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“Alexandra Stanton.” The
announcer spoke in a monotone. The first nine or ten graduates of
the firefighting academy got a more animated announcement of their
names, but by the time Fire Chief Gartner got to number forty or
so, it was pretty apparent he was ready to be finished. There was,
of course, the standard polite applause, and the Chief even smiled
as he handed Ally the certificate and she walked across the stage
to stand with the other new firefighters. Her best friend was up
three names further, and Ally had to suppress an urge to yell
something when her name was announced. Instead, she applauded
politely, but nothing could keep her from hugging Donna when she
reached the group.

Thirty minutes later, Ally and Donna
were in their dorm rooms, packing up all of the reminders of their
eight weeks at the academy. In the middle of their packing, a knock
came at the door. It was one of the staff members with the
envelopes that would include their station assignments. Donna took
them from the portly woman who held them out and smiled at Ally.
The moment the door was closed, both women squealed like
schoolgirls and ripped open the envelopes.

“I’m at Riverwood Springs!” Ally was
happy with the assignment. It was only a thirty minute drive from
her house, so she wouldn’t need to relocate. The way the department
ran in her county was a four days on, three days off schedule. She
would sleep at the firehouse for four days and then be home. She
was glad she wouldn’t have to waste one or two of her days off with
a two or three hour drive.

Donna began jumping up and down. “Me,
too! Me, too!” Ally ran up and hugged her. She and Donna had been
best friends from the first day in third grade, when a fourth grade
boy had teased a second grade girl. Both Ally and Donna had run up
and attacked the bully. Donna went for the shins while Ally had
slapped him. The two didn’t officially meet until they both sat in
the hallway outside of the principal’s office. Junior high, high
school, community college, and now fire academy had followed, and
they’d remained inseparable.

Three hours later, they had already
decided that Donna would move into the house Ally’s parents had
left for her when they moved to Australia. They spent the night
giggling and laughing at the fun they’d have and the glory they’d
obtain fighting fires and saving lives. She went to bed that night
in the same room she grew up in happy and excited. Ally figured
everything from there on out was roses, sunshine, and
lollipops.

She didn’t feel quite the same a week
later. Riverwood Springs wasn’t at all what they’d expected. Built
several decades before, the firehouse wasn’t modern and had no
separate facilities for women. She could have handled that, but the
six men at the firehouse made no attempt to accommodate her and her
friend. In fact, she was pretty sure they resented Donna and
herself. The station commander had scheduled them together and
actually made an offhand comment about it ensuring they’d have at
least three days without any women at the station. The men were
openly lecherous and hostile.

They had taken showers when the men
were asleep, but it took its toll. Donna had overslept twice and
missed roll call. They just couldn’t keep it up. In the evening of
their first day off, Ally handed Donna a glass of wine. “What if we
bring some bikinis? We can shower in them, but we won’t be showing
everything.”

Donna thought about it for a moment
and then said, “We met beating up an asshole bully. I’m not going
to let these fuckers bully me. We’ve been on three calls and we did
our jobs perfectly. Fuck it. I’m showering, and if they get an
eyeful, they get an eyeful.”

Ally sipped her wine. “Well, do what
you want to, but I’m bringing a suit.” The two didn’t speak about
it any more, but Ally already felt better because of Donna’s
attitude. They spent their three days relaxing in the pool, the hot
tub, and just lounging around inside the house.

Ally still felt a bit of trepidation
when they arrived at work, and six hours later, her fears were
realized. Since they were the new recruits, some of the more
undesirable chores had been assigned to Ally and Donna. They spent
hours pulling weeds and cleaning up the outside of the rural
station. By the time they were done, both wanted a shower, but Ally
had forgotten her suit and decided she would wait until the men
were asleep. Instead, she walked into the kitchen, pulled a soda
from the refrigerator, and sat down at the kitchen table to drink
it and cool off.

A few minutes later, the station
commander Don walked in along with two other firefighters, Allan
and Bruce. They were actually fairly polite to her, and Ally
wondered if maybe some of the treatment last week came from the
girls being new rather than from their gender. She smiled at them,
and they actually made a few jokes. Suddenly, though, a peculiar
silence settled on them, and their eyes grew wide. They were
staring behind her. She turned and saw the shower area, which was
fully visible from the kitchen. Donna had been true to her word and
was soaping up her breasts.

Ally stared for a moment. How could
she have known Donna all this time and not realized how beautiful
her best friend really was? She had long red hair that was now
slicked down to her back. She could see that it hung all the way to
her ass, and though the angle of the view only showed the top half,
Ally could see that Donna’s ass was perfect, taut and lovely. She
also got a glimpse of her little manicured patch of deep red hair,
though her pussy wasn’t visible. Ally was surprised. All those
years, and she had never realized how attractive her friend
was.

“God, I could fuck that all day long!”
Bruce’s voice cut into Ally’s thoughts, and she turned around
angrily.

“Hey. You guys should show some
decency and hang out in the living room until she’s
finished.”

Don chuckled at her. “Whoa, girl.
We’re plenty comfortable where we are.”

Ally shook her head and said bitterly,
“It’s not right to watch her or to embarrass her.”

Don lifted his eyebrows. “It’s
perfectly all right. In fact, I’m gonna watch you, too.”

“Oh no you won’t. There’s no way I’m
going to shower when any of you assholes are around.”

Don chuckled again. “Get undressed and
get in the shower, Firefighter Stanton.”

Ally’s eyes widened in shock. “You
can’t order me to get naked!”

Don nodded. “No, but I can write up
Donna.”

“What?”

“She missed roll call twice in her
first week here. If a firefighter is unreliable it poses a risk to
everyone at the station.”

Ally shook her head, “But—”

“Yeah,” Don interrupted casually,
“I’ve already filled out the paperwork, but you can keep it all
from happening, Ally. Now, get undressed and get in the
shower.”

Ally sat for a moment or
two. This was horrible. It was bad enough to feel bad for Donna,
but to strip herself…that was even worse. She thought about her
friend’s career forever tainted. As strange as it seemed, roll call
was one of those duties drilled into recruit’s heads.
Fuck! Finally, she got up
and shook her head.

“You’re an asshole, Don.” She pulled
off her shirt and then kicked off her shoes. “A total
asshole.”

 

Don smiled. “Oh, by the way, I expect
you two to make out in there.”

Ally was mortified. “What do you
mean?”

“I mean you’re going to make out, kiss
each other, and touch each other.”

“No fucking way, Don.” Ally had never
been with a woman. She was pretty sure that Donna would have told
her if she’d experienced it. If she ever was going to experiment
with a woman, it wouldn’t be in front of people, and she certainly
wouldn’t risk her relationship with her best friend.

Don shrugged. “Okay.” He turned to
Bruce. “I have that paperwork on my desk. Could you go get if for
me. I can just get it into the inter-office trans-box if I hurry.”
Bruce nodded and stood, but Ally put her hand on his
arm.

“Alright, damn it. Just sit down.” She
shook her head, but she finished kicking off her shoes. Then, she
dropped her slacks, only then remembering she was wearing some of
her sexier underwear. It was a pink and frilly pair, not quite a
thong, but certainly skimpy. When she bent down to pull off her
socks, she was acutely aware that all eyes were on her ass. She
sighed and gritted her teeth. When her socks were off, she pulled
off her bra, and as quickly as she could, pulled down her panties.
Wordlessly, she walked around the counter and into the
shower.

It was strange. She knew there were
three pairs of eyes on her, and she felt as embarrassed and as
humiliated as possible, but there was also an excitement underlying
it all. She stepped across the tile toward Donna, who was turned
away, letting the water fall over her face. Rivulets trailed down
over her back and her ass, and Ally had to admit to herself that in
other circumstances she would probably have enjoyed
this.

Donna heard her and turned around,
shocked at first and then relieved that it was her. “Oh Jesus,
Ally. For a minute I thought it was one of the—”

Ally’s kiss cut her off. It was quick
and gently, just a light flicking of her tongue along Donna’s lips,
and Donna stiffened. When Ally broke the kiss off, Donna’s eyes
were wide. Ally hugged her and whispered in her ear, “Don is going
to write you up for missing roll call if we don’t put on a show.
Just play along.” She heard Donna gasp and start to pull away, but
Ally held on tight.

“You don’t have to do this, Ally.”
Donna’s voice was a little angry, a little worried, and just a
little hopeful. “I’ll take the write up.”

“Shut up and play along.” She kissed
her again, running her hands along her shoulders and down her arms.
This time, she kissed more passionately, her tongue probing deeper
and exploring Donna’s mouth. She pulled back and then bent down,
allowing her tongue to lick at Donna’s navel and then to trace a
path upward toward her breasts. Donna shuddered when Ally flicked a
tongue across her nipple on the way back up to her mouth. This
time, when Ally kissed her, she kissed back.

When it broke off, Donna asked, “Have
you ever been with a woman before?” Ally shook her head. Donna
kissed her softly. “Me either. I guess we just do what we’d want
someone to do to us.” With that she bent down and put her mouth
over Ally’s breast, sending an immediate thrill through Ally’s
body. It felt electric. With her hand, she massaged the other
breast, and the effect was just as magical.

They alternated kissing each other’s
mouths and then licking and sucking on each other’s breasts for
four or five minutes, and Ally realized it was turning into one of
the sweetest and most intimate experiences she’d ever had. When she
kissed Donna again, she let her hands trail down to her ass and
gently squeezed it. The little squeal of excitement Donna exhaled
sent more sensations through Ally, and she squeezed a little more
aggressively.

It was Donna, though, who took things
to the next level. When Ally broke off the kiss, instead of kissing
her breasts, she took her by her shoulders and gently pushed her to
the floor. Ally lay there, feeling the water splash up and onto her
from where it hit the tile just a foot or two away. Ally expected
Donna to kiss and lick at her breasts again, but instead, she felt
Donna’s hands at her thighs, pushing them apart. Suddenly, her
tongue was gently exploring Ally’s folds, and the feeling was
magical.

Ally had been on the receiving end of
oral sex only once, and it was more awkward and disappointing than
anything else. In this case, though, it was remarkable. Donna began
softly, but she licked faster after a while, as though the taste
was making her hungrier. She used two fingers to spread apart the
lips and concentrated her tongue on Ally’s clit, and the feeling
was immediately intense and even a little overwhelming. She reached
her hands to her own breasts, and as Donna licked, she rubbed and
twisted her nipples.

It was wonderful, overwhelmingly so.
Donna wasn’t positioned between her legs, but rather approached for
the side, and Ally suddenly felt a desperate need to touch her, to
taste her. She reached out and ran her hand over Donna’s perfect
ass, and then let her fingers trail to between her legs. Donna felt
so warm there, that Ally was momentarily stunned. The whole episode
was so erotic and incredible. Finally, she grabbed Donna’s thigh
and pulled.

It took a moment or two for Donna to
realize what Ally was trying to do, but she finally ended up on top
of her, he pussy over Ally’s mouth and her own face bent down and
licking at Ally. From this position, the effect on Ally’s clit was
remarkable. Ally felt herself growing close and the sight of
Donna’s pussy right in front of her was so unreal and sexy that she
stared at it for a while. It was beautiful, lovely lips and
perfectly shaven except for the tiny manicured triangle Donna kept
to let anyone lucky enough to see it know that she was a natural
redhead.

Lucky enough to see
it. The thought commanded action, and Ally
experimentally leaned forward and licked. She felt Donna’s ass
tense at the feel of her tongue, and it encouraged her. She
explored her friend’s pussy in long, heavy strokes of her tongue,
moving around the perimeter, over the outer lips, and then pushing
inside to fuck at her friend with it. When Donna moaned, Ally
almost came right there.

She fucked her friend for a while and
then moved to focus on the clit. She lapped at it quickly, running
her hands over Donna’s ass, squeezing them as she licked. She felt
Donna increase her own efforts, licking and sucking ravenously at
her pussy, and then, without warning, pushing two fingers into her
pussy. The feeling was incredible, and Ally immediately pushed two
fingers into Donna, keeping up the licking. Donna, as though cued
by Ally’s tongue put her own mouth down to lick at her friend as
she pumped the fingers in and out faster and faster.

Ally knew she couldn’t hold off much
longer, and she licked furiously, wanting Donna to come before she
did, but Donna’s mouth and fingers were too much, and she felt her
body contracting, her pussy sending waves of pleasure through her.
As the orgasm rolled over her, she heard Donna say, “Oh My God,
You’re coming!” and she moved her fingers furiously in and
out.

Ally moaned loudly, her lips still on
Donna, and the effect was immediate. Donna came as well. It was the
most incredible sight for Ally. Donna’s back arched she shook from
the power of the orgasm. Ally kept moving her fingers, as did
Donna, and to Ally it felt that the orgasm would never
end.

 Finally, though, Donna pulled away from Ally’s fingers. “I’m
too sensitive.” Ally pulled her fingers out and kissed at Donna’s
thighs. Donna calmed down and began kissing at Ally’s thighs.
Finally, they both stopped. Donna stood to her feet and pulled Ally
up. They kissed passionately as the water flowed over
them.

“Well, good show girls. It looks
like—”

They didn’t get a chance to hear what
it looked like though because the station alarm rang, the loud
buzzing interrupting Don and sending everyone running to get into
gear. Donna and Ally rushed from the shower to gear up themselves.
They quickly suited up and ran to the garage. Both jumped into the
back of the fire truck.

As the truck pulled from the station,
Ally felt Donna squeeze her thigh. Donna leaned over and said, “I’m
glad my first time was with you, Ally. If I’d known it was going to
be so great, I would have done it years ago!”

Ally smiled. “Donna, we’ve got years
left to make it great over and over and over again.”
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