I signed up for. And last night... last night was the final straw.”

As he gritted his teeth, I suddenly lunged forward and caught his wrist in my trembling grasp.

“You heard me,” I repeated. “I’m out. You won’t put your hands on me again.”

“Like there’s anything you can do about it!”

Evan’s arms surrounded my frame, and he tried to wrestle me to the ground. I could have gone limp and stayed in his trap. But my claws came out, and I kicked between his legs and rushed towards the front door, seizing my purse. So stupid to let him turn in my lease when I could have turned the Honda into a purchase, but my legs were strong as I raced down the street and tried to tune out the sound of his brutal voice. Evan would be in his car in ten seconds flat or less. But I found her card in my pocket dialed frantically.

“Stewart?”

“Officer?” I said as I choked on the passing air. “It’s Maria. Please.”

“Where you at?” she asked quickly.

“Down the block from my… from Evan’s place. Turning the corner. Please.”

“I’ll have eyes on you in two minutes.”

The time stretched into eternity, and I hid behind a tree. Evan hit the curb and slammed the door as he charged towards me with fists already flying. I’d gone too far. This was going to be the end of---

“Hands up, prick!”

Sally appeared still wearing her uniform, gun drawn. Evan raised his hands but still laughed as he looked at me.

“We’re fine,” he said. “I don’t need your help.”

“Good. Because I’m not here for you.”

Her finger curled around the trigger, and as I whimpered, Sally found me from the corner of her eye. Did she wink? I almost smiled when Evan threatened to call his lawyer.

“Do it,” Sally challenged. “Maria isn’t going to protect you this time around.”

“Really?” Evan laughed. “You don’t know the first thing about her.”

“I think I do.”

Sally looked ready to fire. A part of me wanted her to pump him full of lead. But despite her badge, it would take her away from me. And I’d run to find her. Not about to lose her now that she was so close.

“Don’t do this!” I screamed as I grabbed her arms. Her limbs stayed tense, and Evan took a few steps back.

“Think you should listen to her,” he said. “Sometimes she gets things right.”

“Same here,” Sally said. “I’ve seen too many men like you go home. No skin off my nose if we need to call a bus for your corpse.”

Evan’s laughter dissipated and he glanced at his watch as he shrugged his shoulders.

“Whatever,” he said. “You girls have a playdate. At the end of the day, she’ll be cooking my dinner. That’s the way it is.”

Was he right about that?

Evan climbed back into his car, and my legs turned to jelly as Sally holstered her gun and steadied my stance.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“Were you really going to kill him?” I whispered.

“Would have liked to,” she said. “But no. Just wounded. Where it would hurt the most so he could never come near you again.”

“He didn’t rape me,” I said.

“Was talking about his hands, Maria,” she said with a small smile. “But firing off his junk sounds good, too.”

“I… that would have been…”

My eyes fluttered, and I fell into a faint. Sally’s arms enveloped me, and I let her carry me to her car and sat at her side as the town ticked by. She put on the brake and helped me up a rickety staircase. I was beyond exhausted in the wake of another couch and fell asleep until the morning sky turned into a late afternoon.

And there was only Sally in my gaze.

“Needed that, huh?” she said.

“It was a long night,” I confessed.

“He kept making trouble for you?” Sally asked.

“No,” I mumbled. “He left me alone. I… I wasn’t sorry.”

She sat at my side, her fingers just brushing over mine. Even without her gun and her badge she still seemed so strong, and I started to fall into her when she caught my chin in her hand and peered into my eyes.

“And why is that, Maria?” she asked.

I wanted to tell her that she had filled my mind in the hours apart. That I wanted her to take me away from Evan from the first instant, she saw me.

“I…”

My voice caught in my throat as I captured her kiss. Sally’s lips were smooth and soft, and I tried to deepen the contact when she pulled back and grasped my hands.

“This isn’t entirely appropriate,” she said. “I mean I’m… I’m not in the habit of this when it comes to victims.”

Right then and there I should have pulled away and stormed off. Was that all I was to her? For a second it was no better than Evan. But one finger glided around my wrist, and I laid my head on her shoulder and let my eager breath climb towards her ear.

“That’s not me,” I said. “Not anymore. Not ever again.”

She stood slowly and took me to her breast for the ride. Her brown eyes sparkled as she nodded and emitted a light laugh.

“Well alright then. Want to get a little more comfortable.”

“Like right now.”

Sally led me down a narrow hallway to her bedroom. The room was dark, and she started for the light switch on the wall when there was only the faint sound of her sigh drawing closer to my cheek.

“Something softer for you  I think.”

What did she mean? I tried to capture her hand in mine when she slipped towards a shadowy bureau. Sally rifled through the top drawer, and I narrowed my stare as a tiny box came into view.

And she plucked a lighter from her pocket.

“Bet you look really great in candlelight,” she said. Before I had to chance to object, the smell of scented candles scattered on every available surface swirled. I spied the bed perfectly made and loaded down with what looked like a million pillows. Were those ruffles on the shams? Did a music box in the shape of a butterfly really rest beside the tiny TV? The images did not fit with the badass beauty in my midst, but I wanted to solve the riddle as she swayed through the warm glow and gently took hold of my hands.

“I was right,” she said. “The view from here is spectacular.”

Sally’s arms surrounded my waist, and I curled into her touch as she tenderly nipped my ear. The same lips that had threatened Evan with grave harm. I leaned into her embrace when she pulled back and cupped my chin in her warm hand.

“But you need to rest,” she said. “After all that you’ve been through.”

Bobbing my head in a nod, I sought the blanket of her arms Sally sat me on the edge of the pristine bed, slipping to her knees as she eased the shoes from my aching feet.

“Wow,” she muttered.

“What?” I nervously asked.

“Didn’t think a runner’s toes would like this,” she said as she stroked my soles. “Kind of figured they’d be all calloused and black. But these…”

Her voice trailed off as she bowed her head. Bathing my feet with her tender tongue, Sally held my ankles and worked her way to the end of my pain. Her mouth parted, and she suckled one toe after another making me squirm. Her hand ran up my legs and paused at my thighs. Freezing in fear and anticipation as she started to lower my skirt , I whimpered when she stopped short and simply laid me against the pile of pillows.

“How did you know I ran?” I asked.

“Don’t you?” she challenged. “I saw the moves on you today.”

“Yes but… I’m out of practice.”

“Why is that?”

“Evan… I’m supposed to stay close to home. Fill the soap.”

“Are you serious?”

She laughed at how silly it sounded, and I joined in as Sally tweaked my nose. Her fingers soothed my cheeks as her lips dotted my hair.

“You like that?” she asked.

“So much, Sally.”

I tried to pull her closer when she left me alone and glided to a walk-in closet. The narrow space was bathed in a bright light, and I watched her slide out of her crisp black slacks and powder blue top. My jaw went slack at the sight of her firm sides, her sleek thong hardly hugging the curves of her perfect ass. Letting my eyes shift up, I took her in taut breasts hidden under a matching bra that swiftly became a memory. Wishing that she would stay like that, I grumbled as she pulled a bulky sweatshirt over her body and moved back to the bed.

“That looks… comfortable,” I said.

“Best thing after a hard day,” she grinned. “If you want, I can hook you up.”

She held out a long nightshirt, and a small part of me wanted to lose myself in the warm folds. But more than that…

“Can you help me get into it?” I asked. “You make it look so easy.”

Her smile burned brighter than the candles, and her hand returned to my skirt. The fabric fell, and I lifted my hips as she stroked my mound still concealed by my panties. Turning in time to her touch, I wanted her to break the barrier when she leaned forward and held my face.

“You know that… that you don’t have to,” she said.

“Is that why you keep stopping?” I asked. Sally mumbled her response, and I started to tell myself that I’d built her up into some kind of a superhero who could save a damsel in distress. Maybe this was merely part of her job. Was her soft bed a safe haven for so many sorry souls? But then why the candles and her lips on my…

“Sort of,” Sally confessed. “I wouldn’t want to take advantage of you. That’s already happened too many times.”

“So you have done this before?” I asked.

“With a beautiful girl? Yeah. But never without consent. I won’t be someone else to hurt you.”

“I don’t think this will hurt,” I assured her. “Like far from it.”

I held my breath as she perched on her knees and palmed my cheeks. Cuddling like a cat into her touch, I mirrored her moves and kissed the tips of her long fingers. Her skin melted against my tongue as I lapped, and there was no pain as she massaged my bruised back and caressed my hair.

“Want me to show you a better way to go to bed?” she asked.

“Absolutely.”

Sally licked her lips, and I fell with her to the bed as her long legs linked with mine. Her hold was sure and strong, and she dotted my skin with kind kisses as my body sank deeper into the pillows. I slowly opened my legs when she left me again and clicked her tongue.

“Not yet,” she said. “Better ways to show you love.”

She disappeared under the sheets, bathing my toes again with her mouth. So slowly, her lips glided up my legs. Every spot that Evan had bruised seemed to heal under her heated mouth. Her tongue brushed against my pussy, and I waited for the sweetest kiss when she opted to climb higher. Moaning into my heaving belly, Sally licked my navel, and I winced without wanting to and when her tender voice floated towards my ear.

“Easy,” she assured me. “I’m not going to hurt you.”

Sally’s head slowly sank to my breasts, and she lovingly tongued each nipple. My mounds quivered as the lust kept pooling between my thighs and I shuddered as she suddenly seized my face.

“You like?” Sally asked.

“I… I forgot what it was to really be taken care of,” I said as I blinked back a few stray tears.

“We can’t have that,” she said in a serious voice. “Sure you’re ready?”

I’d been dying for her mouth on my cunt for what felt like hours, and Sally fell down my frame, reaching her hands around my waist to fondle my ass.

“Time to go deeper,” she said. “You just relax.”

“I… I… oh!”

My words made no sense as her tongue invaded my pussy. The chaste kisses gave way to her tongue burrowing into my folds. Every lick set my skin on edge, and I lost my hands in her hair as dove into my desire. There was no pain as she nipped my folds and twirled her lips only to pull out to lap, my trembling thighs. My breath hitched as she crawled to my side and cradled my chin.

“Nice?” she asked.

Nodding without words, I slipped into her embrace and savored her hold. She traced small circles, triangles, so many shapes into my back and I thought of falling asleep in her arms when I bolted up and palmed her into the bed.

“I loved it,” I said. “But I’ve spent… it’s been too long looking after someone who didn’t deserve it. Better to take care of you.”

Her eyebrows lifted as I fell under the sheets and stroked her taut limbs. Her flesh seemed to turn to fire under my fingers, and Sally raised her arms over her head. The sight of her submitting made my heart skip a beat, and I petted her pussy to the music of her laughter.

“You really don’t have to---”

“I want to,” I insisted. “I think I know what to do.”

Her mound quaked as I sighed into her slit. Her taste transcended her touch, and I feasted on her flesh. Sally turned her hips as I massaged her belly and let my tongue disappear between her folds. Now she deepened the contact, and I loved the feeling of her hands getting lost in my hair as I left her cunt, her lust coating my lips as I fervently kissed her thighs. What would it be like to disappear between her legs? It was so warm and safe underneath the sheets. But I wasn’t about to hide again. Sally’s arms tightened. Somehow I knew I could still bolt if the mood struck me. Somehow her arms were so far from a prison. Sally moaned as our lips locked. As we swirled beneath the sheets and the candles burned, I lost all sense of time and space. Not Evan… no one had ever let me play with them like this bed. Her hands on my breasts. My fingers grazing her folds. Neither one of us was on top any longer. This was side by side, running our feet up each other’s legs. I felt like I was running into her. Did I want to cross the finish line? Maybe the race could just go on and on.

“I’ve never done this before,” Sally finally whispered as she kept me in her arms. “Not after a near collar. Or a kill.”

“You were only going to wound him,” I reminded her.

“Getting other ideas now. Son of a bitch will never hurt you again.”

“I believe you,” I said as I snuggled closer. “Just lucky that you found me.”

“I’m the lucky one,” she purred. “I found you.”

The candles burned out. Moonlight replaced the flames, and I had no idea of the hour or the next day or the one after that. Evan still might seek me out. My life was still tied up in his place. That was not a reason to stay with him, and I reached for the edge of the blankets. My body joined with Sally’s as it grew warmer, and she let a small space pass between us.

“I mean it,” she continued. “And if you have somewhere else to go in the morning, I’ll take you there. You won’t have to run a second time around.”

“Should I believe you?” I asked.

She shrugged as she shifted away.

“You’ll be okay. Maybe I’m just the bridge to something better.”

Her hands were on me again, and I bit my lip as she pressed her brow to mine.

“Happy to help, Maria.”

“What if you’re better?” I asked. “What if I want to stay for breakfast?”

Forget poached eggs and toast. We would have waffles with whipped cream, and Sally rested her head on my breast.

“It’s your choice,” she said. “I won’t trap you all over again.”

Decisions at my fingertips after so long. Push past Evan and get my job back. Scratch that. Get a better one. My own place. A world where I could come and go as I pleased. Sally’s hand trailed down my arm, her fingers brushing against mine. She really would let me leave, and I stretched my arms over my head with a smile.

“I believe you,” I said. “But I like this view, too. Want to me to make you dinner?”

She was on her feet and pushed two locks of hair behind my ears.

“Want to cook something together? ”

I could get used to this and be in love for the rest of my life.


45. Sweet as Honey: A First Lesbian Sex Story by Nora Walker

One chilly winter day, Elizabeth is incensed that her heater has gone out.  The landlord finally sends someone to repair the confounded thing, and Elizabeth quickly realizes that the heat is rising in more ways than one.

Usually, people end up complaining that the air conditioning goes out in the middle of August, but I had the distinct pleasure of losing my heater in the middle of January.  I don’t know which was worse - in August, you can only take off so much clothing before it’s indecent, but in January you can only realistically wear so much clothing at any given time.  I was in my sweatpants and sweatshirt and fuzzy socks and a handmade scarf from my mother, bundled on the couch under two blankets and screaming at my landlord.

He was less than understanding, something about he would try to have someone come out as soon as possible.  My response was less than friendly, something about how I hoped certain very sensitive parts of his body would freeze and fall off.  I hung up as angrily as you can with a smartphone, and then had to stop myself from throwing it across the room.  Instead, I just pitched it on the couch with force and glared at it as though it was personally to blame that I could not feel my fingers.

Still wrapped in my two blankets, I shuffled to the closet and dug through the pockets of my coat to find my gloves.  I had been resisting putting them on because I could not use my phone with my fingers covered.  I jammed my hands roughly into them and trundled to the kitchen for a refill on my coffee.  The first mug had gotten very cold very fast with the state of my apartment, and it was nasty when it was cold.  I tossed the remains down the sink and poured a fresh steaming cup.  I curled back up on the couch and wrapped my hands around it.  As cold as my fingers were, I could feel the heat seeping through the gloves.  I inhaled the fragranced steam deeply and let it warm my cheeks.

It was mid-morning on a Saturday, and I was also starving.  But the last thing I wanted to do was to try and make something for breakfast while still wrapped in my blankets.  A house fire would solve the immediate problem of ‘too cold’ but was not a long-term solution.  I sipped my coffee to warm my insides, and to hopefully calm down the rumblings.

I was starting to wish I had a boyfriend just so that I could make a run to his place.  I probably would not even shower at this point, just take my stuff with me.  The idea of taking off all of my clothes in the apartment was not appealing in the least.  I did have a space heater in the bathroom, but it would hardly make a dent in the 40-degree space.

The idea of just going to Starbucks for the day was also appealing, but again, I looked like crap and was in no mood to deal with people.  Besides, with my luck, the guy would call about fixing the heater, I would rush home to meet him, and miss him by sixty seconds.  And then have to wait another day to have it fixed.  I was not willing to take that risk.

I grumbled out loud to no one in particular, how this sucks and I hated the stupid apartment, and I hated the cold and I hated my landlord and things of that nature.

The hate started to spill over into other areas of my life which was dangerous territory for a young single woman.  I had been single for almost a year, and it was starting to really suck.  Not only did I miss having someone to go out with and relax with and have fun with, but I also missed having someone in my bed.  The current situation notwithstanding, it was getting very cold in that bed by myself.  I was not looking for some kind of prince to sweep in on a white stallion and carry me off to his palace in the clouds.  Those kinds of movies made me gag a little.  I just wanted someone to keep me company and keep me warm.

I had finished my first full cup of coffee and walked clumsily back to the kitchen for more.  It filled my tummy and kept me warm, so it was enough for now.  I glared at the refrigerator and blamed it for not being able to make breakfast for me.

As I made my way back to the living room, shuffling awkwardly with the blankets and the hot cup of coffee, I heard my phone go off.  I tried to move faster and sloshed coffee over the outer blanket, but I did not care at that point.

I snatched the phone off the couch and answered with a very angry “Yeah?”

“Um, I’m calling about the heater?”

The voice was surprisingly soft and husky, and more than little hesitant when it was met with my anger.

“Sorry, I thought you were my landlord.”

“Nope, just repair,” the chuckle was warm and friendly.

“Oh.  Hi.”

“So… how about I stop by and take the chill out of the air?” I could not tell if the voice was referencing the heater malfunction or making fun of my attitude.  I told myself they were probably just making a bad pun at my expense.

“That would be great,” I decided to answer in a way that suited both options.

I knew I looked horrible, but I was not even willing to splash water on my face.  That would have required me to remove my gloves, and that did not sound like it would be pleasant.  Not to mention how long I would have to wait just for the water to reach a reasonable temperature.  I did manage to run a brush through my hair so that I did not look like a complete disaster.  I was not expecting my prince in the form of a heater repair guy, but still, a woman has to maintain some kind of presentable status.

****

A few hours later, maybe around three o’clock, there was a hesitant knock on my door.  I guess they were still put off by the anger from the phone call.  When I pulled open the door, I was shocked to see that the soft husky voice of the repair guy actually belonged to a woman.

She was almost six inches taller than me and pretty lean, with close-cropped dark hair, big brown eyes, and freckles across her nose.  She was wearing jeans and work boots, and a puffy winter coat.  Her smile was as hesitant as her knock as she introduced herself.

“Hi, I’m Stacey.  I’m here about the heater?”

“Hi, I’m Elizabeth.  I’m the chilly one,” I tried to make a joke of the situation.

She laughed, “I gathered that from earlier.”

“Sorry about that, I thought you were going to be my landlord, telling me no dice on the repair today.”

“I’ve been busy as hell today,” she sighed as she walked into my apartment.

“I can imagine.  Heaters never go out when it’s 100 outside!”

“Damn, it is cold in here,” she shivered when she stopped to feel the air in the apartment.

I laughed as I tightened the blankets around my shoulders, “Glad it’s not just me then.”

Her laugh was as throaty as her voice.  “Guess I should get to work then before we both freeze.”

I curled back up on the couch and watched her as she knelt down inside the little closet that held my heater.  I really could not stop myself from admiring the curve of her rear end as it wiggled with her movements.  I chastised myself for even noticing; I have no idea why I was noticing this woman in that way at all.

I heard some strange metallic clinking noises coming from the closet, followed by what I assumed were whispered curse words.  I tried not to giggle.

“Would you like some hot coffee?  Or something to eat?  I’m thinking about making a late lunch.”

“What did you have in mind?” Her voice was muffled since she did not withdraw from the closet.

“Maybe grilled cheese?  Some soup?”

“Oh, that sounds wonderful.  I’ve been freezing cold all day.”

I took a deep breath and dropped the blankets on the couch.  I felt a cold shiver run through me, and I talked myself into the fact that the stove would be warm once I got it turned on.  Her rear end wiggled again, and I paused on my way to the kitchen to watch.  I popped open a few cans to make an easy tortilla soup and let the mixture heat up while I worked on the sandwiches.

After about ten minutes, everything was ready, and I had to stop myself from patting her behind to get her attention.

“Stacey?” I called out to her.

“Mmm hmm?” She was still muffled by the closet.

“Food is ready.”

“Ok, perfect.  I think I’m almost done in here.”

A few final metallic bangs and she crawled backwards out of the closet, which only made me stare at her rear end again.

“Whew,” she exhaled as she wiped her forehead.

I laughed, “Warm in there?”

“Not in the least,” she chuckled.

“Well, come on, the food is all ready.  And it will cool off fast in here.”

We sat down at my little kitchen table, and she grinned appreciatively.  It wrinkled her nose a little, and made the freckles touch each other, and I had not noticed the dimples earlier.

“Can’t remember the last time someone made soup for me…” she mumbled a little as she inhaled the spicy fragrance.

“Oh, I love to cook.  It’s just not very motivating to cook for one,” I gestured around the small apartment.

“I can understand that,” she nodded as she sunk her teeth into the gooey grilled cheese.

The hot soup and warm sandwich hit the spot, and helped warm me up from the inside.  By the time we finished, I was starting to think that the apartment was getting warmer too.

“I guess I fixed it,” she grinned, finally unzipping the puffy coat she had kept on.

When she did, I saw that she was wearing a snug-fitting thermal top that hugged all of the right places.  I realized I was staring and tore my eyes back down to the remnants of my food but not before she caught me watching.

One of her dark eyebrows quirked up at me as she smirked, but thankfully she did not say anything.

“So… do you have another damsel in distress after me?” I tried to veer the topic back to the heater.

“Nope, you’re my last damsel today.  I’m off the clock in about 5 minutes.”

“Whoops, should we have waited on the food?”

“Nah, I didn’t take a lunch break today, so we’re good.  But I’m kind of feeling the need for a beer right about now…”

I shrugged, “I don’t think I have any here.  I’m sorry.”  It was not something I kept around.

“Well… if I go grab some, could I offer you one in payment for the lunch?”

“Um, what do you mean?”

I heard that throaty laugh again, but I was having trouble looking her in the eyes, “I mean, if I go grab some, could I bring them back here to share with you?”

My eyes flashed up to meet hers, and I found myself nodding a little too eagerly as her brown eyes searched my face.

“Excellent,” she said softly, “I’ll be back shortly.”

Now that the apartment was starting to warm up, as soon as she left, I dashed to the bathroom.  I knew that an actual shower would be too obvious, so I brushed my hair again and splashed some warm water on my face.  I also gave myself a quick swipe of deodorant and brushed my teeth.  I have no idea why I was so concerned about how I looked or smelled, but there it was.  She was running out to get the beer, and I was giving myself a ‘hooker bath’ in my own bathroom sink.

****

Stacey returned about twenty minutes later with a twelve-pack of light beer and a big grin on her face.

“Welcome back,” I smiled as I held open the door for her.

This time when she passed by me, not only did I notice the faint woodsy scent of her cologne, but I also noticed that the sleeve of her puffy jacket just happened to brush against my shoulder.  It may have been accidental, but I do not know for sure.  I could have sworn I saw her smirk when I inhaled sharply.

“Twelve?  That’s a lot for the two of us,” I chuckled, trying to play ignorant of anything else that might have been going on that I was unaware of.

“Nah, we’ll be fine,” she grinned as she stuck the box into the fridge, “Besides, it’s Saturday night, and you don’t look like you plan to go anywhere.”

I looked down at my sweatpants, sweatshirt, and fuzzy socks with embarrassment, “No, I guess not.”

She pulled out two of the bottles and popped them open, tossing the tops into the sink.  As she settled onto the couch, she took off the puffy jacket, and I got a very good look at the snug thermal top underneath.  Only, I was not studying the shirt itself but what was hidden underneath.

While I’m on the busty side, she seemed to have smaller but very perky breasts, a flat stomach, and long muscular arms.  One arm stretched along the back of the couch, creating a perfect place to curl against her.  I pulled my eyes away quickly, but not before her eyebrow quirked up again, like it had while we ate.

She had taken a seat near the middle of the couch, which had to have been calculated.  I sat cross-legged at one end and faced her while I took a long sip from my beer.

“So… you live alone then?” She asked a very obvious question.

“Yup, just me myself and I,” I nodded, trying to figure out what her game was.

“Nice.  I have a roommate.  It gets annoying sometimes, but it helps pay the bills.  ‘Maintenance bitch’ at an apartment complex doesn’t pay all that much.  We do get a discount on rent, but that’s minimal.”

I giggled at her self-imposed job title, “Maintenance bitch?”

“Yup, something breaks and I run to fix it.  Technically, I have off-hours, but that doesn’t really count for much.”

“Should you be drinking then?” I raised my beer bottle to her in a toast.

“There’s a backup guy on-call for the weekend nights, so I do get a little time to myself.”

“What do you like to do to yourself?” I have no idea where the idiotic question came from.

Her eyebrows shot up in surprise, and she choked a little on her beer, “Excuse me?”

I felt my cheeks turn hot pink.  “I mean, what do you do with your time off?”

She nodded, biting the inside of her cheek to keep from smirking, “Anything that comes along really.”

I felt the butterflies in my stomach flutter to life which made me squirm a little in my seat.  That only earned me another smirk.

We drained our bottles at the same time, and I placed them in the kitchen sink as I grabbed two more.  I struggled with the damn pop tops so long that she finally came into the kitchen laughing.

“Here, let me.” When she took the bottle from me, her fingers rested on top of mine for a long moment, and I felt a certain heat seep through my body.

I was so confused by my reactions to her.  I did not understand at all why I was reacting to a woman that way.  Sure, I knew what all of the signs meant, but it had never happened from incidental contacts with another woman before.  Not to mention, I think she felt it too which only made me more nervous.

After she got the tops off the bottles, she set them down, and then sort of pinned me against the kitchen counter.  Her long arms were on either side of me while her palms rested flat on the counter behind me.  Stacey’s brown eyes searched my face for a long moment before she wiggled one eyebrow and pulled away.

I felt my heart pounding in my chest and a familiar heat between my thighs.  She just smirked again and picked up one of the beer bottles and went back to the couch.  If I had been completely out of her line of sight, I would have held the bottle to my warm forehead.  Instead, I just tried to act calm and took a long draw on the beer.

We kept up with the idle small talk and the beer for a good hour or so.  Eventually, I realized that the beer was gone and I was feeling very warm and tingly all over.

“You okay?” she giggled at me when I tried to walk the last two empty bottles to the kitchen.

“Ummm, maybe not so much…” I giggled back.

I stumbled on my way back, and I swear that I did not mean to, but I landed squarely in her lap.

“Well hi there,” she looked down at my flushed face.

I tried to right myself and stand back up but only succeeded in wriggling against her lap more.  Her firm hand rested around my waist and on my hip, and I froze.

“Hi,” I mumbled, trying to make my body not respond to her touch.

“You know, there were easier ways to make this happen,” she whispered in my ear.

Her warm breath on my skin made me shiver, and her hand gripped my hip tighter.  I was trying not to look up at her, but when her finger caught my chin, she pulled my face towards hers.

“You new to this?” she whispered again, this time her lips only inches from mine.

I nodded silently, worried that my heart would actually pound out of my chest.  She smiled at me, not smirked, and then shifted her hand on my hip so that my whole body rotated towards her.

When her lips finally touched mine, it felt like an electric shock through my whole body.  They were soft and warm and persuasive.  I gasped lightly, and when my lips parted against hers, her tongue took the opportunity to slide between them.

I heard a moan, and then suddenly realized it came from me.  Her strong hands now both gripped my hips, twisting me around in her lap until I found myself straddling her legs and kissing her hungrily with my hands clutching at her shoulders.  Our tongues twined back and forth between our mouths, our moans mixing together.

Her hands slid from my hips to my waist, and then I felt her fingers tickling the sensitive skin on my lower back.  I squirmed against her, and felt my breath escaping in husky gasps.  Her fingertips kept tickling upwards, and she pulled away from my lips with a grin when her hands reached the middle of my back.

“Mmmm, no bra today?” Her brown eyes were dusky with copper fire.

I shook my head, “No, I didn’t put one on…”

Her nails raked down the length of my back, causing me to arch towards her and gasp loudly.  The second time they moved upwards, they took my sweatshirt with them.  She tossed it somewhere on the floor and let the flats of her palms just barely graze the stiffened tips of my nipples.  I arched again, into her palms but she pulled them back so that her touch was still just light and teasing.

Suddenly her eyes widened, and she cupped one roughly, dipping her head down to catch the tender nipple between her lips.  Her tongue flickered over the pebbled surface until I was groaning and burying my fingers in her soft hair to hold her against me.

Stacey slid her warm wet mouth from one to the other, back and forth, until my whole body tingled and ached for more of her.  When she had me right on the edge of insanity with her teasing, she suddenly rolled from her seated position, landing me on the couch with her kneeling in front of me.

Her lips and tongue left a warm damp trail down my tummy until she was teasing just above the waistband of my sweatpants.  My legs were spread open around her well-developed shoulders, and while her tongue tickled my hip bone, her hands pinched and rolled my sensitive nipples.

I could feel my tummy trembling as she teased and tormented me.  Her dark eyes stared up at me as she slowly hooked her fingers into the waistband of my sweatpants and slid them down my legs.  I was wearing nothing but my panties while she was still completely dressed.

Her short nails grazed up my bare thighs, making me squirm and twitch on the couch.  Stacey hooked her arms around the back of my hips and pulled me to the very edge of the couch cushion.  When she pressed her teasing mouth against my wet panties and exhaled hotly, I let out a pained groan and clutched the edge of the cushion underneath me.

“Please…” I exhaled softly, begging her to end the torment.

When I looked down into her face, she was grinning up at me hungrily.

She hooked her thumbs into the strings of my panties and slowly pulled them away from my body.  The wetness made them cling in the center and then she finally separated them, sliding them down my legs.

Her lips and tongue on my inner thighs only drove me crazier the closer to the apex she moved.  Her lips finally brushed against the smoothly shaven skin, and my thighs fell further apart to yield to her completely.

Her hot wet tongue wound its way through the moist flesh until it was buried between the folds.  I felt like I was going to come out of my skin, like I wanted more of her right then in that moment but that it was almost too much and I wanted to push her way.

She licked and nibbled everywhere except the very center of my ache.  All around, even dipping just inside me, but carefully avoiding my throbbing swollen nub.  Every muscle in my body was tight with anticipation, and then with just one touch, I melted.

“Ohhhhhhh,” I groaned from deep inside my chest.

Her tongue grazed once, twice, then three times.  Then she finally pursed her lips around and sucked softly until it felt like I was balanced on the razor’s edge of heaven.  She pulled slightly, letting the stiff tip of her tongue flicker and dance across the taut surface.

Harder and faster she flicked, now seemingly determined to drive me off the edge into oblivion.  My tummy trembled, and my body ached with the tightness.  When she drew tiny firm circles just… right… there… I exploded.

“Ohhhh god,” I moaned, clutching at whatever I could get my hands on.

My body tightened for an eternal moment, and then shook all over as I surrendered.

She eased me back down to reality with slow, soft lapping, until I finally had to squirm away because of the extreme sensitivity.

She slid back up my body, and I welcomed her slick kiss, tasting myself on her lips and tongue and chin.

“Please,” I finally exhaled, “How do I pleasure you as well?”

I desperately wanted to see and feel her body as well, to give her what she had given me.

She chuckled, “There’s time enough for that later.”

“No, please, show me…”

I was still boneless on the couch, but she stood up and undressed quickly.  Apparently, the time for teasing had passed.  I slid down so that I was laying along the length of the couch and she straddled my naked body with her own.

She was gorgeous, her skin glowing with a faint tan, her small but perky breasts tipped with stiff brown nipples.

I ran my hands over every inch of her that I could reach, marveling at how soft her skin was but how firm the muscles were just beneath the surface.

She was shaven like I was, and when I slid my fingers against the silky skin, I felt my eyes widen at how wet she was.

“Oh my,” I breathed quietly.

Her moan was warm as honey, and I wanted to cause more of them.

My fingers slipped and slid around in her wetness, feeling every velvet fold and crease in her most sensitive places.  I felt my finger graze against a hotly swollen nub and watched as her mouth dropped open in a silent plea.

I grazed again in the same place, watching her stomach muscles tighten and twitch under her skin.

“Like that?” I asked quietly, still very unsure of what I was doing.

“Oh God, yes, just… right… there,” she moaned, her eyes closing as her head fell backward.

I pressed firmer and drew the same tiny circles that her tongue had drawn against me, and suddenly her whole body went rigid, and then she melted into my hand.  The warm wetness flowed out of her body and soaked my fingers as I kept pressing and rubbing.  She finally collapsed forward on top of me, and I slowly withdrew my hand.

As she tried to catch her breath in the warm apartment, I raised my fingers to my own mouth and tasted her sweetness for the first time.

****

Yes, I said the first time.  Because it was only the first time of many.  Stacey and I ended up dating for several months.  Each time we explored each other’s body was sexier than the one before.  The first time she took me to a lesbian bar, I was so nervous, I got stinking drunk, and she had to literally carry me out of the bar.  It was rather embarrassing, but she just laughed at me and put me to bed.

I have to admit, I never considered sleeping with women before her, but now, I would be hard-pressed to ever go back to sleeping with just men.  We eventually did split up, and I stayed single for a while.  I dated a few people casually, one man and a handful of women.  I did end up going back to the lesbian bar on my own, and was starting to feel more comfortable in the place.  Everyone was very nice, and it was only a little awkward when I ran into her one night.

About a year after Stacey and I split, I realized that while she and I were never meant to be long-term, I had learned a valuable lesson and I would be forever grateful.


46. Hailey’s House Call: Lesbian Sex with a Hot Repairwoman by Roxy Rhodes

Me, a lesbian? Never. At least that what I’ve sworn ever since I was in middle school. I have always been one of those women who found it annoying and repulsive when I would see two chicks making out in public or spot them dancing erotically with each other on the dance floor of a bar or club. But when I met Lisa Long, all of that changed. In a single day, this woman turned me out and made me her bitch—and I loved every minute of it! She turned me out better than any man I had ever been with in my entire life, and now, I’m still not quite sure if I’m actually bisexual, but I will always be lesbo for Lisa Long.

I have been dating a guy named Jake for about a year, and he wants us to move in together, but I am having second thoughts about cohabitating with him, so I have been stalling for a while, now. There are a few things around my house that need to be repaired, and I told him I want to have everything fixed and up to par before I move him in.

Truthfully though, I think I’m really just not ready to give up my freedom and independence.

Jake is actually a great guy. I met him about fifteen months ago. I had just been promoted on my job as a customer service rep for a local IT company. He just happened to get hired on as my assistant. Of course, workplace romance was very much frowned upon, so we had kept our relationship a secret for 6 months until Jake ended up resigning and landing a better, higher-paying position at an engineering plant.

Jake and I work opposite shifts, so for the past six months or so, since he’s been working at the new plant, we haven’t been able to spend a whole lot of time together. I’m pretty sure that that had something to do with why he has been so adamant about pushing for us to move in together.

Now, don’t get me wrong, I adore Jake, I really do, but I am just used to having my independence and my freedom, and I just don’t feel 100% ready to give all of that up.

Right now, Jake and I alternate weekends. We spend one weekend at my place and the next weekend at his place. I have a small 2-bedroom house that was actually left to me by my great-aunt when she passed away. This is one of the main reasons why it needs work done to get it exactly how I want it to be.

Jake, however, lives in a little studio apartment on the opposite side of town. He had been living there for almost two years. When I asked him why he never upgraded to a bigger, better place, his answer was that he never had a reason to. It was just him, and he didn’t need a lot of space or a lot of material things. He also said that he’s been saving up his money so that he can buy the kind of house and the kind of car that he really wants.

I woke up this morning realizing that it was Saturday. I looked over to my left and saw that Jake wasn’t in bed with me. I heard the shower running, and I knew he was getting ready for his bowling tournament. He wanted me to go with him, of course, but I really wasn’t in the mood. I am not a bowler, and I think that the only reason he wants me to go with him is to have his own personal cheerleader present.

This time around, his team is playing a bowling team from one of the bordering towns. They call themselves the Bowler Buds. Jake is the captain of his bowling league, and they are called the Brookstown Bowlers. I told him I would go with him, though, so I intend to keep my word.

This was going to be my third time accompanying him and the first two times had not really been all that fun for me. At least this particular bowling alley had a bar, so I knew that if nothing else, I would at least be able to get shitfaced drunk—especially since Jake was the one who would be driving us home.

I yawned and stretched and let the thin sheets fall down and reveal my naked breasts. Jake and I often fell asleep in the nude after hot, drunken sex sessions on Friday nights. I looked around the room, trying to spot my pink satin robe, and then I finally saw it hanging on the doorknob of my bedroom closet.

I stretched again and got up out of the bed. I walked stark naked over to the closet and grabbed my robe off of the doorknob. Just then, a naked, wet Jake came walking into the bedroom wrapped in a towel from the waist down.

The leftover water from the shower he’d just had was sitting in little wet beads tangled in the small hairs of his chest. The hair on his head was still soaked and even had small suds of shampoo residue around the outer edges of his hairline—especially near his ears.

To me, he actually looked kind of cute, all wet and sudsy, smelling fresh and clean like the scent of the manly soap and shampoo he always used.

“Hey, hey! Look who’s up and at ‘em!” he said teasingly as he entered my bedroom with a surprised smile on his face. “I thought I was gonna have to slap you in the face with my huge cock in order to wake you up!” He laughed at his own joke—as he often did—and I flashed him a half-smile.

I threw my robe around my shoulders and Jake came over and tried to stop me.

“Whoa! Wait a minute! Why you covering all of that up, baby? You know I love to see your sexy body fully exposed,” he tried to stop me from closing up my robe.

“Oh, come on, Jake! Now, stop playing around. I’m hungry. I’m gonna go make us some breakfast before I get dressed,” I told him.

“Oh baby, come on, now. How about a little ‘morning grind’ first?” He slid his right hand inside my robe and cupped my left breast. He gave it a little squeeze and moved in closer to me, sliding his fingertips across my nipple.

“Seriously, Jake? Did you not get enough last night?” I asked him, softly.

I wasn’t really in the mood to get it on again—partly because my stomach was rumbling and empty and I wanted to get something to eat first, and partly because I knew that morning sex with Jake was never really all that great. He was always in a hurry in the morning, so I knew he was just gonna get me all turned on and then bust his nut in like 3 minutes and I’d still be left hot and bothered with no sexual release.

I guess I could always masturbate afterward, but just the thought of it actually turned me off even more. I wasn’t really into masturbation like a lot of other people. I preferred to have my partner get me off rather than myself or some vibrating inanimate object.

He slid his other hand up the bottom of my robe, and his fingertips found the lips of my pussy. He began to rub them sensually, letting his middle finger slide gently up toward my clit. His touch was starting to feel pretty good, and I was getting a little bit turned on, but I still wasn’t convinced to hop back into bed with him.

“Last night was so fucking good that I want just a little taste of it again,” he whispered softly into my ear. His lips found my neck, and he began to nibble on it playfully.

“Babe, come on, I’m really hungry. Maybe after breakfast,” I suggested, backing away from him and closing my robe back up. I planted a kiss on his cheek and hurried out into the kitchen.

**

After a breakfast of eggs, bacon, and toast, I hopped in the shower, myself. Jake had either forgot that he’d wanted a quick romp or had changed his mind, because he didn’t follow me in there, nor did he attack me when I came out. As I got dressed in my bedroom, I could hear him out in the living room on the phone with one of his bowling pals talking about the tournament. From the sound of it, he was talking to Matt, his co-captain.

As soon as I was dressed and ready, Jake and I headed over to the bowling alley. He and his team liked to get there early so they could have a few drinks and fuck off for a little while before the actual tournament starts. I don’t mind, though, because that’s usually the highlight of my evening there, anyway.

When we arrived at the bowling alley, it was already pretty crowded. It was just a few minutes past noon, and the tournament wasn’t scheduled to start until 1:00. There are 5 guys on Jake’s team, and they usually play five other guys. To my surprise, however, when we arrived at the bowling alley, I got the shock of my life. Jake and his team were playing against an all-female bowling team! The Bowler Buds were women!

As Jake’s team and I approached the bar, The Bowler Buds came over and introduced themselves. Their captain’s name was Lisa. Lisa Long. She was 5’6” with short wavy hair and set of knockers that would blow any guy’s mind. She had the kind of eyes that drew you in and made you want to stare into them forever.

I personally had never been attracted to another woman before in my life, but there was something about Lisa that mesmerized me. Of course, I wasn’t about to admit it—not even to myself at that point. Lisa introduced her teammates and offered to buy everyone a round of drinks. Jake and his team with their masculine egos didn’t want to accept free drinks from a woman, though. He tried to refuse, but Lisa was adamant.

“Just pretend I have a dick bigger than yours,” she teased, as she handed the barmaid a $50 bill. “Now tell her what you want, or I’m gonna order all of you a round of ‘girly’ drinks!” Lisa winked at me and flashed me a sly smile after she made her bold statement. I found myself smiling back at her.

Jake and his team ended up losing for the first time, and to a team of women, at that!

Jake didn’t take his team’s loss all that gracefully. On the way back to my place, he was quiet. We stopped at the liquor store and bought some booze and liquor for the evening. He got so drunk that night that he couldn’t get it up when we tried to fool around.

After he passed out, I took out one of my vibrators and pleasured myself to a satisfying orgasm. Almost unconsciously, I found myself thinking about Lisa, and I whispered her name as I climaxed. I was feeling uncertain as to why I, a woman who had always been as straight as an arrow, was having sexual thoughts about another woman. Eventually, though, I drifted off to sleep.

Jake spent his Sunday afternoons at one of his buddy’s houses watching football and drinking beer all day long. I decided to go to the laundromat and get some laundry done. My washer had broken down a week ago, and Jake didn’t have a washer and dryer at his place. When I got to the laundromat, however, it was packed wall to wall with people, and there were no washers available.

“Goddammit!” I hissed under my breath, irately.

I had no intention of waiting around all day for a couple of washing machines to become available. As I turned around to head back out of the overly crowded laundromat, I noticed a flyer hanging on the bulletin board near the door.  It read:

Long’s Large Appliance Repair

“The Best in the Business!”

Servicing all makes and models. Same day service available in most cases

Call for a free no obligation consultation

I quickly put the number into my cell phone and saved it. I thought that maybe if I gave these people a call, they could come by and fix my washing machine and I wouldn’t have to worry about dealing with this crowded-ass laundromat.

On the way back to my apartment, I called the number on the flyer, hoping that they were available on weekends. It rang twice before someone answered.

“Long’s Large Appliance Repair. How can I help you?” a woman’s voice asked on the other end of the line.

“Uh, yes. My name is Hailey Nichols, and I got your number off of a flyer I saw in the Brookstown Laundromat. My washer broke about a week ago, and I was wondering if you guys were open on weekends.”

“Yes, ma’am, we sure are. What model is your washer?” the woman asked.

“A Kenmore Super Capacity,” I told her.

“What type of issue are you having?” she asked me.

“It won’t spin. It just stopped spinning about 5 or 6 days ago,” I replied. “Is there anyone available to come out and look at it today?” I crossed my fingers as I asked.

“What’s your address, please?”

“502 West Oak Lane in Brookstown,” I stated hopefully.

“Please hold for a moment while I check on that for you, ma’am,” she said.

Smooth jazz music played on the line for a few moments, and then the lady finally came back on.

“Ma’am? Are you still there?’ she asked.

“Yes, I am,” I replied.

“OK, I can have someone come by within the hour,” she said cheerfully.

“Oh, that’s great!” I replied, happily. “Thank you so much!”

**

I knew that Jake was going to be gone pretty much all day, so when I got back to my place, I took the laundry loads back inside and straightened up a bit while I waited on the repairman to arrive.

About 40 minutes later, I heard a knock at my door. I knew it was the repairman, so I hurried over to answer it. Boy, was I surprised when I opened the door!

Standing in my doorway, was the lovely, short-haired, big-breasted Lisa Long! I stood there with my mouth agape as she smiled at me.

“Well, sugar, aren’t you gonna invite me in? You did call to have your washer repaired, right?” she asked me with a sly smirk on her pretty face.

“Uh…yeah. Yes, of course. Come on in, Lisa,” I said, taken completely by surprise.

She was wearing a tight-fitting black wife-beater, a pair of blue dickies that fit snugly against her shapely buttocks and a pair of black work boots. Her large, perky-looking breasts were stretching the tight wife-beater damned near to its limit, and her cleavage was plainly on display. I caught myself looking down at her tits and still, I couldn’t help but stare.

As she walked past me, my eyes glanced down at her backside, and I noticed how tightly her dickies hugged her shapely round ass. Even when she was dressed to do dirty work, this woman looked hot as hell.

I consider myself to be a pretty good-looking woman, even though I have always been the shy, quiet type. My own breasts are 34-C cups, and my waist is trim and thin, almost as thin as those models in the magazines. My ass is firm, yet soft and has a nice round shape to it and my legs, though not very long, are slender and toned.

Lisa, on the other hand, had legs for days. Her last name was “Long, ” and I would have sworn it was because of how long her fucking legs are.

Anyway, I led her back into the small laundry room where my washer and dryer were located. She followed close behind me, and I swear it was like I could feel her checking out my ass. I was wearing a pair of tight little blue shorts and blue and white tank top that showed off my silver navel ring. It was one of my signature summertime outfit types.

“So, how long have you had that belly ring?” Lisa suddenly asked me out of the blue as I opened the laundry room door to lead her inside.

“Um, ever since I was 18. So, about 5 years now,” I told her.

“That’s some sexy-ass shit,” she replied, deviously and raised her eyebrows at me.

She flashed me a smile, and I could have sworn there was a hint of flirtation in it. I wasn’t sure yet if she was actually flirting with me or not, but the energy in the room seemed pretty heated.

“Um…thanks?” I said questioningly. “So, here’s the washer. It stopped turning almost a week ago.”

Lisa looked down into the open washer.

“I can see already that you’re probably gonna need this part replaced. I’m pretty sure I have a new one out in the truck,” she told me plainly.

“Oh. OK, well about how much is this gonna cost me?” I inquired.

Lisa turned around and looked me directly in the eyes.

“We talking money or something else?” she asked with a smirk. She raised her eyebrows at me again, and I knew for sure that she was flirting with me that time.

“Um…” I began.

Lisa cut me off with a loud laugh.

“I’m just fucking with you, girl! Damn! Chill out. You can take a joke can’t you?” She gave me a playful tap on the shoulder.

Her entire face lit up when she laughed making her look even more alluring and beautiful. I couldn’t believe I was actually checking out another woman, but I just couldn’t help myself.

I forced myself to chuckle back at her.

“I’m gonna go grab that part and my toolbox out of the truck, and I’ll be right back in,” she told me with a wink.

As I watched her walk back out of the front door, my eyes dropped down to her tight little ass again. What is wrong with me? I thought to myself. So much for straight as an arrow, right? It was like my arrow was slowly starting to curve slightly—at least when it came to Lisa Long anyway.

When she came back in, she had a tool set and the washer part in her hands. She went into the laundry room and started taking my washer apart.

“So, you never did tell me how much this is gonna cost me, Lisa,” I reminded her.

She looked up at me and winked again.

“I’ll give you a good deal. Since I already whooped your boyfriend’s ass last night, I’ll go easy on you today,” she stated teasingly. “Gimme about $60 bucks, and we’ll call it even. That’s 50% off of what I normally charge.”

Her flirtatious smile was driving me wild. I don’t know what it was about this sexy, alluring woman, but I wanted her. I wanted her, and I didn’t care that I had a boyfriend. I didn’t even care that I was supposed to be straight. There was something absolutely irresistible about this woman.

I watched as she started working on the washer and I noticed how good she seemed to be with her hands. Though she was obviously a female, she handled her tools like an ineptly skilled man. How she managed to be so brash and brawn yet still so feminine and sensual completely blew my mind. She probably didn’t know it at the time, but she was going to get a tip when she got finished with my washer. And, it was gonna be tip she would likely never forget.

As I continued to watch her work, she would glance back at me every now and then as we made small talk. She kept flashing me smiles, winks and eyebrow raises, and making slightly suggestive little comments, and every little thing she said and did only turned me on even more. It was the first time I had ever been attracted to another woman, and I found myself fantasizing about her as she fixed my washing machine.

She completed the job in less than an hour. She went ahead and tested it out to make sure the new part was functional. She brought me over to the washer and showed me that it was now working properly. I was truly impressed.

I looked at her with fascination. I had never met a woman quite like her before.

“Thank you so much, Lisa!” I said excitedly. I went and got my purse and pulled out four twenty dollar bills. When I handed the money to her, she looked puzzled.

“Hon, you got corncobs in your ears? I said you only owe me sixty,” she teased.

“I know what you said, Lisa,” I told her sternly, yet I raised my eyebrows at her this time.

“You don’t have to tip me, lovely,” she said sweetly. “Being in the presence of a pretty young thing like yourself was already tip enough for me.”

She winked at me again, and I couldn’t stand it anymore. Her comment let me know that she was indeed attracted to me and that was all the confirmation I needed.

“No, really, Lisa…thank you,” I said seductively. I wrapped my arms around her and hugged her.

She seemed surprised at first, but she didn’t pull away. In fact, she wrapped her arms around me in return. I started with just a simple hug, but I didn’t break our embrace right away. I could smell the light scent of her perfume coming from the nape of her neck, and the fragrance was intoxicating.

Our breasts pressed together, and the sensation actually aroused me. Almost instinctively, I gently touched her neck with the top of my nose and trailed it down a few inches. She didn’t stop me, nor did she push me away, so I placed my lips on the soft skin of her neck and kissed her softly.

I felt her shudder slightly and that told me that she was enjoying my tender affections. I ran my hands down the length of her back and grabbed her tight buttocks, giving them a squeeze. And, that’s when her lips found mine.

Lisa covered my mouth with hers and kissed me deeply, slowly and passionately. She slid her tongue between my slightly parted lips and explored my mouth with it. I intertwined my tongue with hers, and we both moaned in pleasure as we kissed. Her hands found my buttocks, and she squeezed them just like a man would. I pressed my body closer against hers, backing her into the washing machine she had just repaired for me.

Lisa was a few inches taller than me, as I have a short 5’2” stature, and with one swift and graceful movement she spun me around and lifted me up onto the washer. She parted my legs and moved in between them. We were making out like two horny teenagers, kissing, caressing and stroking one another. She grabbed and squeezed my breasts and twirled her tongue in circles on my neck.

“Mmm, Hailey,” Lisa murmured as she slid my shirt up over my head and quickly unhooked my lace bra. Next thing I knew her face was buried between my tits, suckling, licking and biting gently. Her hand's fingertips fondled my erect, sensitive nipples and caused moans and gasps to continuously escape my mouth. I was on fire for her! She was bringing something out of me that no man I had ever been with had ever been able to.

She trailed kisses down my belly and then I felt her tugging on my shorts. I helped her pull them down, and she slid them off over my feet. I reached out and pulled her wife-beater up over her head. I lifted her tight black bra up releasing her huge, bodacious breasts. I massaged them as our tongues intertwined again and then, Lisa began to trail her tongue down my neck, to my breasts and then down my belly until she reached the top of my thin lace panties.

She pulled them to the side, and her fingertips found my clit. She began to stimulate it with precision and meticulous skill. She was touching me intimately, yet unlike any man had ever touched me there. Her touch was…immaculate, for lack of a better word. It was like she knew the intimate parts of my body better than even I did. I moved my hips in unison with the strokes of her fingertips. She was very quickly and very easily bringing me close to a powerful and deeply intense climax. My pussy was growing hotter and wetter by the second, with every touch of her wonderful fingertips.

Then, I felt her mouth between my thighs, and I lost it. I was grabbing the wall behind me with my hands and raising my hips up to meet her face. I was beyond turned on. I had never felt such sexual intensity. Lisa was the hands down the best lover I had ever experienced, and she wasn’t even a man!

“Mmm, you taste so good, Hailey,” Lisa mumbled, her words muffled by my swollen, sensitive clit and ridiculously wet cunt.

I was writhing, moaning and uncontrollably jerking my hips with insane pleasure. I was so close to climaxing that I could almost taste it.

“Oh GOD, Lisa!” I cried out as I felt Lisa’s tongue flicking hard against my clit.

Every flick of her magnificent tongue sent a delightful sensation shooting through my crotch. I knew I was going to cum soon and I knew it was going to be a powerfully intense orgasm. I could feel it.

I was on fire and burning with desire, unlike I had ever been for any man. When Lisa’s magical mouth brought me to my climax, it was unlike anything I had ever felt before. It was the most intense, the most powerful and most earth-shattering orgasm I had ever had in my entire life! My whole entire body was completely and totally wracked with overwhelmingly intense climactic pleasure! I felt tears welling up my eyes—tears of sheer joy as I came the hardest I had ever cum. My legs began to shake uncontrollably, and the rest of my body tensed up immensely. I grabbed her head and pushed it into my crotch with such force that I thought I might suffocate her, but I couldn’t help myself. It was like a reflex.

I screamed out loud, crying out her name over and over again as my orgasm took over, and Lisa didn’t stop flicking that magical tongue of hers until she’d tasted every last drop of my dripping juices.

I collapsed on the washing machine as my climax finally subsided, breathless and panting. Lisa looked up at me with a proud, satisfied smirk on her face and licked her lips seductively.

“Holy FUCK!” I panted, barely able to speak. “That was the most intense, most powerful orgasm I have ever experienced!”

Lisa didn’t say a word, she just kept staring at me with that prideful smirk on her pretty face. She put her bra and wife-beater back on in silence as I watched, still barely unable to move.

Just then, I heard Jake come in the front door.

“Hailey, I’m back!” he called out.

My eyes widened, and I hopped down off of the washer and hurriedly redressed, straightening my clothes and fixing my hair as Lisa, and I walked out of the small laundry room. We entered the living room just as he was setting a 6-pack of beer down on the coffee table.

“Hey,” I said to him. “You remember Lisa, right?”

Jake’s eyes widened in surprise as he recognized the captain of the all-female bowling team that had beat his team the day before.

“Oh, yeah. Hey, how are you?” he reached out to shake her hand.

“She just fixed my washer,” I boasted, and then flashed Lisa a knowing look, as if to say: that’s not all she fixed.

Lisa shook Jake’s hand firmly and grinned at him.

“It’s nice to see you again,” she told him. Then she turned to look back at me. “If you…uh, ever have any more problems,” she said shrewdly, emphasizing the word “problems” in a suggestive tone, “please do not hesitate to give me a call anytime.”

She winked at me and smiled as she walked out of the door with her large gray toolbox in tow. I watched her walk out of the front door and then turned to look at Jake.

“A female bowler and a female repairwoman,” Jake observed. “Hmm, I bet she’s a straight up dike.” He chuckled at his statement as he reached for a beer and sat down on my couch, turning on the flat screen TV with the remote.

I smiled and thought silently to myself: You have no fucking idea.

I grabbed a beer for myself and sat down next to him, glad that he couldn’t read my mind. I was secretly thinking about purposely breaking one of my other large appliances so I could have an excuse call, Lisa, over again soon…


47. The Erotic Section: Passionate Lesbian Sex by April Fisher

The outside world is scary for me, so when my brother decides one day to take me outside, I didn’t want to. He seemed so insistent though that saying no didn’t seem like an option. Outside is where I met her – the girl who would become the one from my dreams. Spending more time together was in order and it turned out to be way more exciting than either of us had anticipated.

Is there anything worse than living at home with your family?

One could argue, no, there isn’t. I was in my sophomore year of college, and the cruelty of the schedule it imposed on me made me never want to leave my room. I didn’t want to go to class to get yet more homework and essays, I didn’t want to talk to anyone in class much less work with them, and the worst part about it was that people kept trying to force me out of my room to ‘experience life,’ as my parents so eloquently put it.

I experienced life in a different way. After I finished the several hours per week of homework and slogged my way through the classes, I came home and got comfortable, made myself a cup of tea, and I opened a book. That’s all it took for me to relax. I escaped to a completely different realm for a few hours while I read, and the tea warmed my very bones, and I wasn’t wearing a bra. Sometimes, on a warm, sunny day, I would sit outside on the porch and read there.

It probably looked like I was just starved for friendship to others, or lazy, or depressed. It was my way of relaxing, though. Other people might go out with friends, or go to the beach, or even just played a few rounds of ping pong. But suddenly because I wasn’t socializing all the time, I was the weird one, and I must need pity.

My brother Jeremy was the one who didn’t seem to mind. He often joined me outside with his phone or a video game handheld. The noise of his games could sometimes be distracting, but that was when I started watching him play and retreated into a different kind of world. He didn’t get pity because he socialized way more than I did – even though that socializing kind of consisted of him just showing up and playing his games and mostly ignoring everyone except for one or two people.

“Having fun?” he asked me as I closed the book I was reading, finally finished with the series I’d been reading for the past month.

“Not anymore,” I responded. “I’m done with the books that I have.”

I had a habit of only buying the books I knew I would finish and no more than that, because otherwise, I’d hoard them and then feel overwhelmed by all the books I had to read, and then I would never read any of them. But now I was finished with the series I had, and I had no more books to read. It was a little depressing.

“It’s still pretty early on in the day, maybe you could go buy some.” He didn’t look at me as he spoke, his eyes on his game console. Still, I felt like he was listening to me. We were alike in different ways – he always had his nose in a video game, and I always had my nose in a book. He’d just gotten good at speaking to other people while doing that. I hadn’t gotten good at speaking at all.

“It’s summer. I can go buy books whenever I want.”

I had overcome the finals of doom the week before, and I had only just now started getting my grades back. I had fairly consistent averages of between B and A. I had one C – in psychology no less. I didn’t understand other people, and I had a hard time even trying, and the science behind it was even worse. Still, I was proud of myself for not failing completely.

“But you look lost now.”

He finally looked up at me from his game, with a know-it-all look that infuriated me. “I can find something to do besides this. I don’t always read.”

He looked at me over his game console, only his eyes showing. He said nothing. I knew I’d lied. “Okay, but I’m sure I can find something else to do.”

“Do you want me to drive you to the bookstore?” I could see the smile in his eyes even though I couldn’t see his mouth.

“Yes please.”

I loved the smell of the bookstore. My room smelled more like this because half my books were more than a year old. I did reread my books every so often, but only the best ones got that sort of treatment, so my room was always rotating with different books. When I was done with a book, if I didn’t anticipate reading it again, I sold it. Still, the smell was comforting even if the book was new. Well-worn books would always be the better of the two, though. They should make book smell into a perfume so I could carry it with me everywhere.

“Excuse me… um… I couldn’t help but notice you picked up my favorite book.”

My heart froze with fear as I turned around to face an even smaller woman than me. She couldn’t have been more than five feet tall, with glasses on her baby face and a sweater too big for her. She looked no more than sixteen. “Er… can I help you, kid?” I asked, wanting to avoid this social situation altogether. I could see my brother smirking in the corner of my eye. He’d put her up to this.

She suddenly puffed up in annoyance. “I’m twenty-one! And er… well, I think you’d really like that book. My name’s April.”

She held out a tiny hand to me, and I took it despite my better judgment to be cold and unapproachable. I couldn’t bring myself to be that way towards such a fragile-looking little thing. “I read a lot of books, but this series only just released the final book. I was waiting so I could binge it.”

“There’s also a TV series, if you’re interested in that! But make sure to read the book first.”

“That shouldn’t be difficult.”

We spent some more time talking like that, and we decided after a while that we should go and grab something to eat because we’d spent so much time talking that lunchtime had hit and I was starting to feel light-headed from hunger. After I bought the full series of books, my brother drove us to a nearby restaurant, and we sat down to order. I pulled out the first book, eager to dive into it.

My brother placed a hand on the cover. “You don’t want to ruin the book with food grease, right?”

He had a point, but we hadn’t even ordered yet. “But I wanna…”

April smiled. “It’s okay. She’s really excited; just let her read until the food gets here. Is there anything specific you want?” she asked me, and for the first time in a long time, I really felt understood. I decided to open the menu first and ran my eyes over what looked and sounded good.

“Hmmm… I’ll have a chicken burger with the chunky fries.” After all, I was going to be working hard on reading this book. I needed sustenance.

Jeremy and April both ordered their own things, while April ordered for me. I was too absorbed in the book by the time the waiter actually came by, which was less than two minutes after we sat down. As I read over the preface and introduction of the book before the actual chapters as I was wont to do, I realized that the author had written this book mostly on their own, with the exception of the editor and a few odd other people. The dedication was to the reader. I wondered if I could write my own book then, realizing that I wouldn’t have much help with that either. I mean, if this author could do it, why not me?

“Food’s here,” Jeremy said, knocking me out of my bubble. I bookmarked the page I was on. I always carried a spare bookmark in my purse, just in case. I put the book away and started digging into my food, and the conversation with April continued. She asked me what I liked about the book so far, and we dove into the details of the plot, much of which she couldn’t say yet because I’d only just begun.

By the end of the day, I felt like I’d made a real friend, and we agreed on a day to get together again, preferably when I’d gotten a little further into the book so we would have more to talk about – not that there had been a lack of things to talk about before. We had so many common interests that we could’ve been stuck in an empty room and still found a way to entertain each other.

Jeremy didn’t butt in the next time April, and I spent time together. She came over to the house the weekend after we met, holding in her hand a bag of goodies and sweets. I had already finished the first book by then, and was currently on the second of the series. In the bag was also an assortment of DVDs. “So we’re watching the first season today, right?” April said with a bright smile on her face. “We can’t watch the second season yet, or you’ll get spoiled.”

“I don’t mind. Come on in, my room’s upstairs.”

We both walked upstairs without anyone addressing us. Jeremy was the only one in the house anyways; my parents were out for the day on a date or something. I thought it was cute that they still made time for each other even with how long they’d been married. Still, a relationship wasn’t for me because I was selfish as hell. Plus I would probably never talk to them.

April and I dug into the food she brought, and I supplied the drinks, and we started a conversation on how nice my room was. I had posters of all my favorite shows, most of which April was familiar with. I couldn’t help but notice little details as she spoke and got excited about different things. She had a habit of holding a hand to her cheek and giving me a dreamy look when she talked about the romantic pairings, and her lips moved in such a way that made me want to kiss them… wait, what? No, that couldn’t be possible… could it?

Either way, I had no idea if April was gay or not and it would be rude to assume which way she swung. The easiest way would be to ask, but I wasn’t even sure if I was gay or not myself at this point in time so what would be the point in that? I had never really asked myself the question before. I had never really been interested in relationships – or more specifically, in men. Maybe I really was gay. Or introverted. Or both.

“So, shall we watch this? You’re going to love the main character’s actor, they nailed his personality.” Her eyes glittered with excitement as she spoke, and I couldn’t say no to her even as I wanted to just tackle her to my mattress. No one was home except my brother, and he wouldn’t bother my time with my new friend anyways. Plus I had a lock on my door. They would never suspect me of having sex with a woman. Then again they were the type of family who cared more about whether I socialized, and they were the type to hand out condoms. I’d gotten one the first time I’d gotten my period, along with the dreaded sex talk. It was embarrassing for sure, but I was thankful they’d rather have me protected than ashamed.

“Yeah, no problem.” I put the DVD into the player, and as I soon discovered, we were both the type to stay pretty much silent while watching. Thank god, because I hated people who talked through interesting stuff. And interesting it was – while the show didn’t quite follow the book exactly, it still kept the core components in place, and the characters were exactly how I’d imagined them in my head. In fact, I was already pairing up characters in my head. I really hoped some of them would be canon by the end of the series.

“What’d ya think of the first episode?” she asked, rather excitedly. She bounced a little on my bed, and I blushed, looking away.

“I enjoyed it a lot,” I said, not entirely meaning the show but including it. I was so glad I wasn’t a guy because if I was a huge boner would be visible right now.

From the corner of my eye, I could see her tilt her head. “You okay? I mean, it’s all right if you didn’t like it. We don’t have to watch any more of it.”

God, she was so innocent, and it just made me want her more. “No, no, it wasn’t the show, it was great.”

She wrapped an arm around my arm, looking up at me with curious eyes. “So what’s wrong? I mean, if there’s anything wrong, I mean… I might just not be used to you yet.”

Even though I could barely feel them, her breasts pressed against me and I had to block out saying that I wanted to touch them. I bit my tongue a little. “I’m really okay. More than okay.”

Should I tell her the truth? Perhaps it would be for the best, rather than leading her on thinking that we were just friends in my head and that I wasn’t feeling sexually aroused. But at the same time, it was more effort than I was used to dealing with because most of my friends were fictional.

“April?” I turned to her, pulling my arm away from her a little. She let go, not quite looking offended yet, but I’m sure she would be soon. Better for me to get it over with and lose my new friend than to drag it on forever, I guess.

“You hate me don’t you?” she said, rather matter-of-factly. It took me off guard.

“Wuh? No, no… I just… well, it’s hard to say…”

She closed her eyes, almost as if accepting a fate I hadn’t imposed on her yet. I didn’t know if she was annoyed with my cowardice or not. “Just say it.”

I suddenly felt really shy to tell her, as if I hadn’t been already. “Well… I think I’m gay?” I said, more of a question to myself than an actual statement. “I mean, I don’t know… but… you’re cute.”

“Oh thank God…” She looked strangely relieved that I was telling her this. “I thought you were going to say I was annoying and that you wanted me to leave.”

“Huh? Why the heck would I say that?” I felt genuinely taken aback by her reaction. Was I that unapproachable? Then again, I had tried to appear cold…

“Well, a lot of people call me annoying and to leave them alone so… well, it’s nice to know that it’s rather the opposite.” She lifted her drink to her mouth and took a big gulp of it, as if to wash down the bad taste of a past she’d rather forget.

I honestly couldn’t fathom why anyone would ever think that about her. I mean, I’d only been around her for a day, but she seemed like the type of person that would give you space if you asked for it. Not to mention how tiny and cute she was, always wearing clothes that were too big for her, and keeping her hair tied in a thick braid. In fact, I’d never seen her with her hair down and loose.

“Well… I don’t think that. You’re too adorable to be annoying.”

She smiled at me, that bright smile I wanted to get a taste of. “Thanks. Should we watch some more?”

“Actually… I wanted to ask you a pretty personal question. It’s okay if you don’t want to answer…” I played with my fingers, looking down at them. They were suddenly really interesting, and I felt anxious as hell.

“Anything. Go ahead.”

“Are you gay?”

“Yeah.” Not even a single moment of hesitation before she answered me, not even a scrap of doubt showed in her voice. I shuffled a little bit closer without looking at her, hoping that I could discover a little more about myself today even if it was just a little bit. She put a hand under my chin, much to my surprise, and made me look at her.

“Want to try?” she asked, not specifying exactly what we would be trying, but somehow I instinctively knew and nodded in response. On that note, she moved her face closer to mine and pressed her lips against me – her soft lips with the taste of strawberry soda and cheesy chips. I loved the meld of flavors on top of her sweet lips, and in that moment, I knew with absolute certainty that I was gay. I had never kissed a man, had never even hugged a man besides my dad or my brother, and I had never been interested in trying. I had never been so sure that I was a lesbian until now though because people kept telling me I’d eventually meet the right person – but now I realized that the right person didn’t necessarily have to be a male. I felt a huge weight drop off my shoulders just then. I knew I was a lesbian now, and I never had to worry about dating a male again. For some reason that thought alone was hugely relieving. I supposed that finding out a big part of you was pretty relaxing in the end.

She broke off the kiss first, and it had lasted a moment longer than I had expected. She smiled a little as she came away from me. “You’re a pretty good kisser!”

I blushed. “Really? You too…”

Then she got a glint in her eye I wasn’t too familiar with, and a mischievous grin. “I wonder what else you’re good at.”

For such a tiny thing, she looked more dangerous than anyone I’d met in my life. I wasn’t scared, though. I trusted her to be gentle, at least, in whatever she had planned for me. Geez, I was more innocent than I had originally thought I was.

She pushed me to my bed, and I decided not to stop her. It wasn’t like either of us could get pregnant anyways, if that’s where she was going with this. From the way she started kissing my neck and my jawline, though, I guessed that’s exactly where we were going with this. I wasn’t sure what to do myself, so I just kind of wrapped my arms around her tiny frame and roamed my hands along her body. I couldn’t see exactly what her body looked like under that entire sweater, but I imagined it was pretty sexy. I wouldn’t have to wait long to see it, I gathered, since she was moving pretty quickly with her kisses.

“You have a nice scent,” she muttered in between kisses. “Kinda like old books and lemon.”

“Well… I do hang around a lot of old books…” I said, feeling a little more aroused with each kiss she gave my skin. I wanted more than that, but I decided to let her move slowly because it was my first time, and I wanted to experience every feeling to the fullest.

She zipped down my hoodie, moving lower to the collarbone and the top of my boobs. I took off the hoodie, an easy enough task since she was so small on top of me. Her mischievous nature was a stark contrast to how tiny she was. I had expected her to be cute and shy, but she seemed anything except that. I wondered if she angered easily. Like a tiny dog.

She lifted my shirt and saw the tan lines along my skin – I did go outside after all, and I liked to sit in the sun while reading for a few hours at a time until my sunscreen faded, and I was too lazy to reapply it, so I just went inside usually. She smiled a little and traced her finger along the bra lines on my shoulders. “You like being outside too?” she asked.

“A little… I read outside sometimes.”

“Surely you do other activities outside? Like swimming, or biking, or even a little bit of gardening?”

“I’m lazy though…” I sighed a little. “My dad makes me help him with the yard sometimes, but… I kind of just sit outside.”

April shrugged. “Well, I don’t mind. The tan lines are pretty.”

“I like how small your body is. I won’t sweat at night when I want to cuddle you.” I smirked a little, knowing she was sensitive about how young she looked. I traced a finger along the back of her shoulder blade, down her spine, and then laid a hand on the rim of her sweater to pull it up over her head. She seemed to like it – she shivered in a good way, almost forgetting immediately that I had commented on her size. Or perhaps she liked that I had complimented her about it instead of making fun of her.

Underneath the sweater, she wore a small tank top, but no bra. “Hmm, do you always go free like that, I wonder?”

She looked away. “Bras are uncomfortable. If they’re that uncomfortable, won’t they be bad for my breasts anyways? Boobs have muscles too, and when I wear a bra, I’m not using them. I can see using them for when they’re not healthy or something but… I think mine are nice.”

I smiled and leaned up to kiss her. “I think they’re more than nice.”

I took that opportunity to slip my hands under the last of her clothing and felt her bare skin all the way up to her boobs. It was so soft and velvety it should have been criminal, and I loved it. I wanted to ruin her skin a little with bites and hickeys. But maybe not on our first time, so I resisted the urge to corrupt her. At least until next time. Assuming there would be a next time, of course, but right now there was no indication there wouldn’t be. She seemed to enjoy my touch quite a lot.

For the first time in my life, I found something more interesting than my books. We forgot about the show and dove into each other then, ripping each other's clothes off and rolling around the bed as we made out. Her hands were too small to hold my breasts fully, and it looked almost comical when she tried. Still, it felt really good to have her touching me, and I couldn’t resist a moan escaping my lips.

She decided that still all of that wasn’t enough and she pulled back, and spread her legs wide open. She began to touch herself, and I watched for a few moments, mesmerized by the deliciousness of her vagina. She kept it well-groomed down there for sure. I, on the other hand, just let it grow wild until it got uncomfortable, and then I just shaved it off and itched for a few days while it grew back. Luckily for me, it hadn’t gotten so long that I would be uncomfortable showing it, so I did the same as her.

“That’s hot…” she muttered as I got into position. “Maybe I should help…”

She scooted a little closer while still facing me so that our pussies were touching. I didn’t expect her rubbing against me to feel this good, if only because I hadn’t expected her to know where my soft spot was right off the bat, but she knew. I guess sex really was better with a girl who knew exactly what she was doing. I moaned a little as she rubbed against me, and eventually, my pleasure grew so that I desperately moved my hips so that we were in rhythm with each other. “Ah fuck…”

It grew warm in my room, and we started to sweat profusely as we ground against each other, both climbing ever towards our climax. And when it finally hit, I swear I could see stars. Or maybe that was the glittering of pleasure in her eyes. I could no longer keep track as my body quivered in orgasm, mind blank of everything except what I was feeling for a few brief, ecstatic moments. I couldn’t have asked for more in my own personal heaven if I tried.

She went on a little longer than I did; saying my name over and over like it was the only thing she knew how to say. I smirked a little, feeling smug that I could make someone feel that way. Especially her – she looked so damn innocent, but she was really far dirtier than that. I wondered how far I could go with her. I wondered how many fantasies I could act out with her. I wanted to do so many things with her, sexual and more innocent.

She panted and collapsed to my mattress, seeming extremely satisfied. “Now if that’s not addicting I don’t know what is…”

I snickered. “Is it that hard a drug?”

“Might as well be…”

I climbed up so that my face was level with hers and wrapped an arm around her. “Thanks for showing me that. I don’t think I can ever go back to dick now.”

She giggled a little, and turned around, so we were spooning. “Too bad I can’t just press my butt against your lady boner.”

“I dunno, my boner was pretty damn big there.” I smiled and kissed the back of her head.

We laid there for a little while, until my parents called us downstairs for supper. We got dressed quickly so no one would walk in on us naked, but no one came in. Then I remembered I’d locked the door anyways. “Shall we?” I asked, waiting for her to be ready so we could go downstairs together, and I could introduce my new… friend.

“Does your family approve of… you know, gay people?”

“They don’t really care either way. To be honest, if I can’t get pregnant, they’d probably be happier. So don’t worry about it.”

Jeremy was about to knock on the door as I opened it. He looked behind me, and there April was, tiny as she was, barely visible because she was so short. He smiled almost knowingly and then I realized her braid was a huge mess. “You really are becoming really close, huh?”

I shrugged. “Maybe there are things that are better than the worlds inside fictional books.”


48. Katie’s New Boss: Girl on Girl Sex with the Boss by Joni Blake

I have seen so many claims about sexual harassment at the office in the last few years that I am sick to death of it. Okay, it might be a problem sometimes but is it worth a lawsuit if someone whistles at you and says you have a fine ass? I nearly had to eat my words when I started getting treated differently by my new boss because I apparently was too hot for my job. The craziest part about this new boss was her gender. She was a woman. Everything came to a head when she demanded to see me in her office. What happened is certainly something I will never forget.

As I sit down to write this, I cannot stress enough how incredible the little trip I am about to take you on was for me. At just under five feet six inches tall with a trim but curvy figure and stylish blond hair, I’m about as female as it gets but sometimes I hate my own gender. If the description before wasn’t a clue, let’s just get it out in the open. Guys hit on me all the time, and it doesn’t stop once I walk into a place where it's frowned upon for them to do so. I’ve had a deacon twice my age at a church ask me for my number. Once a janitor at my high school wanted to help me carry my books to my car when I was only carrying two folders. Of course, it’s happened a bunch in bars, and I’m sure a judge let me off the hook on a few unpaid parking tickets once because he thought I was winking at him when I had something in my eye.

Having said that, it shouldn’t be crazy to hear that I’ve been hit on and treated unprofessionally at work as well. Since graduating near the top of my class, I’ve worked at one engineering firm after another as I try to work myself up to the paygrade I desire to achieve. Every place I have worked has had the same pitfalls of dirty-minded guys trying to catch a feel or even things more forward than that. Yet the two things I must say I hate worse than any of those incidents are the drama by other girls I have worked with and charges of sexual harassment for next to nothing.

I know it probably sounds like I view things from too far on the other side but I don’t pretend real problems aren’t happening. Sure there are instances of real harassment from both sides of the gender aisle, but those aren’t the things I’m talking about. Nobody likes it when the girl at work sends herself flowers from an anonymous lover, least of all me. I’m talking about the supposed harassment version of that, where the girl everyone knows borders on harassing men and women around the office makes three official complaints every year until she finally loses her job for trying to get someone else fired.

I hate that stuff. Okay, with that out of the way, let me tell you something else I don’t like. I can’t remember when I have enjoyed being told what to do and that isn’t because I have a problem with my memory. As far back as the first grade and probably before, I was someone who liked doing things at my own pace, and I didn’t like being rushed. Remember how I said that I’d worked at several places trying to reach the salary level where I want to be? Yes, well, I’m only in my late twenties. Generally, I move from one job to another for more reasons than just seeking a raise in pay. All of that pretty much frames my personality at my places of business.

Other than those instances, however, I am very friendly and always try to get along with everyone who isn’t my boss. For bosses, I keep my head down and hope that I don’t get someone above me who thinks they must stand beside my damn chair to make sure I do my job. In fact, if a boss does decide to stand next to me, I usually stop what I am doing and turn around to stare at them until they move.

I had been at my most recent job for about two years when things started to change. The boss was really getting up in years, and everyone began to wonder if he was going to sell the company or just die off and leave us without a source of income for payday. The place had always been very tight-lipped about the inside of the business, so it came as an absolute shock when they called a company-wide meeting one Friday afternoon to address the concerns of the employees. What they said couldn’t have been less predictable if it had been the weather.

The leading supervisor – not the boss but the guy most of us got our orders from since the big guy was so old – stood up and got everyone’s attention fast by saying, “We are about to have a lot of changes around here.” Instantly we all started to look around and wonder who was getting cut or who, if anyone, would be able to stay. I was already thinking about updating my resume and my LinkedIn profile when he set everyone’s mind at ease, “Take it, easy folks. These changes will, for the most part, be in the executive side of the business here at Owens and Barfield. Mr. Owens has long been planning his retirement for this year, but some health problems have moved the date up a little bit. So, he will be moving on to enjoy his golden years beginning next week.”

He continued with every employee, including myself, glued to his words, “I will be taking over for the remaining weeks of this month, but I will not be changing any personnel because beginning next month, I will be moving on to pursue other avenues of my career.” Ariel from accounting glanced at me and mouthed the words he’s getting canned. “A new leader for the company will be arriving. She is a legend in the industry but has spent most of her time in neighboring states, though she is part of the family by links to the Barfield side of things. She will bring a brand-new approach to the way things are run around here, but I don’t want anyone to worry. We have a great team here, and I feel certain that if you all continue to work the way you work right now, each of you will have a job here for as long as you want to have it. That will be all for now. Thanks for your time and I’ll see you all Monday.”

He clarified that he didn’t mean we could all take the rest of the day off, but he may as well have. Everyone in the company spent the majority of the rest of the day talking about the huge announcement and speculating about what it might mean for the rest of us. Some suggested that a female being in charge was a great thing for the company while others didn’t like such a huge sweeping change at the top all coming at the same time. I fell somewhere in the camp of those who didn’t give a damn as long as we still had a job and the new chick let us do it the way we had been doing it forever.

There was one other side effect from the news that I didn’t see coming. A tech guy named Brent who had been chasing my skirt for the entire time I had worked there saw the gap in bosses, as well as the supervisors, guarantee that nobody would be fired and no changes would be made by him as a free ticket to get aggressive with his pursuit.

At first, it wasn’t that big of a deal because I just continued to turn him down and tell him to get lost. Some of his advances were funny, and I could laugh them off whereas some other girls might have thought to report him to somebody higher up. I wasn’t like that, however, as I said before, so I let all of it go right up until the point that he hacked into my work computer and then hacked his way into my personal email account.

It took me a solid few weeks to figure out what happened because the guy was damn good at what he did. The tipping point was when he started to offer to take me to all my favorite places, and then he offered me condolences for the loss of a distant cousin of mine. I didn’t know the cousin at all, and I wasn’t broken up about it, so I had also not said anything about it. Brent had seen emails come through from my social media accounts where my great aunt told me about the news and took it upon himself to swoop in and be mister sensitive.

I was fuming at the hack and felt more abused than I ever had in my life. It would have been better for me if the weasel had tried to get a feel of my pussy while I was walking down the hall or even if he had snuck into the women’s bathroom to catch a peek. What he did was far worse for me at least because it left me wondering what all he knew. He said he pulled back out of my computer, but I became more nuts about him watching me every day.

This went on for weeks until a friend of mine, Ariel, said she heard a rumor that Brent was still hacked into my work computer’s camera and had been caught just watching me while I worked. It was the loopy, crazy, stalker way for the straw to break the camel’s back. I’d had enough and I – the person who almost never complained about anyone and who was constantly defending people who did get complaints filed against them – found myself walking towards the HR desk to file an official complaint.

The problem was that once I got there, I couldn’t decide what to call what he had done. It wasn’t sexual harassment, even if I could convince myself to file one of those cases. What it really was, was a gross invasion of my privacy but there wasn’t a box to check for that. Frustration got the better of me, and I ended up just walking away filing a written and basic complaint that Brent had hacked me using work computers.

The weeks dragged on after that, and after the first several days had passed, I didn’t expect anything to happen. Brent had been there for a dozen years and probably had all kinds of ways to cover his tracks. Instead of doing anything crazy like filing another complaint, I started quietly looking for a new job elsewhere in town and put duct tape over the camera on my work computer. Just when I thought that my path was certain, I got a note from the new boss during the first week she had control. It was hand-written and asked that I come by her office and see her immediately.

Feeling a little bit like I had been sent to the principal’s office at school, I made my way around to her huge corner office and knocked on the door. She said it was open and to come in before she even knew who was knocking. That certainly was something the old guys would never have done, and I decided to take it as a good omen and hoped that whatever she wanted, it wasn’t anything about firing me before I had the chance to find a new job and give notice.

“You must be Mrs. Barfield,” I said to her back because she was facing away from me hadn’t said anything. I cleared my throat and said, “I’m Katie Nillson, and I think you asked to see me.” The last part was phrased as a question as she still wasn’t moving. I guess she could have placed a statue there dressed as herself and spoken to me through some intercom system or something. Just before I nervously added something else, she spoke up.

“You’re one hot mother fucker,” her calm and low tone of voice was at odds with the words she spoke. “I’d like to grab that ass and finger that pussy.” My head was shaking back and forth as I tried to make sense of it but she wasn’t done. “It’s a good thing your hair is still long enough to grab for when I need to grab a handful of it to fuck your brains out. I see you keep lotion on your desk which should be a green light for anal, am I right?”

I was dumbfounded, to say the least, “Uh, Mrs. Barfield, this is easily the strangest meeting I’ve ever had with a boss. I will say that while you’re very attractive, I don’t really do sexual things with other women.”

She turned around and placed a few sheets of paper on her desk before smiling up at me, “It's Miss Barfield, but you can call me Jennifer. While you flatter me with your compliment, those statements weren’t from me.”

“They weren’t?” I asked in confusion.

“No,” she answered, “Those are from sexual harassment complaints that other people have filed on your behalf over your time here that you have requested be dropped. Now, I have no problem with you not having a problem with assholes who don’t know how to speak to a beautiful lady, but it does make me wonder. If these terrible things are okay, why file a complaint against,” she glanced down at her desk, “Mr. Saint-Johns, for hacking? Wow, is that his real last name?”

“Afraid so,” I answered, “But he is far from a saint. To answer your question…”

“Please, have a seat,” she interrupted, “I hate standing for a meeting, and the only thing I hate worse than that is sitting while my guest is standing.” After we both sat down, she said, “Continue.”

“Well,” I shrugged, “Brent is a creep. I mean, I always kind of knew that. Probably two or more of those you just spoke about is his,” I frowned, “Although I don’t remember nixing a complaint by someone who called me a hot mother fucker.”

She smiled, “I added that one.” She shrugged with a smile, “I wanted to see if you would notice so that I would know if you actually knew about these complaints or not. Please, forgive me. It was a dirty rotten ploy that – while successful and certainly not false – I probably shouldn’t have used.”

“No,” I waved her apology off, “It’s refreshing if anything. I can’t imagine one of those suits who used to sit in these offices saying any of that stuff to my face. Wait, when you said it wasn’t false…”

“Yes, you’re a hot mother fucker,” she motioned to herself, “In my humble opinion. Don’t get a big head over it though. Focus. Brent. Creep. Complaint.”

I wiped the odd look off my face and said, “Okay, then, Brent is a creep. What I mean by that is that he hacked my computer with his privileged access and used it to hack into my email. From there he snooped onto my personal information, social media account and tried to use them to get himself a date with me. Even after I told him to stop and changed my passwords and such, he keeps watching me through my work computer’s camera. It's creepy and frankly I am a little bit worried how far he will take it. I’m just glad I didn’t put my address on my social accounts.”

“You didn’t have to,” she said, “That information was available to him through our system and when he sought to hack into that system to get your personal and private information, address and phone number and such, he stepped over the line. Why didn’t you include all of that stuff you just told me in the complaint?”

“I don’t know,” I shrugged, “I couldn’t very well call it a sexual harassment charge, and there isn’t a space for creepy bastards who hack you, so I panicked and just put that. You guys need to do something about this guy!”

“He’s being told right now that he needs to find another place to work, effective immediately,” she said.

I made a whistle sound, “He isn’t going to take that well. Shit, he might even blame me.”

She smiled, “Well, Katie, do you think I just brought you in here to stare at your pretty face?”

Realization dawned, “All of this was just to make sure he didn’t like, attack me or something when he got canned?”

“Mostly,” she said, “Although I need you to understand that even if you don’t have a problem with situations like these that I read to you earlier, you still should report them.”

“Why?” I argued, “I hate doing that. It’s just a hot girl being teased by a stupid boy.”

“Because even if they are too intimidated to try it with someone like you,” she pointed at the papers again, “One of these guys could turn into a creep that did something serious to another girl and a complaint like this from you could go a long way towards proving that they are in fact creeps who need to be canned. Would you be okay with someone who works here getting attacked because they lacked one legitimate harassment claim, knowing that they did it to you, legitimately to you, several times?”

I had never actually thought about it like that before, and my selfishness surprised me. Here I thought all along I had been a big girl by not having a problem with harassment claims and all the while there had been a chance, even though a small one, that something like that could have enabled someone like Brent. I glanced up at her, “So, just curious here, if I had let the complaints about Brent filed by other people go through before…”

“He would never have gotten the chance to hack you and get this close to finding your address and doing whatever he was planning to do then. I certainly hope you’ve learned your lesson missy.”

I smirked at her, “I have actually. Surprisingly, I feel that I was wrong about this.”

“You don’t find that you are incorrect often?” she asked.

“Very rarely,” I said as she laughed, “No, I’m serious,” I added.

“I know you are,” she said, “That’s what’s so funny. You’re a cool girl Katie. Here’s wishing we could have met as friends somewhere else.”

“Well, thank you,” I smiled, “But we can still be friends, even hang out if you want. You’re not that much older than I am.”

“Watch it Nillson!” she snapped and then smiled, “What else do you want to talk about?”

“Nothing,” I started to stand, “Can I go?”

“Nope!” she said, “Sit down. You have to stay here until everyone else has cleared out and they get Brent on his way.” I frowned, and she shrugged, “Call it a new policy. There must be something you want to talk about. Just so you know, this office is completely cut off from the surveillance system, both video and audio and is basically sound proof. If I close the blinds and pull the shades, nobody would hear or see what goes on in here.”

“Really?” I asked, “That’s kind of creepy actually.”

“Yes, I suppose,” she laughed, “But I just fucking hate being watched. Though perhaps difficult for you to believe, I’ve had plenty of creeps like Brent on my case over the years too. You going to tell me that after this you wouldn’t remove all surveillance from your office if you were the boss?”

“I certainly would,” I answered as I took in her tall and thin body with modest though obvious curves and long black hair that offset her green eyes well, “Good point. And no, that isn’t difficult to believe at all. You’re a hot mother fucker too.”

“So, talk about something,” she said, as if ignoring my comment. “Your education, wild parties you don’t remember, your pent up lesbian desires; there has to be something you need to get off your chest.”

“Pent up?” I asked but couldn’t keep the smile from my face. “What makes you think I have those?”

She shrugged, “It takes one to know one, they say.”

“You’re saying you have pent up lesbian desires or fantasies?” I asked.

“I didn’t say fantasies, Katie,” she looked at me directly, as if staring through me, “Though I’ve had them for sure. And no, pent up isn’t the right way to describe my lesbian desires.”

My mouth opened in shock, “You have had sex with another girl?”

“Sweetie,” she laughed and leaned forward, “I had sex with another girl last weekend.”

“No!”

“Yes,” she nodded, “She was a tall redhead with a killer body who made a pass at me thinking I was straight. I grabbed her and kissed her right on the mouth and grabbed her ass before whispering in her ear, “I want to lick your pussy tonight.”

“You! Did! Not!” I said.

She nodded and smiled with pride, “I did. It was in a bar, mind you, not a place of business. She was taken by surprise but wanted me too, and one thing led to another, you know how it ends.”

“Oh,” I said, “So it was in a bar. You don’t do those types of lesbian fantasies at work.”

She shrugged and nodded in my direction, “Never say never, Katie. That’s another thing they say.” She then kicked her high-heel shoes off and kicked her feet up on the desk, “Let me ask you something, Katie. What do you like to do after work? Not several hours afterwards but directly after the clock strikes go time and you know you’re free. What is the first thing that comes to mind?” She stopped my quick response with a raised finger, “Well, the second, because we don’t have clearance from the security that you can leave yet.”

“I don’t know,” I shrugged and glanced out the window, “All I have ever thought about doing was going home and stripping out of my clothes right after I walk through the door. I like to make it a game to see how fast I can strip down and get re-dressed.”

She smiled at me, “What’s your best time?”

After thinking for a second, I said, “Probably under five minutes.”

“Bullshit!”

I smirked, “I promise! Trust me, nothing is more important than getting out of these clothes when I get through the door.”

“I bet I can do it under three,” she said with a mischievous smile.

“No way,” I shook my head, “Can’t be done. If it could, I would have by now for sure.”

“How about a bet?”

I glanced at the odd expression my boss was giving me and then out the window again before asking, “Is this on the clock?”

“Hell no! It's half past the hour now and I know for a fact we are the only ones left in the building,” she said. “Come on! Just an innocent little contest. If you win, then you can make one demand of me and the same goes for me if I win.”

“I won’t lie and tell you that I don’t know what I would ask for,” I said, “But I assume this doesn’t include raises.”

“Anything,” she said with a smirk, “It’s a real bet, so nothing is off limits for either of us. Doesn’t matter anyway because I’m going to win.”

“You’re,” I stopped myself before saying the bet was on. I frowned then, “Wait, we don’t have anything to change into.”

“So,” she said, “We just put these clothes back on. First to redress is the winner. We have a bet?”

“You’re on!” I said with wide eyes as I stood up, “I’ve wanted a raise anyway and this way I can just demand how much!”

“If,” she cautioned, “You win. Which,” she winked, “You won’t.”

“I will,” I said feeling full of motivation, “Just say when.”

“We’ll make it unbiased,” she said as she set a timer on her phone. “When the timer goes off we start.”

I stood there with my fingers wiggling and knew that I was ready for the timer. When it beeped, I ripped my blouse off over my head without even unbuttoning more of it and reached back to unzip my skirt. When it was on the ground, I kicked my shoes off and stepped out of it. I knew it was a fast time so I glanced up to see my boss pulling back on the one-piece dress that was designed to look like two pieces. She stepped into her shoes and smiled.

“I win.”

“Holy shit,” I said and looked down at myself. I was standing in my boss’ office in my lace bra and panties. Glancing back up I said, “How the hell did you do that so fast?”

“I’ll tell you after I tell you my one demand,” she smiled and walked around her desk. “But first,” she quickly pulled the one-piece outfit off over her head and stood before me in her lace bra and panties then stepped over to close the blinds, “I wouldn’t want you to feel self-conscious. Are you ready?”

I couldn’t imagine what the woman might demand of me, but I was suspecting something a little funny and a little embarrassing. I was not expecting what she said after I let her know I was ready, “Shoot.”

“I demand that you make out with me for two minutes.”

She was kidding. She had to be, but when I looked closer at her, there was no hesitation or hint of laughter in her eyes. This woman was serious. I did like a risky bet, and she was a hot woman to be sure, but I’d never so much as kissed a girl as a joke or when drunk, much less made out with one. “I don’t know how.”

She came closer, “Then I’ll start.”

“How will we know two minutes is up?” I asked.

“We won’t need to know,” she said in a comforting tone. “Just tell me when you want to stop.”

I didn’t know what to do other than to just stand there and let her do what she wanted. In my mind, it was only going to last a few seconds anyway because I was sure I wouldn’t like it and would tell her to stop. When her lips touched mine, I felt a different feeling than I’d felt in any kiss before. It was a kiss, but in this situation, a kiss was certainly not just a kiss. Never had I been kissed my lips as soft as mine and it felt much better than I expected it would.

Instead of stopping after a few seconds, my lips parted slightly as hers, and I let her continue leading the kiss. Before I knew it, her fingers were caressing my cheek, and I found that I liked that as well. It was insane to me that I felt so turned on by another woman, but then, I’d had fantasies before. The boss had been right about that. Soon her tongue was in my mouth as far as mine was in hers and we were making out like crazy.

Her hands went behind my back, and I felt her unhook my bra. At first, I pulled away, but she smiled at me, pulled the bra off and dragged me back in for another kiss. I didn’t resist at all this time as she felt even better than before. One second after another I became more turned on and soon I found that I wanted to return the favor.

My hands were all over her as much as hers were all over me and before long we were both standing there naked, making out with our breasts touching in a way that was more erotic than I ever dreamed. When her fingers dipped down and cupped my pussy, I was already wet, and I didn’t stop her. Slowly we turned, and I hopped up on her desk as she spread my legs. I couldn’t believe what was happening, but the only thing crazier than what I was doing was how much I wanted it. When her tongue ran across my pussy lips for the first time, my hips jerked with pleasure, and I couldn’t believe how good it felt.

I’d had guys go down on me numerous times, but I had never felt anything like I felt when the boss went down on me. It was the best thing I’ve ever felt in my life in sexual terms. She went crazy down there, kissing and fingering me at the same time. It didn’t take long before an orgasm washed over me and I was sprawling on her desk.

She wagged her face back and forth and gripped my thighs while fingering me with her other hand. Slowly she worked her way up my body and took my place on the desk while she spread her thighs wide and directed me down to her pussy. She was as well shaved as I am and I just repeated what she had done with me. Within a few minutes, I was getting the hang of it, and she came all over my tongue and lips.

I planned to push it further, doing more but instead, she pulled me up and kissed me again. This time we each had each other’s cum residue on her lips and the kiss was that much better for it. She grabbed my body and pushed me backward as she leaned back and spread her legs again. I didn’t know what she was doing for certain, but when she started bringing her pussy up near mine, I rushed in and rubbed against her.

Our pussy lips grazed against each other lightly at first, but before long we were quickly bucking against one another. We had been grunting and moaning the entire experience but this was somehow a perfect climax, and our screams of pleasure rang out as proof. It seemed like a second and forever at the same time, but before long she looked at me and said she was going to cum again. I couldn’t believe it, but I was too. We came at almost the exact same time and slowly stopped our hips gyrating against each other.

After laying there for a few seconds, she leaned over and said, “I told you we wouldn’t need the timer.”

“Yes,” I said breathlessly, “That was incredible. Hey, you said you’d tell me how you changed so fast.”

“Right,” she said with hard breathing as well, “Never underestimate the power of lust.” When I glanced towards her, she shrugged and said, “What can I say? You are one hot mother fucker.”

I laughed and said, “Watch it, Miss Barfield. I might report you.”

“I doubt it,” she said with a laugh, “But it was worth it if you do. Oh, and I think you really should call me Jennifer from now on.”

“You got it, boss,” I said as we both laughed through the rest of the early evening.


49. The Big Date: Secret Lesbian Desire by Jessica Silver

It’s my big night out with a boy from the office. I need Carrie to talk me through it. I always need her near. She’s been at my side since college. I can become pretty under her hands. But it hurts to leave her. Hurts even more when my date is off script. Can I get back to Carrie and make amends? All I want is to know that the world is in the space of her arms.

“What do you think? Do you like?”

Carrie looked up from her paperback, and I twirled in the paisley sundress with the swoop neck. As soon as the store opened, my head was in the racks, searching for the perfect garment for my big date. Sure black was slimming. But I didn’t want to strike him as too dark on our first night out. White would also give him the wrong idea; I was open to him making a move before he dropped me back home. The blue one was too tight; the green number nearly swallowed me whole. I could douse a trash bag in emerald food coloring and achieve the same effect. My head began to pound, and my feet were ready to fall off when I spied something still just outside the dressing room, a find that had yet to make it back to the main floor.

Snatching it swiftly, I held the dress to the nearest mirror and watched my lips curl into a smile. The pattern was busy enough but did not threaten to overwhelm. The sleeves were short for what was bound to be a balmy August night, but I’d still be able to wear a bra and not have to worry about balancing my breast during the appetizers and beyond. Muttering a silent wish into the air, I ducked into a dressing room, discarded my jeans and the plain gray t-shirt. Please let it fit… please let it fit…

Some unseen force was obviously on my side as I zipped up. Not only did it fit, but the dress also seemed to be made with only my frame in mind, and I danced for as I gathered my hair atop my head. What a look! Sweet and sophisticated and just a little sexy. Everything that I wanted to be for Jeff and then some. I almost left the store still wearing the dress when I slipped back into the clothes I already owned and swiped my plastic to add to my wardrobe.

Carrie was there where I returned home, and I begged her to stay sitting on the couch so I could model in the wake of her waiting eyes.

“Well? What do you think?”

Sighing as she set her book aside, Carrie leaned forward, her elbows on her thighs as she smiled softly.

“You look amazing,” she said. “Gearing up for the big date?”

“You know it!” I chirped back. “Means I can’t buy anything else new for the rest of the month. But don’t you think it’s more than worth it?”

“Very much so,” she sighed as she slid to her feet and circled me slowly. “Gonna wear your hair up?”

“That’s exactly what I was thinking!” she said. “East access to my neck!”

“After dessert,” she said.

“Always. But isn’t that like the best idea?”

“Absolutely,” Carrie agreed as shifted my hair into place. For a split second, I froze at the feel of her hand on my skin, but she let my hair fall and patted my shoulder.

“You’ll knock him dead,” she mused, twisting around to kiss my cheek. With that, she left the living room, and I felt the way I always did when watching her come or go.

A strange mixture of confusion and amusement sprinkled with desire.

We’d met during our sophomore year at college. Each of us had horror stories of freshman roommates, and I for one would have rather roomed alone than step into the breach once more.

But Carrie seemed sweet right off the bat. She let me choose between the two beds in the tiny room and actually asked if she could play her music before blasting The Beatles through the speakers. Maybe there was something to be said for the second time around, and I asked her to join me for dinner on that first night. And like almost every night that followed.

“Carrie?” I asked as I knocked on her door now to find her stretched out on her bed, her body tucked under the top sheet. After living together for three years, we decided that there was no need to fix what had yet to break. We knew each other’s moods inside and out. I liked to dust the knick knacks and sweep the hardwood floors; Carrie roasted a chicken and made spaghetti Bolagnese to rival any Italian bistro. And when days were said and done, we were both partial marathons of reality shows. Sometimes I thought that it might be better to simply stay with her before the day turned to night and eat and laugh. And cuddle. We did share a bed from time to time when the heater was out of commission, and it was far too late to ring the super. Her breath was always warm as it trailed through my hair and she fell asleep first, seemingly contented that I was so near. For my part I stayed up longer, to watch her chest rise and fall and hope that she would find her heart’s desire. When sleep did come, she was there in my dreams, she was flipping through the channels. I would wake to see her eyelids fluttering, and Carrie always smiled and hugged me through the haze in both of our eyes before joking that I hogged the covers and leaving the bed.

Did she want to stay? Did I wish that she would?

“Need something else?” she asked. “Trying to take a nap here.”

“You know you’re like a cat sometimes?” I countered. “How do you just turn it off and close your eyes?”

“Because I like living in my dreams.”

What happened in her head when night fell? My fingers just touched the dusty blonde hair tied in a bun atop her head, and I thought of climbing into the bed with her when she pulled the blankets closer to her chin and spoke, her voice muffled against the pillowcase.

“Let me recharge my batteries, and I’ll be up again in no time to help you with your makeup.”

Another one of her many talents. Carrie found it fun to sit me on the edge of a tub and line my eyes, paint my lips red or pink. Made sense; she was an artist after all. But sometimes I wondered why she didn’t spend half as much time on her face. Because in a certain light… in so many moments when the sun or moon wafted through one window or another, she struck me as beautiful. The sandy hair… the plump cheeks… the silly little nose that a person could blink and miss. Maybe the prettiest picture in the world.

“Carrie, you really don’t have to,” I protested.

“I want to,” she said, turning her head to meet my eyes. Her stare seemed so sad, and I nearly touched her when she swatted me away with a little laugh.

“Now you rest, too. Gotta have you looking your best for your night on the town.”

I had no choice but to shuffle off in my new dress for my own room. That was her way; change the subject and hope for better things to come. I undressed in silence and wished that Jeff had a friend so that we could make it a double date. So she could come along. And on Sunday we would binge watch bad reality TV and order too much Chinese food as we stayed in our PJs and snuggled. Because as much as I wanted Jeff to like the way I looked, I’d need to talk to Carrie when it was said and done.

“Perfect. Pretty as a picture.”

Maybe it was vain to agree, but Carrie had my hair tied in the most flattering of French twists and gave me smoky eyes with soft pink lips. Wanting to hug her as soon as I stepped away from the mirror, she frantically waved her arms in the air.

“You’ll wreck my work!” she warned.

“So what then?” I asked. “A handshake?”

“I’ll take it.”

Her palm was warm, her fingers curling ever so slightly around my wrist as she scanned me up and down and a soft sigh wafted through the room.

“He is picking you up, right?” she asked.

“Yes, he---”

Before I could finish the thought, there was a loud knock on the door. Giggling as I held her hand a little tighter, I started to pull her into the living room when she flounced back to her bed and clicked on her TV.

“Don’t you want to meet him, Carrie?”

“Not particularly,” she confessed. “But I’m sure you’ll give me the play by play.”

Part of me wondered if she really wanted to hear it. Tempted to call the date off and keep her company, I was startled by the sound of another knock and took one last look in the mirror.

“Will you wait up for me?” I asked.

“I’ll be right here,” Carrie assured me. “Now go have fun.”

And it would be fun. Because I’d wanted Jeff from the moment I saw him. His dark hair and chiseled jaw reminded me of matinee idols from black and white frames. So self-assured in the office; so sure that I would say yes when he finally asked me out. But I believed… I hoped there was something softer beneath his suit and that this would be the romantic night out of my wildest imagination.

Jeff’s eyes narrowed as soon as he saw the paisley dress.

“You look… nice.”

The look warranted more than that. Maybe he was playing it cool so he could save the sweeter words for a candlelit dinner. I stretched to the tip of my toes to kiss his cheek.

“So do you,” I said. The contact caused him to flash his teeth, and he hurried me into his little red sports car. As we raced away, Jeff kept one hand on the wheel, one on my thigh…

…and I couldn’t help but glance back at the rearview mirror and wonder about Carrie as he accelerated his speed and licked his lips.

“Got a big night planned for us,” he said.

Suddenly I was indescribably excited and trembled against the leather seat, leaning a little closer into his touch, my body catching fire.

And turning to ice when he pulled into a seedy looking motel and applied the brakes.

“Oh. This… is this where we’re going?”

“What did you think?” he asked, his hands leaving the wheel and stroking my sides. Tingling into his touch, I felt his breath on my neck and just accepted his kiss before pulling back.

“What’s wrong?” Jeff demanded. “Bet you look even better under the dress.”

“Hold up.”

Pressing my palm before his face, I purposefully crossed my legs and carefully chose my words.

“You’ve been flirting with me,” I started.

“You bet I have. So?”

“And I went to a lot of trouble to look nice for you. I sort of thought that you’d return the favor.”

“You said I looked good,” he countered. “But all dressed up. Don’t think we’ll need it.”

His tie was loose. A bulge was forming in his pants. I knew what that meant. I wanted this to be different.

“What happened to romance, Jeff?”

His laughter caused me to cringe, and I felt foolish for taking so much time with the dress when his fingers were ready to rip the fabric away. Biting down on my tongue to keep from crying out, I batted him away and leaned into the car door.

“What did you think?” he asked. “That I’d wine and dine you and we’d what? Snuggle?”

“I… well at least dinner would have been nice.”

“So we’re back to nice,” Jeff said. “Sweetheart, are we going to do this or am I wasting my time?”

He wanted me to strip and follow him into the rented room. Slide under his hips and let him shake me for five minutes. And then what was the plan? Would he at least have driven me home?

“I don’t want this,” I said.

“No, you’re not. Come on.”

His arms were eager, but I didn’t like the look of him, the feel of his hands.

“Stop,” I ordered.

“No,” I insisted. “This isn’t enough.”

Not like the person who’d taken their time, taken years to be kind and shared smiles as she touched my hair. She was sitting alone as I searched for something that was already in my grasp.

“I’m wasting my time,” I muttered as I reached for the door handle. I stumbled to the gravel and was hardly shocked when he made no effort to help me back to my feet. Brushing myself off, the feet throbbed. But I kept walking as Jeff called for me to come back.

“Are you for real?” he screamed. “Come on! Let’s just have a good time.”

It wasn’t happening. I heard his motor start and wondered if he would gun the car in my direction.

But he raced off, a bit of his dust hitting the back of my legs as I reached into my purse for my phone. Should I call Carrie? Would she even pick up or think it was a misdial while I was having a wonderful time? No way I was going to make this work on my own two feet.

Especially when it started to rain.

Ducking into a convenience store and feeling like a fool, I bought a bottle of water and chugged it down as I called her.

“Hey, you. What’s up?”

“He only wanted one thing.”

“And you didn’t like it?”

“How can you…? No! Not like that. He left me on the side of the road.”

“He left---?”

“Or I left him. But I thought I looked so nice.”

“You did.”

“Because of you,” I whispered as I was about to try my luck with a cab and her voice hit my ear again.

“Stop. Where are you?”

“That quickie mart off of Washington. But you don’t have to---”

“Of course I do.”

Carrie ended the call. I finished the water and realized that I hadn’t eaten all day, hoping that Jeff would treat me to dinner. Chips and a candy bar were on my menu, and I munched as I looked at my phone again. Where was she? Were her words a sendoff? I feared that she was already packing up and stepped back into the rain, my breath sweet and salty as I swallowed it back.

“Hey.”

And there she was. Wearing the ancient red coat that had followed her from college to the present moment.

“You really… I didn’t know if you would---”

“When you need me, I’m here.”

I needed her now. Never this much. Falling into her arms, my feet bare and the new dress clinging to my sides, I nuzzled her neck as she protected my head with one hand.

“Relax. You’re safe.”

We trudged back to her car, and as soon I sat I grabbed her chin and peered into her eyes.

“Thank you, Carrie. Please take me home. I… I only want to be with you.”

“You’re just saying that.”

“Like hell I am.”

Our kiss was quick. I felt her breath rush down my throat and flood my lungs. Her whimper sounded strange but sweet, and Carrie climbed closer to deepen the kiss. She tasted like white wine; I imagined her drinking in my absence and hated myself for abandoning her. Hated it even more when she broke away from my lips.

But her smile set my soul at ease.

“Is this… do you really want me?”

“Yes,” I said, my mouth close to hers once more as the rain showered just shy of her hair. She looked like a goddess bathed in silver, and I wanted her kiss back when she shivered.

“Get in the car,” I whispered. “I want you at home.”

“Our home?” she asked.

“Best place for a big date.”

There was a skip in her step as she slipped behind the wheel and threw the car into reverse. Her speed rivaled Jeff’s as she headed down the road, and I tentatively placed my hand on her thigh.

“What are you doing?”

“Look at the road,” I cautioned. “I promise I’m not going anywhere. Ever again.”

We pulled up to the house, and Carrie hung her head, her hands still on the wheel.

“Are you okay?”

“I guess I… am I already asleep?” she asked.

“No.”

Winding my arm around her shoulders, I pecked her cheeks and let my tongue slide between her lips. Hers twirled around mine, and I thought of all the nights when I had watched her drift off, loved the sight of her smile…

…only now realizing that I always wanted it to mirror it into infinity.

“Wait.”

She broke away and pulled the key from the ignition. I felt lost when she left the car, my heart stilling in my chest. But then she opened my door and offered her hand. As our fingers linked, Carrie dragged me out of the car, my heels falling to the mat as she looked to my feet and started to lose the coat.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“It’s red. Kind of a carpet. I just want you safe. Inside.”

“Inside?”

My eyes were lost in her gaze, and I sprinted to the front door, keeping her in her coat. But inside I peeled it away once we were safe from the rain. Clinging to her with hungry kisses, I giggled as she touched my hair.

“You see it now,” she said. “Don’t you?”

“Yes. It was always you. And I… I’m tired of being with people that I don’t care about.”

“Are you saying that you care about me?”

Kissing her again, the coat a memory, we were back in her bedroom, the wine bottle one glass down and waiting. But I didn’t need a sip. I needed her… wanted her

“It’s always been you,” I whispered into her cheek. “You’ve taken care of me for so long.”

“Because you were such a great roommate,” she teased.

“Stop. It’s more. We’re more.”

Taking another small drink, Carrie lost her shoes and tucked mine away right beside hers. She eased back to my side and smiled brightly as she fondled my neck.

“Ready to take the next step?” she asked.

“What do you have in mind?”

“Let me show you.”

She worked her fingers around my hair for the second time that night. Every pin skillfully fell between her fingers until the tresses surrounded my shoulders. Discarding the bonds, she slipped to her knees, running her hands up the hem of my dress. I bowed my head and inhaled her scent of baby powder and clean linens, wrapping my arms around her shoulders as her lips met my skin.

“He…. he wasn’t what I wanted,” I whispered.

She said nothing as her lips bathed my limbs. Each peck caused my flesh to tingle, and I started to pull the thin sweater over her head when she paused in her pursuit.

“But I am, right?” she nervously asked.

“God yes.”

Our bodies toppled to the floor, and I managed to remove her shirt. Her sides were smooth, the feel of her heartbeat rippling around my fingers as my kisses crawled up her frame. No bra; she never bothered when she was at home. Or when she rushed out to find me. Opening my mouth, I licked the edge of one nipple and then the other. She tasted sweeter than the candy bar. More so. The paisley wanted to disappear, and I kicked the garment aside hardly caring how much it cost as I straddled her thighs and watched her body squirm under my hands.

“Yes, and more,” I said.

I wanted her because she felt right and took care of me. Because there was always a smile on her face first thing in the morning. Because she’d seen me at me best, my worst and didn’t seem to notice the difference.

“Carrie, forgive me.

“For what?” she muttered as she cradled my chin. I kissed her palm, sucked her slim fingers before wrapping her limb behind my back and diving back into her soft flesh.

“For not noticing you,” I said. “I want you. Always.”

My eyes burned with tears and the realization, and I sighed as she hooked her fingers into the waistband of my panties.

“Took you long enough to figure that out,” she said.

“Better late than never,” I managed as I found her lips. Moaning into the kiss, I thought of helping her up so we could fall into her sheets, snuggle like before. But better. I wanted her to rub the quivering space between my thighs and soothe me with sweet whispers. My hands were over her head as our fingers locked and I inched back to the edge of the bed, easing upward with so much of Carrie in my hands as we stood and stared at one another.

“I feel overdressed,” she said. She made short work of stripping, and I grinned at the sight of her nude form and wanted to follow suit as she fingered my panties let her lips come to rest against my neck.

“I can fix that,” she said. “Nothing I haven’t seen before.”

Now she would let me slither out of the silk so we could go to bed. Holding my breath, I longed for her gentle touch.

“Carrie?”

But in its place, she tore the underwear away and pressed me back into the sheets. She climbed onto the mattress, straddling my thighs as she probed my flesh, her head falling and rising. Her kisses were hot; her bite unexpected as I whined under the force of her mouth and wriggled against the bed.

“Should I… should I get back on top?” I asked.

“No.”

Her voice was thick, and I held my tongue as she fondled my face, her lips curling into the smallest of smiles as her fingers trickled down my frame until she made contact with my cunt.

And not another move.

“Do you know how long I’ve dreamed of you?” she asked.

My best guess was since we’d sworn off boys, our dates leaving us lonely in our dorm as we gorged on chocolate chip ice cream and nacho lime chips as we watched a never-ending marathon of a reality show set in a Las Vegas hotel. Did we laugh because we were worlds away from the desert? Or because we secretly wanted to be those impossibly slim girls and enjoy one another? Forget the meatheads that were the male roommates. Carrie could be the slim girl that threw a butter knife and set the world on fire. I wanted to be the one in the open relationship, so elegant and seemingly the smartest of the bunch. Was that the moment?

“You are not answering my question.”

My eyes were lost to her, and I nestled into her palm, and revealed my truth.

From the way, her face fell I could tell that she was displeased by my answer.

“That wasn’t it,” she said. “It was the first moment I laid eyes on you.”

That long? Far too long to carry a torch? But the spark never faded and her she kept the fire from consuming us. Gave no hint as we shopped and set up another house and---

“I don’t want to waste any more time.”

Diving between my legs, Carrie kissed my thighs as her fingers pressed into my folds. A soft stroke. Followed by a deep push that made my body arch. I liked the feeling of almost being suspended in midair and cried as her mouth moved around my cunt. Light kisses. I needed the sheets to keep from falling through space. But it was a losing battle as she moaned against my pussy, my skin on edge as she her tongue touched my folds. Every flick made me shudder. Forget her breath in my mouth; my pussy came alive with every one of her sighs, and I turned my head into her pillow… wanting more…

“Carrie…”

“You’re so wet.”

“The rain.”

“That’s not half of it,” she moaned

“I want more kisses.”

“Soon.”

I wrapped my ankles around hers, and she stayed in my eyes. Carrie lowered her hand and slid inside me. I twitched as surrounded my sensitive flesh. My skin prickled and I flashed to moments in the dorm. Touching myself and trying to get off. It always felt like a losing battle until she sighed from the other bed. Now I knew why and my body bucked, and one moan from Carrie made me wetter than the rain. Her free hand was on my breast, and I came into her palm and saw the light.

“It’s… it’s in your eyes, my friend,” she said.

“More than that. Let me be more than that.”

“Then touch me.”

My hands were all over her as I writhed and wiggled, reaching below her waist. So much better than a self-fuck. Carrie was soft and supple, and her lust was as warm and wet as mine.

“Look at me.”

“Where else would I---?”

I couldn’t finish the question. But I finished her. Heard her scream and joined her cries in harmony as we collapsed into one another, our arms hands moving in unison as we searched one other’s bodies until I calmed into her breasts and glimpsed up to see her grin.

“Here I am,” I said.

“Makes me happy. Hate that you had to get hurt to make it happen.”

“Hurt?” I asked.

Carrie massaged my legs and touched my toes. Only then did I recall the pain in my soles as I fled from Jeff. But she kissed the aches away, and her lips slid back up my legs. She moaned into my middle, and I waited until my hands were in her hair.

“I knew he wouldn’t make you happy,” she said.

“Is that why you popped the cork?”

“Part of it.”

I stayed silent as I folded her into my arms, my kisses peppering her cheeks as she sighed into my neck.

“It hurt me when you left. When I thought that I’d never have… this.”

Holding her was bliss. How could I have ever missed it or think of letting her go.”

“I get it,” I said. “I don’t want you drinking alone anymore.”

“Really?”

She kissed me again as she refilled her glass and held it between us. Carrie took a sip and pressed the rim of the glass between my lips. Drinking deeply, I plucked the glass from her hand, set it aside, and cuddled into her embrace.

“Really. Can we just call us a couple and watch a reality show until we fall asleep?”

“You read my mind.”

The glow from the TV started to lull me into sleep. My head came to rest on her shoulder, one hand on my waist as she brought the blanket over our bodies. I snuggled closer and looked into her eyes as she flipped through the channels. She paused on the image of a model who didn’t know how to use her body posing for the camera.

“I’d like to paint a picture of you,” she said. “More than one.”

“In the morning,” I said. “Right now, I… want you again.”

And I found her pussy ready. We’d wasted so much time. But no more.

Never again.


50. A Random Assignment: Lesbian Sex with my College Roommate by Nora Walker

When Samantha finally escapes the small town she grew up in, she discovers a whole new world at college in the big city.  She did not realize just how much she would discover when she meets her randomly assigned roommate in her junior year.

I had been trying to straighten out my life in college.  I had been a wild child growing up and even through high school.  I think I was one of those kids that my parents warned other parents about, to stay away and let my actions be a lesson to their kids.  I was not a criminal or anything - I just went to parties, had boyfriends, snuck out of the house, hung out past curfew, those sorts of things.  There may have been some drinking involved, but I won’t confirm or deny that.

I am from a small town in the south where everyone knew everyone.  It had its advantages and disadvantages I suppose.  The sheriff played poker with my father so even when I did get caught, he just brought me home.  My mom hosted church potluck dinners with the principal of the high school, so it was the same sort of thing with school.  My parents knew the parents of my friends and vice versa.  It made it very hard to sneak around sometimes, but luckily we could all drive out to the edge of town and hang out in one of those big empty pastures.  It was like a bad movie or something, the country kids partying it up in the barn.

Ugh.

I never got into too much trouble at home for my craziness, mostly because no matter what I did get pretty good grades.  Oh sure, I would get grounded but I usually just slept the weekend away and used it as an excuse to rest up for the next crazy outing.

My friends were just as bored with the town as I was; it was the same damn people we had known all our lives.  By the end of high school, we had all dated each other at least once.  Most of our parents had been born in the same town, married their high school sweethearts, and settled down within miles of the house they grew up in.

Ugh.

I had no intentions of letting that be my life.  Now that I am at college and about halfway through my psychology degree, I realize that all of my antics were an effort to buck the system and get out of the restraints I felt.

My parents were so proud the day their pain-in-the-ass daughter (me) came home and announced her academic scholarship for college.  They were less excited when I explained to them that the university was four hours away by plane.  I think they always knew I was destined to move out of that small city.  I know it hurt them when I told them, but I had to do what I needed to do for myself.

The boyfriend I had at the time threw an even bigger fit than my parents.  They were simply disappointed that I was moving away; he got downright pissed at me.  Like I was expected to stay right there and birth his babies and clean his house.

Ugh.

I broke up with him that same evening.  I was only eighteen at the end of high school.  C’mon, get real.

But that was about two years ago, and now I’m about to finish my sophomore year in college and was loving it.

I was not the party girl I used to be, but I did have my fun.  I had dated a couple of guys casually, but it had been a mutual understanding with each of them that we did not want to get serious that young.  It was so nice to be around people who had similar goals as mine; who wanted more out of life than babies and a picket fence.  These guys and girls wanted careers and apartments in the city and a passport filled with stamps from all over the world.  I was ready, sign me up!

I had just signed up for my classes for the upcoming fall semester and was pouting that I had to stay in the dorms another year.  It was apparently a condition of the scholarship; the university would pay for the dorm room and the meal plan as part of the offer, but I would have had to come up with the money on my own if I wanted to live off-campus.  My parents had encouraged (strongly!) that I take the school up on their offer so that I could focus on my studies instead of having to work too.  I begrudgingly agreed with them, and signed up for another year of dorm life.

I had had pretty good luck with randomly assigned roommates, and since I had a decent group of friends already, I was no overly concerned that I become besties with the new roommate.  My freshman roommate was one of my closest friends; and my sophomore roommate was certainly a good buddy to pal around with.  As a junior, it would probably be a scholarship student like me, which was cool.  I did not need anyone looking down on me for my status.  At least it was an academic scholarship.

I was planning to spend the summer back home; probably the last one really.  After this one, I would have one more ‘college summer’ left, and would probably spend it in class or in an internship somewhere.  I would love to take the three months and backpack through Germany or something, but what are the chances of that panning out.  Anyway…

Eventually, the year wound down, and I aced most of my finals (I got a B- in statistics).  I headed home that summer in a bittersweet mood; happy to see everyone and sad that it would be the last time I was going to see them like this.  Most of my high school friends had gotten married in the last couple of years and started to have babies.  It was going to be an interesting summer.  I had the strong feeling that I would be anxious to get back to school before it was halfway over.  The university in the city was definitely where I belonged versus that same small town with the same small people and the same small lives.

Sorry, Mom and Dad.

****

My last summer at home went pretty much as expected.  I tried to hang out with my friends from high school but most of them had married each other, and some of them even had babies or had babies on the way.  I suppose the best part was the fact that it just served as a reminder that I was making the right choices for my own life.

A lot of them gave me a hard time about being single and such, but I could not imagine having my life settled down and planned out the way they seemed to have done.  Working at the mega grocery store or at one of the three restaurants in town or my family’s business; the only excitement coming from painting the nursery or planning a first birthday party.  I found it all a little ridiculous when I considered the people I was hanging out with at school and the subjects I was studying.  It all just seemed very small I suppose.

Granted, when I finally got back to the city at the beginning of August, it was a little bit of a shock again.  The noise and the hustle and the crowds set me on edge just a little, but I soon got back into the swing of city life.

I was moved into my new dorm room pretty quickly.  There really is not a lot of stuff you can fit into a dorm room, so I did not have that much stuff with me.  I liked being nearly mobile with my belongings though; it made me feel freer than being tied down by a house and bookshelves full of crap and a lawn mower and whatever else goes with domestic life.  Most of my stuff fit into two large duffel bags and a handful of milk crates.  I was of the mindset that you only sleep on one set of sheets at a time and only use one bath towel at a time so why have more than that?  Sure, I was still a twenty-year-old female, so I had clothes and shoes and makeup, but even that was a limited supply.

I knew I was back to school early, but I just could not sit around my parents’ house any longer.  I told them I had to get settled back in and they seemed okay with it.  I liked being in the city but not in class yet.  It gave me plenty of time to take walks and explore and visit the museums and whatever else I felt like doing.  Luckily the cafeterias on campus were already in business (because of the summer school classes), so I did not have to worry about feeding myself.  Sometimes I was known to sneak food out so that I did not have to always walk over to the other building though.  It was stuff that was easy to store in my limited means – I had a microwave, a mini dorm fridge, and a cabinet above the built-in desk that sat at the foot of the built-in bed.

I was just putting away my latest haul (two bananas, a yogurt, several packets of baked cheese crackers, and a few boxes of dry cereal) when I nearly jumped out of my skin from the door opening.  First of all, I could have sworn I locked it behind me, and second, of all, I did not even know there was someone else in the building at that moment.  I had not seen anyone around!

As a country-raised simple girl who was still somewhat adjusting to the city, the creature that gusted in through the doorway was pretty much my worst nightmare come true.  She was ‘city’ through and through - from her long, perfectly curled blonde hair to her porcelain skin to her huge blue eyes and her very well-maintained and somewhat exposed figure.  She was a cheerleader on steroids basically.  I rolled my eyes and huffed down on my bed, already preparing for a year of ignoring the roommate.

“Hi, I’m Amy,” she giggled, her voice as artificial as the rest of her appeared to be.

“Samantha, but everyone calls me Sammie,” I nodded, stretching out with the intention of pretending to read while I studied her.

She waved her fingers at me and then back out the door.

Oh my God, she’s actually crazy!  She’s inviting her invisible friends into the room!

The trio of drooling young men padded after her like she was the last woman on earth.

Oh.  Goodie.  Even better than invisible friends, she had frat boys.

The guys set down several enormous matching suitcases and three matching train cases.

This chick has more makeup than I had clothing.

I rolled my eyes and tried to look engrossed in my psychology textbook.

She shooed the guys back out the door and flopped onto her unmade bed.

“You know, boys are only good for one thing.  Manual labor.”

“What?”

“Boys have no other use other than their muscles – lifting heavy stuff, so I don’t break a nail.”

She wiggled her perfectly manicured fingers at me.

Oh sweetness, I was going to kill her before classes even started.

“Other than that, I could do without them.”

“Yeah, I guess so.”  I had no idea what she was talking about.  The shy country girl inside me started to wonder if she was hinting around at something, but I did not have enough big-city-life experience to determine what that might be.

She rolled over and propped her head up on one elbow, the front of her tank top dipping so low I was worried I would see nipple soon.

“So… Sammie… What’s your story?”

“Ummm, I don’t think I have a story,” I shrugged, setting the book down so I could at least be polite to the one I was going to live very close to for the next nine or ten months.

She giggled again, “Oh c’mon, everyone has a story.  I’ll tell you mine if you tell me yours…”

****

“I’m not really sure what to tell you.  I’m a junior here, studying psychology and planning to go straight into my masters after I graduate.  I don’t exactly know what I want to do with that, but I want to help people.”

Amy rolled her eyes, “That’s not the interesting stuff.  What about your actual life?  Where are you from?  Are you dating anyone?  Have you ever been committed to a state hospital?  Have you ever been arrested?”

I stared at her with wide eyes and shook my head, “No… no hospitals except when I had my tonsils out.  And um never been arrested.  Not officially.”

I laughed at the memories of my father’s friend the sheriff always threatening to haul me off to one of the three cells in town.

“Not officially?” Amy wiggled her eyebrows.

“No, my dad knew the sheriff so he always just took me home.”

“Ohhhh, so you were a bad girl.”

I shrugged, “In the grand scheme of things, probably not.  But for my small town, yeah, I probably was.”

“Small towns are hard,” Amy agreed.  “I got out of mine as quick as I could.”

“Were you the bad girl too?” I laughed.

“Nah, I just tried to stay hidden which is hard when everyone knows everyone.”

I nodded in sympathy, “Yeah, I know what you mean.”

“Besides, I didn’t look like this until I was done with high school.”

“Look like what?”  I was confused.

She gestured to herself, “Like this.  In high school, I still had braces and glasses and had not really developed.  I took a year off before college and ‘boom’, grown up.”

“Ohhh,” I nodded like I understood.

“Plus I found out a few things about life and about me.”

“Oh?  Such as?”  I asked what I thought was an innocent question, but it turns out I was wrong.

She ran her fingers through her long blonde hair, ruffling those perfect coils.

“Oh I don’t know if I should share all of it up front,” she had a coy tone in her voice.

I shrugged again, “That’s up to you.”

“Well, maybe… First let me ask, are you dating anyone?”

“Nah, I’ve been out with a few people but nothing serious.  If I wanted to settle down at twenty, I would have stayed in that small town and married one of the boys from high school.”

She giggled again, “Very true.  And that wasn’t in the cards for you?”

“Nope, it just never felt like that was what my life was going to be.”

She unfolded her long legs from the bed and sauntered over to my side of the room.  I scooted over on my bed to give her space as she was sitting down.  I thought it was odd when she rested her hand on my knee and started to look me over.

“Just what did you think your life was going to be?” her voice had dropped an octave and now it sounded like what honey looks like when you pour it from the bottle.

“I-I-I’m not really sure.”  There was a little bit of a stutter in my voice because this beautiful blonde girl was suddenly making me very nervous.

Her fingers were tickling up and down my thigh, but for whatever reason, I did not feel compelled to stop her or to pull away.

It’s not that I was inexperienced in sex; I had slept with most of the boys I dated in high school.  Granted, I had never so much as kissed another girl, so I didn’t know how all of that worked.  But I knew what the fingers on the leg meant if a guy did it and so I was pretty sure it meant the same thing from a girl.

“Just how adventurous were you in high school?  Or in college so far?”

I blinked at her, not really sure how to respond.

She grinned wickedly, “That nervous look is the answer I expected.”

I was stretched out on my bed, leaning up against my pillow.  Amy shifted around until she was straddling my legs and bent over with her face just a few inches from mine.  I could see straight down that low-cut tank top of hers, and I felt a strange yet familiar warmth spreading through my core.

She softly brushed a strand of my hair back behind my ear and let her fingernails trail down my cheek.  I felt the goosebumps ripple down my arm, and I shivered.

“Should I stop?”

I had no idea what I was doing, but I didn’t want her to stop.  I shook my head mutely.

Amy threaded her long delicate fingers into the hair at the base of my neck and leaned closer until I could feel her warm breath on my lips.  Her mouth was less than an inch from mine, and my heart was surging blood through my body.

The tip of her tongue tickled my lower lip just a moment before I felt her soft lips against mine.  It was a completely different world from kissing a guy.  There was no stubble or awkward tongue or rough groping hands.  Amy was soft and inviting and gentle and supple.  I gasped slightly, and her tongue took advantage of my parted lips.

She traced the inside of my lips with her tongue, and I could not stop my hand from sliding through her silky blonde hair.  In some ways, I felt like a sixteen-year-old virgin, and in other ways, I felt like I was right where I belonged.

Amy moaned softly as I clasped her hair and her tongue danced with mine as her other hand found my waist.  I did not even realize the two of us were moving together until I felt her full body weight on top of me and became aware that I was lying down with her on top of me.

I pulled back slightly from her insistent lips and tongue, “Amy, I’ve never…”

She grinned and stroked her hand up and down my side, “It’s okay, I’ll show you…”

She pressed her lips back to mine, letting her tongue slip between my lips to tickle the roof of my mouth while one hand stroked my side and the other cupped the back of my neck.  Her curvy figure pressed into mine as she lay on top of me.  I could feel her hips shifting slightly as she squirmed, making me wonder just how this all was going to work.

Amy’s lips started to trail across my jawline and down the side of my neck, and the hand that was on my side was starting to knead and massage my skin as it crept in closer to my breast.  The tips of her fingers barely grazed my nipple, and I arched towards her touch.  She pinched my stiff nipple lightly just as her lips closed around the other one.  I squirmed my hips against hers and pressed my tits up towards her.

“Naughty girl,” she whispered against the soft swell of my breast.

“Huh?”  I was lost in the sea of sensations.

“Not wearing a bra under that tee shirt?  You did that just to tease me…  I could tell when I came in the room that you weren’t wearing one.”

The whole time she spoke, her lips kept moving and tickling my aching nipple.

“Y-Y-You could?”

“Mmm hmm, how could I not notice these?”

I giggled, making them shimmy against her cheeks.  She suddenly sat up and whipped off her own tank top.  Her generous tits bounced free over my face, and I felt a sudden urge to touch and lick them.  I guess she could tell because she grinned down at me.

“Go ahead,” she nodded as she bent over so I could reach them.

I ran my nails over the outer curves, and she shivered as I watched goosebumps pop up on her perfectly tanned skin.  When I brushed just the tips of her tight pink nipples, she groaned and arched into my hands.

“Pinch them,” she moaned.

I closed my forefingers and thumbs over them gently and tugged lightly.

“Harder,” she moaned louder.

I pinched and tugged harder, making her squirm her hips against my pelvic bone.  I kneaded the soft yet firm flesh, loving the feel of her breasts in my hands.  She was squirming and writhing as I touched her.  I was so focused on the feel of her skin against my palms that I jumped when I felt her fingers tickling down my belly and inside my yoga pants.

“Oh damn.  You really are naughty,” her blue eyes were wide when she discovered that I was not wearing panties either.

Amy yanked her tits away from my hands and slithered down my body until her face was at my bellybutton.  Her hands shoved my tee shirt up to my neck, and I groaned from deep in my chest when her fingers clasped my aching nipples, pinching and rolling and tugging on them.  She raked her nails back down my belly as her lips and tongue teased along the waistband of my pants.

She inched my pants down, kissing and licking every space of exposed skin until the pants were right above my smoothly shaved pussy.

“You sure about this?” she looked up at me with hooded and hungry eyes.

I nodded, wanting more than anything else in the world to feel what she was going to do next.  I had had one boyfriend in my life attempt what I thought she had in mind, but it was only mildly pleasant.

With my acceptance, she yanked the pants the rest of the way off and tossed them somewhere in the room.  Her palms pressed firmly on my inner thighs until they were spread wide apart and she was nestled between them.

“Ohhh, so smooth and pink and wet,” she crooned as she kissed and nibbled my inner thighs.

“Normally I’m a terrible, terrible pussy tease, but I just can’t wait.  It’s been too long…”

But just as I was about to ask what she meant, I felt her tongue snake between the soft wet folds of my pussy, and I lost all ability to speak.  Her tongue was warm and soft as she tasted all of me.  I had a painful throbbing ache in one tiny little spot, and she seemed to be strategically avoiding that spot.  I squirmed and writhed on the bed, trying to angle my hips towards her for what I needed.  She finally closed her lips around my clit and flicked her tongue fast and firm over the taut surface.

Prior to sleeping with Amy, I thought I had had an orgasm.  Apparently, I had been wrong.

Within moments of her tongue on my clit, white lights popped inside my brain and my whole body went taut then started quaking uncontrollably.  I gasped and moaned and screamed as my hands buried themselves in her hair to pull her face against my clenching pussy.

And just when I thought I was at the edge of reality, she slid two carefully curled fingers deep inside of me, and I exploded again.  I was writhing and arching and clutching at the bedspread underneath me as I felt my body soak her hand and face.

She let me down easy, slowing her movements until I was lying on the bed twitching and trying to catch my breath.  She slid back up my body, letting her heavy breasts press against my damp flesh.

“Oh hell,” I finally exhaled.

She giggled and curled into my neck, pressing her lips to the pulse that pounded just beneath my skin.

“Wh-Wh-What can I do for you?” As my focus returned, I was desperate to show her even a small amount of the ecstasy that she had just given me.

She wriggled her hips against me and sighed softly, “There’s time to learn all that.”

“But I want to…”

Amy took my hand gently and slid it down her smooth flat belly until both of our hands were inside her little running shorts.  I could feel the heat radiating from the core of her body as she pushed my hand further inside.  I finally felt her wetness against my fingertips, and as I wiggled my fingers slightly, she withdrew her hand and nuzzled into my neck further.

I knew how I liked to touch myself and I figured that was as good a place as any to start.  I felt her smooth pussy against my palm and let my fingers gently part the folds.  Every gasp from her lips and wriggle from her body told me that I was doing something right.

I kept exploring, feeling the wet heat and the softness of her flesh.  I was startled when I finally grazed her swollen nub.  I guess when I touched myself I did not get as turned on as she apparently was at that moment because I had never felt myself that hard or throbbing.

“Oh God,” she groaned as I grazed it again.

“Like that?” I whispered to her.

“Oh yes, oh please,” she begged, throwing one leg over mine to spread her thighs apart.

I pressed tiny firm circles over the taut surface of her clit, over and over.  I watched as her breasts shivered and her tummy trembled.  Suddenly her whole body went tense against me, and then spasms shook her tits almost violently.

“Inside,” she gasped, gripping my wrist firmly.

I slipped two fingers deep inside and let the heel of my hand grind against her twitching clit.  Her pussy clenched my fingers as though her life depended on my being inside her hot slippery pussy.  Eventually, the twitching and clenching subsided, and I gently withdrew.  She collapsed onto me and was almost instantly asleep in the crook of my arm.

****

Amy eventually taught me all of the lessons she had learned and we learned some together.  I don’t know if I will ever forget the look of pleasure and surrender on her face the first time I wore the strap-on and slid inside her.

Other than classes and homework and trips to the cafeteria, we spent pretty much that entire year naked in the dorm room together.  My eyes had been opened to the idea of truly enjoying sex and pleasure.  Luckily I had understanding friends, and they all loved her on the rare occasion that we got dressed and went out in public with other people.

The next year we moved off-campus and got an apartment together.  I did take her home for a long weekend to meet my parents as well as all of those folks that drove me out of the small town.  We received a few strange looks around town, but we were careful to keep the affection at a minimum.  I just described her as my roommate and best friend.  I felt a little bad about that, but since she was from a small town too, she understood.

I think it’s safe to say that the roommate assignment worked out for everyone.
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