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Hope had suffered with the idea that
her body was not perfect her whole life. Of course, when she was
younger, it hadn’t been as prominent of an issue for her. She had
been popular, a cheerleader, Prom queen, a common sight on the arms
of the football captain. But that had been years ago and one child
since, and she felt, more than ever that her days as a head-turner
were done.

Her husband told her simply that she
was full of it, that she was the most beautiful girl he had ever
seen, that she was like she was the very first night they met as
freshman in college. Still, all her husband’s reassurances were not
enough and neither were those of her friends.

“Plastic surgery? For what Hope? You
have the perfect body, the perfect face, the perfect hair. Hell, do
you know how many times I have to pretend I’m you just to get my
husband to fuck me?” Her best friend Meagan had been flabbergasted
when she mentioned her plan during their last phone
conversation.

“Meg, I know you think I look great
because you’re my friend and you’re trying to be supportive, but I
really need to do this.”

Meagan sighed. “Okay, but I wasn’t
kidding about having to be you for my husband. He’s secretly in
love with you.”

She laughed and thanked God for good
friends.

But her doubts continued to plague
her. When she was in the shower, her hands ran over her curves and
felt too much there. When she looked in the mirror, she saw
wrinkles creeping in and lips that looked so thin they seemed
invisible. So, finally, without telling her husband, she set up an
appointment with a doctor she found on the internet.

On the day of the appointment, for
some reason, she set out to make herself look her best. Maybe she
just didn’t want to give the doctor more to pick on then she
already was going to offer. Whatever the case, she chose to wear a
miniskirt and a sheer blouse, both in shades of grey that brought
out her grey eyes. She wore a black bra and matching lace panties
underneath. She put her blond hair up in a ponytail, bringing her
cheerleading days back full force and making her feel even more
depressed.

She grabbed her things and headed out,
thinking that when all was said and done, she would be happier when
she got back home.

The doctor’s office was a posh little
thing, with thick carpets and comfortable, homey furniture in
shades of blue and grey. Sitting down with the forms to fill out in
her hands, Hope felt like she must look like part of the wallpaper
in her grey outfit. It made her hands shake as she wrote down her
information, filling in under concerns you want addressed today
that everything needs to be looked at.

It was another hour before her name
was called, although the office wasn’t that full. There were only
two other people sitting in the reception area, an older lady who
spent her time flipping through the available magazines and another
woman who had brought her young son, who was now running around
with a toy airplane in his hand and making loud swooping noises
with every dip and lift of his hand. So, when her name was finally
called, Hope was more than thankful to escape to the
back.

They did the usual preliminary stuff,
getting her height and weight, taking her blood pressure, asking
background questions on her family’s medical history. She went
through it all while staring at the nurse who had shown her to the
back. The girl had to have at least triple DDD’s stuffed in the
front of her blouse and her lips looked like she could be Angelina
Jolie’s lost twin. When the nurse finally left her with the typical
instructions to change out of her clothes and put on the flimsy
paper robe, she breathed a sigh of relief.

She sat waiting, looking around the
exam room at the various pictures and models of human anatomy. She
had never been very good at handling such things, passing out once
in her college’s biology lab at the sight of a real human lung in
the hands of her teacher. Eventually, she made herself just stare
at her hands and focus on what she wanted to tell the
doctor.

Finally, a knock came on the door and
when she nervously called out, “Yes?” it opened and the doctor
stepped in. At least, she thought it was the doctor, she wore a
white coat, but she felt shocked at seeing a woman step into the
room. “Um, Dr. Letts?”

The woman in the coat smiled a perfect
smile. “That would be me. And you are Mrs. Posey?”

Hope smiled nervously, still unsure of
having a female doctor. “That’s right, a flower in name.” She said
the old joke with a silly little laugh at the end and then forced
herself to sit up and get some control of herself.

The doctor was very attractive, she
saw, and not in the way of the over worked nurse. As she reviewed
the same questions that the nurse had gone over with her, Hope
studied the beautiful flowing dark hair, pulled back into a
ponytail like hers, and her face with the features of a classic
Hollywood movie star, high cheekbones, small, pointed chin, and
large luminous blue eyes that seemed to take in everything at once.
“So, why don’t you tell me what brought you here today?”

The request brought Hope out of her
daze and she thought about her answer before she gave it. For some
reason, she didn’t want to appear shallow in front of this woman,
who seemed so perfect without the help of a single knife. “Um,
well, I’ve had, my whole life, um, certain issues with my
appearance.”

Dr. Letts’ smile didn’t waver and
there was no sign of her thinking that Hope’s feelings were
unfounded or ridiculous. “Okay, well, what specifically would you
like me to address today?”

Hope tried to pinpoint what exactly
she had come here for. “I’ve just felt, lately, that age is
catching up with me, you know, like my weight, my stomach
especially because I was pregnant and my breasts, too, are starting
to sag and my face is looking more worn and my lips are like
disappearing from my face and, it just seems that all together it
makes me older.”

The doctor nodded and scooted her
chair forward, right next to Hope’s dangling bare legs on the
table. Casually, she put a hand on Hope’s knee and Hope was
surprised by how soft it felt. “Okay, well, let’s start with your
concerns about a sagging body. It’s quite natural for women after
having a child, to feel less attractive and feel their body isn’t
what it used to be and that‘s for the simple reason that their body
has indeed changed. How old is your child?”

Hope’s mind stuttered before she could
remember the answer. “Um, he’ll be two next month.”

“Uh huh.” The doctor now put her hands
on Hope’s waist and guided her to turn and then lay flat on the
table. “And how old were you when you became pregnant?”

Hope’s mind fought to calculate. “I
was twenty-four when I got pregnant and twenty-five by the time I
delivered.”

The doctor nodded as she lifted the
paper robe and began probing Hope’s stomach, feeling along the
muscles and making Hope tense up. The doctor looked up with her
blue eyes and smiled reassuringly. “Just relax, I’m just trying to
get a picture of your body’s underlying structure to see what I
might be able to do for you.” Her fingers started moving
again.

Her touch was soft but sure, and Hope
felt a strange thrill building in her. The doctor used her palms on
portions of her, pressing gently in round movements that seemed
more like a massage than an exam. When she moved the gown up higher
and exposed Hope’s breasts, Hope tensed again, the muscles in her
stomach bunching. The doctor stopped her hands and smiled at Hope.
“It’s just a standard breast exam, nothing to worry about.” Her
hands started moving again.

Hope closed her eyes and forced
herself to relax as the doctor’s hands began to press down on her
breasts, moving in tight little circles on her areolas. She found
she was beginning to enjoy the gentle careful touch and her
breathing began to slow and deepen. Then, the fingers began lightly
touching her nipples, stroking them until they were hard and at
attention.

A shudder ran through Hope’s body, and
she found she didn’t want to open her eyes for fear that the touch
of the doctor’s hands on her breasts would stop. The feeling that
coursed through her from her erect nipples straight to her clit was
electrifying. It had been a long time since she had been so
pleasurably aware of her body.

Suddenly, there were lips on hers and
she opened her eyes to find the doctor, her beautiful hair draped
about her face on one side, kissing her. It was such a shock that
she couldn’t really do anything but lay there and let the doctor
keep kissing her. She finally broke away from Hope and then she
stood and took off her white coat revealing her bare breasts
underneath. They were beautiful like the rest of her, natural
looking and firm and round. The doctor moved up next to her again
and took one of her hands and placed it on one of her breasts. “Do
you like how they feel? They’re all natural, all me.” She was
guiding Hope’s hand, having it squeeze it and stroke her nipple. “I
might make my living resculpting the human body, but I love the
feel of the natural body, don’t you?”

Hope did. The feelings that were
running through her body as she let her hand caress the doctor’s
breast were even more powerful than when the roles were reversed
and it was her breast being touched. Slowly, the doctor brought her
hand lower on her body to feel the smooth skin over her toned
stomach, and then she placed a hand on Hope’s stomach and moved
them in rhythm. “See, so beautiful.” And Hope felt the sensations
grow stronger as she touched and was touched at the same
time.

The doctor finally let her hand go
but, keeping her hand on Hope’s body, she trailed her fingers down
until her hand cupped her mound through her panties and gently
squeezed. Hope gasped at the faint touch and the warmth that seeped
through the fabric. She felt the doctor’s fingers catch her panties
and pull them aside and then she felt her fingers slip in further
to glide up and down just inside her pink folds.

The fingers slipped deeper and Hope’s
hands grasped the paper covering of the table, making it crinkle
loudly as her breath became ragged and her body arched up to meet
the doctor’s hand. She felt the fingers begin to explore and she
sighed as she felt her pussy release and clench around them. Then,
the doctor’s fingers found her special spot and tapping lightly and
then faster and harder, she brought Hope to a hard
orgasm.

Hope was writhing from side to side as
the fingers kept moving and then, they slowed again, but a new
sensation was bringing her orgasm around again. The doctor had put
her mouth on her clit and her tongue was stroking the little bud
over and over. Hope’s body was shaking, her stomach muscles tensing
and relaxing in a cycle, her breaths hitching in rhythm to her
body. Her orgasm gripped her again and she moaned loud and long as
the doctor kept her tongue moving in a gentle circle on her swollen
clit.

Then, in an instant, the doctor’s
mouth was gone and the doctor had moved to her side. Looking down
at her, her soft smile touching her eyes and making her even more
beautiful, she whispered to Hope as she took her hand again. “You
look lovely right now.”

She brought Hope’s hand up under her
professional skirt and Hope wasn’t that shocked when her hand
encountered the soft fuzz that covered the doctor’s pussy. Feeling
bold, she moved her fingers in between the lips and pushed them
deeper, making the doctor moan. Feeling elated to have made the
doctor react to her, Hope began to thrust faster. The doctor’s hand
came down on hers and moved her fingers even faster, guiding her
fingers deeper until with a loud yell, Hope felt the doctor’s pussy
clench around her fingers and she felt wetness gushing over her
fingers.

The doctor steadied herself on the
edge of the table for a moment before straightening her skirt and
drawing her coat from the chair and pulling it back on. She finally
pulled another paper robe from a cabinet and helped Hope put it on,
her hands briefly brushing against Hope’s breasts and causing soft
ripples of pleasure to course through her. Finally, when they were
both basically returned to their previous state of dress, she sat
down and took Hope’s hands in her own. “Mrs. Posey, I will do
whatever you pay me to do as long as I find it to be safe, but you
must know that you are a beautiful woman and you really don’t need
me at all.”

Hope felt tears in her eyes. Why was
she just now hearing what her friends and family had been telling
her for years? She smiled and nodded, unable to talk for the
moment.

The doctor stood and headed for the
door. “Well, I think we can consider this consult finished. I hope
it was useful.” She opened the door and closed it quietly behind
her.

Hope got dressed and every touch of
her hand over her body brought back some moment during her time
with the doctor. She found she relished her curves and enjoyed her
breasts and, when she looked in the small mirror in the room before
she left, she saw her face and smiled, seeing the beauty in the
full natural lips that parted over perfect white teeth.
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It had been a while since
Risa and Laura had spent much time
together, but Risa felt it was definitely time to give her friend a
call. Actually, she could probably walk to Laura’s house since she
lived only around the block, but it was faster to give her a ring
and then come over ready for some fun.

As Risa got settled with her coffee
and the phone, she thought over the years that she and Laura had
been close friends. A lot of people had thought them sisters, the
way they were always chained at the hip from the moment they met in
sixth grade. Their moms had become friends first and had pushed the
two girls together, thinking it would do them some good to have a
friend that would understand what it was like to go through the
world without a father. For Risa, it had been the death of her
father when she was nine that had changed her world and made her
feel so isolated and different. Of course, it hadn’t helped that
her mom had moved them seven times in the next two years, but
losing her dad had been the real blow. Laura, on the other hand,
still technically had a dad, but he had abandoned his family when
Laura was just three and so, she also had no real memory of life
with a father around.

Their moms had been right and the two
girls had formed a deep bond. Now in their late twenties, they
still spent a large amount of time together. Risa had recently
become engaged, but she was still holding onto the small two
bedroom house she had rented when Laura had moved into hers just
around the corner. They had never been very far away from each
other and Risa wasn’t sure what she would do if Greg insisted that
they live somewhere else. For now, though, she and Laura had the
time to spend and Risa wanted to make sure it was spent together as
much as possible.

She dialed and after just two rings, a
sunny voice picked up on the other end. “Well, it’s about time. I
was beginning to think you had eloped and forgotten all about
me.”

Risa laughed. “No way, Greg knows I’d
probably kill him if he tried a stunt like that. I’m not going
anywhere without you.”

Laura’s tone got serious. “Rees,
that’s a nice gesture, but this is your life now. You need to be
with Greg. Anyway, Chris might decide to move his ass and ask me to
marry him, you never know.”

Risa frowned. The likelihood of Chris
Harmon actually committing to anything was a novel idea. Risa let
the thought go. She wasn’t going to start something in that
direction. “Well, I called because I was feeling a real need for
one of our nights. You know, just to relax and chat and get this
whole wedding planning crap off my back for a while.”

Laura’s voice picked up a notch. “Oh
God, I was thinking the same thing. Things at work and school have
just become so hectic and I was missing my best bud.”

“I know, a week is much too long for
us to not see each other.”

So, later that night, after checking
in with her traveling fiancé, Risa gathered her things and made her
way to Laura’s place. They lived in a smaller community in the
Midwest and it was older housing, but it had been a blessing for
the two ladies who couldn’t stand to think of life apart from each
other. They both attended the local college, but Laura was on a
much more aggressive plan, being the more career minded of the two.
Now, to think she was soon to be married, well, Risa couldn’t
imagine it. She was happy to be walking up the drive to her
friend’s house tonight, ready to share their moment before anything
outside intruded.

Laura answered the door before she had
even finished knocking. Risa smiled. Laura was already set for
their evening together. She was dressed in only a pink terry cloth
robe that covered her from her chin to her ankles. Her lovely
golden hair was falling loose in waves over her shoulders and down
her back and her big hazel eyes, which seemed at times to blend in
with her hair, was sparkling with mischief. “Howdy,
stranger.”

Risa stepped in and grabbed Laura’s
hand and pulled her into a big hug. She felt the toned body of her
friend underneath the robe and felt a little jealous. Her own body
was beautiful but a little curvier. She always said that ice cream
was her fifth food group. “Howdy and hey.” It was an old greeting
from when they were into westerns after seeing an old Clint
Eastwood movie. “I brought a little something special.” Risa lifted
a bottle of scented bath oil out of her bag.

Laura grinned and took the bottle.
“Oooh, lilac and hyacinth. Tres chic. Come on, let’s get this show
on the road.”

Laura didn’t have to lead Risa to
their destination, she’d been there many times before. Soon after
they had met as girls, they had both fallen victim to chicken pox.
The girls had begged to be allowed to convalesce together, and so
Risa’s mom had volunteered to let Laura stay in Risa’s room for the
next week while they battled the rotten bumps. During this time,
they had started to take baths together in the large spa tub in her
mom’s bathroom. It had been a strangely relaxing and fun time for
the girls and it was something that, even after their recovery,
they continued to do every time there was a sleepover at one of
their houses, which was fairly often. Of course, when they had
become older, they had only done so when their mothers weren’t
around. It had made it seem even more special and solely their own
time. It had never been anything more than innocent rehashing of
memories, but they knew that it might seem weird to others, so they
had kept quiet about it. Even now, Risa’s fiancé and Laura’s
erstwhile boyfriend had no idea about their shared
baths.

Risa saw that Laura had already
started the bath water and watched her friend add the bath oil that
she had brought. The smell instantly permeated the room and Risa
sighed as she began undressing. She began tying up her long
straight glossy black hair, but decided to let it flow free like
her friend’s, instead. The two ladies slowly slipped into the large
tub and sighed together in perfect harmony, closing their eyes as
they let the warmth envelope them in their private
oasis.

Laura sat up, suddenly, though, and
splashed some warm water in Risa’s direction. “You fink, this is
going to end soon and it’s all your fault.”

There was a tone to Laura’s voice that
made Risa sit up and reach for her. “What are you talking about? I
plan to stay in town. Greg knows that.”

Laura shook her head, but scooted
closer to her friend. “Oh, I know, but do you really think that
he’ll let you come over for bath time once you two are
married?”

Risa frowned. “I don’t plan on letting
him know every minute detail of what I do when my friend and I are
enjoying time together. Laura, I’m not going anywhere.”

Laura shrugged. “Well, don’t worry
about it. Hey, I wanted to show you the wonderful new device I got
to deal with Chris’ neglect.”

Risa looked at her. “What does that
mean? Is Chris being a cheating dick again? I swear, Laura, you
need to dump his ass.”

Again, Laura shrugged and her
shoulders lifting from the water glistened with a wet sheen. “I
don’t mind. He’s only around as much as I want him around. Anyway,
I have my toys, and I swear they’re better in bed than he
is.”

Risa giggled. Laura had always been
much more adventurous than she had ever been. Laura often told her
about her various sex toys. Truthfully, she probably talked about
them more than any boy that had ever been in her life.

Laura jumped up from the tub and water
went cascading down over her lean, athletic body. For a brief
moment, Risa felt a twinge between her legs but shook it off as a
crazy side effect of talking about Laura’s toys. She watched her
friend get out of the bath and walk gingerly on wet feet out of the
bathroom and into the bedroom. In a moment, she returned with
something waving in her hand. She climbed back into the tub and
held it out for Risa to inspect.

“It’s a vibrator that works
underwater.” Laura looked briefly at Risa’s face when she said
this, trying to gauge her reaction.

Risa looked at the long thick
cock-shaped object in Laura’s hand and felt another twinge, and
maybe even a little wetness between her legs. In the bath, it was
hard to tell. Laura pushed it at her. “Come on, hold
it.”

Risa held her palms out and shook her
head no. Laura laughed and leaned forward, touching Risa with the
now turned on vibrator. For the next few minutes, they wrestled in
the water, sloshing waves on the floor as they laughed and pushed
the toy between them. Then Laura, who had gotten on her knees to
menace Risa more effectively, fell forward on top of her instead
and caught the vibrator between their now touching
breasts.

Laura didn’t even hesitate as their
naked bodies slid against each other. She leaned in further and
kissed Risa deeply, pressing her body even closer. Risa tensed at
first and then felt such an overwhelming desire flood her body that
she found herself pushing up against her friend’s naked body,
moaning.

Laura broke away from their kiss and
slipped down further in the tub to let her mouth take in one of
Risa’s nipples. Risa shivered in the warm water as she felt her
friend’s tongue stroke her nipple, playing with the sensitive flesh
and making Risa moan even louder. As Laura switched to her other
nipple, her hand trailed down under the water and between Risa’s
legs, her fingers urgently prodding at her quivering folds and
slipping inside them.

The moment Risa felt Laura’s fingers
begin to move inside her pussy, she grabbed her friend to her and
ran her hands roughly down her back. Laura continued to thrust,
moving her fingers in hard little side-to-side motions that, when
they found her most sensitive spot, made her body instantly tense
and spasm as she came hard, her pussy clenching her friend’s
fingers.

Laura slowly pulled her fingers from
Risa’s pussy and brought her other hand, the one holding the
vibrator, down between Risa’s legs. As waves of sensation rolled
through her body, Risa nearly screamed when Laura pushed the large
vibrator deep in her clenching hole and began thrusting with hard
rhythmic thrusts. Her orgasm roared back and gripped her body even
harder, making her thrash in the water, which emptied even more of
it onto the floor. When she couldn’t handle it anymore, she finally
jerked upward and reached a hand down to Laura’s, stopping her
thrusting with a weak gesture. “Please, oh God, please, I can’t . .
.”

“Then go ahead and fuck me.” Laura sat
back in the tub and put her legs over the sides, thrusting her ass
up and pushing her pussy to the top of the water.

The sight of Laura’s beautiful pink
folds, open and waiting, made Risa shudder as another orgasmic
shock ran through her. She had the vibrator in her hand, but she
wanted, more than anything, to taste those sweet lips and the tiny
little bud above them. Leaning down, her body submerging in the
water, except for her nice round ass and her shapely lower legs,
she buried her face in her friend’s waiting pussy.

She had never been with a woman
sexually before and she never would have thought that Laura would
be the one she’d try something like this with, but as her tongue
worked inside her friend’s sweetness, she had to wonder why they
had never done this before. Laura moaned and moved beneath her and
Risa groaned in response as she pushed her mouth harder onto her
friend’s slit. Finally, she remembered the toy in her hand and,
while focusing her tongue on the sensitive clit of her friend, she
plunged it into her waiting hole and began thrusting with fast,
deep strokes, moving it around in search of Laura’s special
spot.

Laura began thrusting her hips up
frantically, pushing against Risa’s mouth and making water splash
wildly around them. Her movements became more rapid and erratic,
until, screaming loudly as her body tensed and her legs closed
together in a stiff spasm, she came. Her body relaxed and slipped
into the tub, her legs splashing down around Risa as she continued
to fuck her friend with the vibrator. Finally, Laura begged her to
stop, her breath hitching and her body twisting with the
overpowering sensations.

Risa, breathing hard, pulled the toy
slowly from her friend’s clenching pussy and laid it gently on the
floor beside the tub. Then, slipping beside her friend, she took
Laura’s still shaking body in her arms and held her close,
stretching out alongside her and feeling her shivering nakedness
rub against her own bare body. New tremors rose and fell between
her legs and radiating outward as her body responded to Laura’s
trembling. Briefly, their sensitive pussies brushed against each
other and both ladies moaned and sighed, feeling an electric jolt
at the touch.

Finally, after closing their eyes and
letting their bodies settle down, the ladies fell into a light
sleep in each other’s arms. Suddenly jumping awake as the chill of
the cooling water registered in her pulsing body, Risa shifted and
Laura sat up with her. Slowly, without saying a word, they stepped
from the tub and grabbed towels. Laura began drying her own body,
but then stepped over to Risa and began delicately patting her
friend dry. The soft touches sent fresh tremors through Risa and
she turned and returned the favor. With small smiles, they both
went into the bedroom to get dressed.

Later, as they sat on Laura’s bed with
steaming cups of their favorite tea, Risa looked at her friend and
smiled as she raised her mug in the air. “Here’s to lifelong
friends that have much longer to go.”

Laura turned to look at her best
friend, her most important companion. She raised her mug and
carefully clinked it against Risa’s. “And here’s to new pleasures
and new adventures with old friends.”

They each took a sip and then Risa
spoke again. “Laura, I have to know.”

“Mmm, what?”

“Did you plan this, I mean, was this
something you always wanted to do?”

Laura shrugged and put her mug down on
the nightstand and then turned on her side to face Risa. The robe
she was wearing opened enough to let Risa see the familiar round
breasts as they rested against each other within the terry cloth.
Risa forced herself to look at her friend’s face.

Laura smiled and took her hand. “Let’s
just say that I wanted to give you a going away present while I
still could.”

Risa hugged her friend close, feeling
the familiar body as it sent strange new desires through hers.
“It’s not a going away present because I’m not going anywhere. How
could I leave all this behind.” She gave a light squeeze to Laura’s
ass.

Laura jumped a little and then
snuggled closer. “Well, I guess I can tolerate being the side
dish.”

Risa shook her head. “You, my friend,
are the main course. Nothing will change that.”

Laura nodded and answered in a throaty
voice. “Then, let’s eat.”
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Constance was amazed at how everything
was coming together. The rehearsal dinner went wonderfully, and now
her best friend and maid of honor was headed on her way over to
Constance’s little apartment to do some final alterations on the
dress. When she got married two days from now, it was all going to
be perfect!

A knock at the door told her Elmira
had arrived, and she rushed to the door, giggling in the
anticipation all new brides have and pulled it open. Elmy stood
there, beautiful as ever. She held a bottle of wine in one hand and
two wine glasses in the other. She smiled brightly, “Okay, girl!
Let’s get your dress perfect!”

Constance giggled and bit her lip. She
grabbed the wine and the glasses out of her friend’s hands and
brought them to the counter. She watched Elmy head to her bedroom
to get the dress and she used a corkscrew to open the bottle. She
poured two generous amounts, and by the time her friend was back
toting everything to the living room, she was ready to hand her a
glass.

Elmy smiled and took a sip. “You
filled these pretty full, Connie. Want a last night of drunken
revelry before you’re hitched?”

“Hey, I have three more bottles in the
cabinet, Babe. After we get the dress altered, I plan to get drunk
as hell with you!”

The two friends laughed until finally
Elmy told Constance to strip. Constance smiled and pulled off her
t-shirt. She knew she’d look beautiful at the wedding. She was
beautiful. She had long blond hair that hung to the middle of her
back. She had a slim figure with breasts that were full but not so
large as to droop at all. She knew her ass was her best feature,
heart shaped and lovely. In fact, she’d insisted on a wedding dress
that would flatter it.

As she kicked off her shoes and
unbuttoned her jeans, she looked at Elmira. The two couldn’t have
been more different in appearance. Oh, Elmy was a stunning beauty
as well, but while Constance was a California blonde with long wavy
hair, her best friend’s hair was jet black and hung straight down,
just to her shoulders. While Constance looked like a beach beauty,
Elmira looked like a European fashion model.

When she was undressed, Constance
downed the rest of her glass and walked to the kitchen in her bra
and panties to pour herself another. Elmira followed, handing her
empty glass over, and Constance filled that as well. Her friend
looked her up and down, seemingly studying her. Finally she said,
“You’re going to have to strip completely, Connie. I don’t think I
can fit you with those on.”

Constance laughed and took a big sip
of her wine. “What do you mean? My bridal lingerie is a hell of a
lot more than this stuff.” She took another sip, draining the
glass. She already felt a bit light headed from how quickly she had
downed the two glasses. She put her glass down and poured the half
of a glass that was left in the bottle.

“That’s the point, Babe.” Elmy set her
empty glass next to Constance’s and Constance reached for her
cabinet for a fresh bottle. “I need you to put on your bridal
lingerie so we can alter the dress with exactly what you’ll be
wearing.”

 

“Oh! Well you pour, then.” Constance
handed her the bottle and then reached behind her back to unsnap
her bra. When it came off, she was amazed at how her breasts sudden
exposure to the air sent a little thrill through her. She could
feel her nipples hardening and attributed it to the wine. She
reached down, pulled her panties off, and stepped out of
them.

Elmira said, “Wow,” and knelt in front
of her. “They really did a good job with your waxing.” She put a
hand on Constance’s calf and rubbed upward to her thigh, parting it
a bit. Constance felt an electric thrill at the idea that Elmy was
looking at her pussy, although the two had seen each other naked
hundreds of times trying on clothes and modeling lingerie. “I like
that you kept a little landing strip.” She looked up and smiled at
her friend and then stood again, taking her own wine glass and
handing one to Constance.

Constance smiled and wondered if she
was a little flushed. She took a sip of the wine and said, “Okay,
but if I have to wear lingerie then you do, too! I have a few
outfits I picked up for the honeymoon that aren’t going to work,
but your boobs will fit them fine.”

Elmy giggled and rolled her
eyes.

“Come on, Elmy! Strip!” Elmy shook her
head, but she disappeared into the bedroom. Constance sipped her
wine.

“The red one?” Elmy’s voice called
from the bedroom. “Or do you want me to put on the blue
one?”

“They’re both going to be your outfits
now, Honey, so pick whichever one you want. They’re the same
anyway, just different colors.” She heard a package tearing and
walked to the couch. She sat down and started rummaging through the
stuff Elmy brought out earlier. It took a while but it was evident
that the lingerie was still in her room. “Hey Elmy,” she called,
“bring out mine when you come out.”

“Here.” Elmira had just stepped out
and Constance turned to take the package but stopped. Elmy looked
stunning. The red corset framed her waist and pushed up her breasts
but didn’t cover them, so her lovely breasts looked a lot bigger,
the rose nipples seemed darker when offset by the red. The black
stockings attached to the corset were so damned sexy that Constance
took a sharp breath.

“Yeah, Connie. You could have
mentioned they were crotchless.” Of course, that immediately drew
Constance’s eyes to Elmira’s pussy, which was so beautiful and pink
with a tiny triangle of black hair.

“My God, you look hot, Elmy.”
Constance shook her head and took another large gulp of her wine
before she set it on an end table and reached for the box that had
her lingerie.

Elmy giggled, “Now Constance Small.
You are about to be a married woman.” The comment sent both of them
into giggling fits, but they eventually calmed down and got the
package of bridal lingerie open. First came the corset, and Elmira
had her stand as she wrapped it around her and began to lace it up.
As the corset tightened and she felt Elmy’s body so close to her
own, Constance felt herself growing more excited. She’d never been
with a woman, and she was pretty certain Elmira would have shared
with her if she’d ever had that experience, but thoughts were
flitting through her head right then. She attributed that as well
to the wine.

When it was all laced up, Elmira
turned her around and looked at her. “It was a good choice, Connie.
It really flatters your figure, not that it needs any, and you’ve
got the whole sexy but innocent bride thing going on.” Suddenly
Elmy burst out laughing. “I mean if you weren’t naked everywhere
else!”

The two laughed and drained their
glasses, but they didn’t refill them. Constance was glad because
wearing the white lingerie had made her terrified of spilling the
deep, red wine. She reached for the white lacy stockings and handed
one to Elmira. She shuddered as her friend slinked it up her calf
and then up her thigh, but what really thrilled her is when her
friend accidentally brushed over her pussy while reaching for the
garter snaps attached to the corset.

She handed the other stocking to her
friend and the process was repeated, sending chills over her body,
but unfortunately not including another accidental touch. When both
stockings were attached to the garters, Elmira started giggling
again. Then, she moved forward and put her mouth on Constance’s,
her lips soft but her tongue urgent.

Constance was shocked, but the shock
wasn’t nearly as powerful as the desire, and she put her arms
around her best friend and kissed her hungrily, her tongue eagerly
exploring Elmy’s lips and mouth. She felt her friend’s hands on her
cheeks as they kissed and then Elmy climbed onto the couch and
straddled her.

Constance attacked her neck with
kisses as she heard Elmy moan softly. She let her hands trail down
to her friend’s ass, that perfect little ass, and she began to
squeeze it as she nuzzled her neck. She felt Elmy’s hands on her
head, pushing downward, and she was suddenly right in front of her
best friend’s breasts. She licked her lips and then tentatively
pushed her tongue out to flick at a nipple. Elmy groaned and pulled
her closer.

The nipple was so much more fun to
suck and lick than the cocks that had been in Constance’s mouth.
Every flick of her tongue seemed to make Elmy’s whole body react,
and she kept at it, sucking each nipple in turn and rolling her
tongue around it while she sucked.

Suddenly, Elmira pushed her back and
kissed her deep and hard, her tongue pushing in and out of
Constance’s mouth like a small penis, and each thrust of her tongue
sent thrills through her body. She tried to lean against the back,
but her friend twisted her around until both were lying on the
couch flat, with Elmy on top.

She felt Elmy pulling her corset down
and freeing her breasts, and then she felt her friend’s mouth of
her own nipple, and the sensation was so powerful, she pushed
upward as though a cock were in her. That pushed her clit against
Elmy’s thigh as well as her own thigh against her friend’s pussy
and both girls moaned at the same time.

She continued to rub against her, and
Elmy pulled her mouth off her friend. “Have you ever been with a
woman before?”

“No,” she whispered as she pushed up
against Emira’s thigh again. “Have you?”

Elmira said no and then put her mouth
back on her nipple as the two continued to grind against each
other. Finally Constance pulled her friend up and kissed her. Then,
she kept pulling until Elmira was straddling her face. She lifted
her head and gingerly pushed her tongue between the folds of her
maid of honor’s pussy.

It was amazing. The taste was so fresh
and sexy and sweet and musky, but what made it most incredible was
the long groan that Elmy gasped out as her tongue pushed into her.
She gripped her friend’s ass and began fucking her with her tongue,
trying to push it in as far as she could. Elmy moaned and they kept
that position for four or five minutes, but Elmy pulled
up.

“I need to taste you, too.” She
flipped herself around and leaned down, her face coming down to
between Constance’s legs. Constance saw her friend’s pussy right in
front of her face, although angled differently, and she lifted her
head and began to lick and suck again, this time focusing on Elmy’s
clit.

That was when her own clit was
suddenly filled with sensation as her friends lips closed over it
and she began to suck on it while running her tongue over the tiny
bud. She moaned against her friend’s pussy and Elmy did the same
against her own.

It was the single most incredible
feeling she had ever felt, and she sucked and licked hungrily at
the pussy above her while her friend’s mouth drove her crazy.
Suddenly, her pussy was filled. She felt the fingers that her
friend and pushed in and bucked upward. It was amazing, so she
pushed two of her own into Elmy and Elmy suddenly started shaking.
Constance realized her friend was coming, and that was all it took
to send her own orgasm into overdrive, and her whole body shook
with its power.

Both girls pumped furiously with their
fingers but their mouths were off as they both moaned and shouted
over the sensations coursing through them. Constance pushed in and
out as quickly as she could and moved her hips up against her
friend’s fingers. The orgasm seemed to last for ten minutes before
finally, exhausted, she pulled her fingers out and Elmy did the
same. She could still feel traces of pleasure running through
her.

Finally, Elmira got off her and stood
shakily in front of her. She looked at her friend’s blank
expression and imagined that her expression was the same. Neither
spoke for a minute and finally both tried to speak at once, which
turned into a giggling fit that had them both tangled up laughing
on the floor.

Finally, Elmy put her hands on
Constance’s cheeks and kissed her softly. She pulled back and
asked, “Have you picked up any sex toys for your honeymoon?” That
sent a whole new wave of laughter through the two of them, but when
the giggles died down, Constance stood and walked to her room to
get her new dildo.
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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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It was a completely unexpected and
impossible event, but it happened, and to this day, I don’t even
know how it did. I was in my second year in community college, and
my counselor told me that in order to transfer to a good four year
university, I would need to get some extra-curricular activities
into my academic resume. It made sense. I had graduated high school
at sixteen, just a few months shy of my seventeenth birthday.
Because I was so young, my parents had been very protective and I
hadn’t done anything outside of classes. My eighteenth birthday was
a week away, and my counselor suggested that I try some volunteer
work at the local health clinic. I would have to wait until I was
eighteen, but the paperwork could be started
immediately.

That’s how, with the echoes of my
birthday cake only hours old, I showed up at the clinic, eighteen
years and about fourteen hours and full of excitement and eager to
help change the world. I walked in full of smiles and told the
woman at the front that I was there as a volunteer. She smiled
wearily at me and said, “We sure need the help sweetheart. What’s
your name?”

“I’m Candace Driver.”

She giggled, and I figured she was
making fun of my last name. I get that every now and again. She saw
the slight exasperation that crossed my face, and she said, “Oh,
Candace…” She giggled again and covered her face with her hand.
“I’m sorry. It’s just…” She took a deep breath. “It’s just I’m so
damned tired and you’re going to be…Candy the candy striper.” She
giggled again and this time I giggled right along with her until
she finally said through the laughter, “I better call Nora and get
her out to help.”

I waited among the patients. There was
a full waiting room, so I stood. After about ten minutes, a
beautiful nurse walked in. She had the most flawless skin and big
expressive green eyes. Her raven black hair was pulled back into a
bun and partially covered with one of those caps nurses wear. She
called my name and I walked over to her. She smiled as she led me
out of the door and into a long hallway. She brought me to a locker
room, the whole time telling me how much work was involved. I have
to admit that I spent most of that walk trying to pay attention but
getting more and more distracted by her lovely physique.

I know I’m good looking in a fresh and
innocent girl-next door sort of way. Even as young as I was in high
school, I had football players fighting for my attention. When I
went to the junior college, it ramped up even more. I have a nice
athletic body, a girlish face, and a very cute ass. My breasts are
small and pert. I didn’t have much experience, sexually I mean.
There was a lot of kissing and petting. I’d given a few hand jobs
and one blowjob. That was it. I was still a virgin and tired of
being cute. I sure as hell wished I was sexy instead. Nora was
everything I wasn’t. Even in the unflattering nurse’s uniform her
body was impressive and curvy. I could see her heart shaped ass
outlined against her skirt, and even the way she walked was sultry
and sexy. I hadn’t ever been with a woman, but I could appreciate
that I was walking with an incredibly sensual and beautiful
woman.

She took me to a locker and opened it.
“This one will be yours. You can bring a lock if you’d like, but
nobody ever steals anything here. Now strip.” I was a little
shocked that she wanted me to strip, and I stood there bashfully.
She laughed. “Don’t worry, I promise not to molest you until after
your shift. We need to change you into your candy striper uniform.”
I flushed with embarrassment and stripped. She looked at me in my
cotton panties and bra and went a few lockers down. She reached in
and pulled out some white stockings and told me to put them on. I
did. Then, she touched me. All she did was put her hands on my
waist and then my hips to estimate my size, but the feel of her
hands thrilled me, and my heart beat fast. I was afraid she would
notice, but she disappeared into a closet and returned with a
traditional red and white striped pinafore and a nurse’s cap with
the same stripes. I put them on and looked at myself in the mirror.
Nora walked up behind me and it was amazing. I was cute, a young
fresh dream that made men think guilty thoughts late at night. Nora
was stunning, the kind of a woman that make men murder other
men.

Once I was dressed, it was suddenly
time to work. I spent the next eight hours reading to patients,
delivering meals, playing with kids while they waited to be
immunized, and giving light advice to teens who came in for birth
control or pregnancy tests. When it was over and Nora told me I
could go change into my street clothes, I was amazed at how
rewarding and tiring the day had been. I smiled and thanked her,
and she said, “Don’t worry, I’ll be in to molest you in a few.” I
giggled as I walked back to the locker room.

I was standing next to my locker
taking off my uniform when Nora came in. She didn’t hesitate at
all. She walked right up to me and put her mouth on mine. I was
shocked. When she’d talked about it before, I thought she was
joking, and my giggling wasn’t an invitation, but she was there
kissing me all the same.

I was stiff at first, but there was
something so incredible, tender and amazing, about the way she
kissed me, something so remarkable that I eventually gave in and
responded. I could feel her hands running over me. I could feel her
tongue exploring my mouth. I tentatively pushed my tongue into hers
and she sucked it back into her mouth. It was strange. No one had
ever done that with me before, but she did, applying pressure to my
tongue and sucking on it just like it was a little cock. I felt a
thrill travel through me as she did it.

I’d forgotten that I was halfway in
the process of removing my uniform, but I was reminded quickly when
I felt her hands on my bare midriff rubbing upward until she had my
breasts in her hands over my bra. She rubbed at me and I could feel
my nipples hardening and then, she pulled her hand out and yanked
the cup down so that one was free.

The feel of her hand over
my naked breast was astounding and the way that she rolled it
between her fingers made me moan around her mouth as she continued
to suck on my tongue. Then, she pulled away and I looked at her
wide-eyed and nervous. She smiled softly at me and leaned down, her
mouth kissing at my breast. She made a large O and put it right over my areolas.
I felt her tongue flicking at my nipples which created the most
incredible sensation. Her hands never stopped moving, rubbing my
sides, my back. She continued to kiss me and then, she was pushing
the shoulders of my uniform over and off me so that it fell to the
ground and I stood there, with my bra half on and my panties and my
white stockings.

She continued to rub and her hands
traveled down so that while she licked and sucked on my nipple, she
reached down and cupped my mound through my panties. I felt her
squeeze it and I almost lost it right then, my legs growing weak.
She kept kissing and licking my nipples for a while longer and then
she moved back up to kiss me as she rubbed my pussy through the
panties. Then she stepped back, reached up and pulled my bra off
completely. She wriggled it over my hips and then off
me.

I gasped at the feel of her as she
began kissing and licking down and back to my nipples while her
hand continued to rub at me through my panties. Finally, just when
I thought I couldn’t handle it anymore, she yanked at my panties
and they were down at my ankles. I moaned against her and I kissed
the top of her head. I expected her to give some more attention to
my breasts, but she didn’t. Instead, she began kissing her way down
my body until she was kneeling in front of me and then, I felt her
lips brush against my clit and I sighed.

I thought I was going to fall so I
shifted myself to lean against the lockers. She lifted one of my
legs up and put it over her so that my thigh rested on her
shoulder. Then, she attacked me. That’s the only way I can describe
what she did to my pussy with her mouth. She attacked it
ravenously, thrusting her tongue in and licking it hungrily. The
sudden intrusion was astounding and I moaned loudly. I reached down
and grabbed at her head and in the process, I grabbed a handful of
lush, dark hair out of the bun she had it up in and it just fell
apart, sending her hair cascading down her back as she moved
between my legs.

She was moving her mouth and her lips
and her tongue furiously on me and it was incredible how good it
felt and how wonderful it was to watch her work on me, her dark
hair swaying as she shook her head and rubbed her lips on my pussy.
I moaned uncontrollably. She was a woman, no question, but she was
attacking my pussy with far more aggression than I could imagine
any of the boys I’d fantasized about would do. It sent waves of
intense pleasure over me to watch it and to feel it happening. She
thrust her tongue in and out of me and then pulled out and licked
all around it before thrusting it in again. It was a remarkable
feeling and I had no idea that it could feel so wonderful, and with
a woman to boot!

When she finally backed off, I
whimpered and she smiled up at me. Then she stood and I smiled as
she undressed. She started slowly pulling her clothing off but that
wasn’t good enough for me and I reached forward and started tearing
it off her. She giggled as I did and, finally, she stood naked in
front of me and I kissed her. I reached down and I touched her
pussy and it was the first time that I had ever touched another
woman. It was a strange and wonderful feeling that excited me even
more.

I began to play my fingers along her
folds and she leaned against me and kissed me, moaning softly.
Then, she reached down and grabbed the small of my back and pulled
me against her so that my clit was rubbing against her thigh. I
began to move rhythmically against her, all the while, my tongue
was working on her lips.

Finally, she pulled away and she
brought me down to the floor. I thought she was going to lick at me
again and she did, but first she turned around so that her body was
over mine. Her hips were over my head; her legs, straddling my
face. When she lowered her mouth to my pussy, I lifted mine to
hers. I was tentative, not sure what to do, but I pushed my tongue
out and licked at her folds. The taste was musky and exotic and
sweet. She moaned and shifted down onto me as I licked her and I
moved my tongue over her before thrusting it deeper into her
opening. All the while, her mouth was working on me with the same
aggressive fervor she had shown before. Still, I just moved slowly
around hers, enjoying my first experience with another
woman.

She was doing incredible things to me,
but I didn’t understand how incredible it was until, suddenly, my
pussy was filled and I realized that she had pushed fingers into
me. I bucked upward and pushed myself against her and I realized
that I was already on the verge of an orgasm, an orgasm that felt
like it would be far more powerful than the awkward and vaguely
disappointing times I had touched myself late at night.

She began fucking me hard with her
fingers and I began licking more insistently on her. Then, I
thought that if it felt that good for me, it would feel that good
for her and I reached up with my hand and I pushed two fingers into
her pussy. She moaned in response and pushed herself down onto my
hand and it gratified me to know that I had given her pleasure. I
began moving my fingers inside her, trying to go as fast as she
was. It was then that I climaxed and the orgasm washed over me with
a force unlike any I had ever had before. I screamed against her
pussy as I felt it take hold of me, and I heard her moan and then,
she was moving her fingers even faster as her tongue continued to
work on my clit. For my part, I stopped everything. My mouth was
still against her pussy and I still had two fingers in it but I
wasn’t moving either of them. I was paralyzed with the strength of
the orgasm and the waves of pleasure that were taking complete
control of my body, utterly consuming me.

She kept moving hard and fast until I
couldn’t take it anymore and I reached down, trying to push her
off, but she just kept at me, making me squirm and squeal beneath
her. Finally, she stopped but she stayed where she was, wiggling
her ass above me, clearly signaling that she didn’t want to be
forgotten. I giggled and lifted my head and pushed my tongue up
onto her again while shoving fingers back into her pussy. She cried
out as my tongue touched her and she began to grind herself against
my face and my hand. I kept it up, licking and pushing my fingers
in and out, in and out, in and out until finally, she screamed, “Oh
fuck yes!” and then she was coming.

I could feel her pussy grasping at my
fingers, could feel her whole body shaking as it happened and
still, I kept pushing in and out, in and out, trying to torture her
the same way that she had tortured me. When she reached back with a
hand and stopped me, I guess I was too timid to try to force the
issue and I pulled my fingers out. She rolled off me and then
turned around and kissed my cheek and then my neck and then my
mouth. It was so strange to taste each other, the two of us mingled
on her lips and her tongue, as she softly explored my
mouth.

We lay there for a while until we
heard footsteps approaching and we hurriedly jumped up and began
changing into our street clothes while using our feet to kick our
uniforms into piles that we quickly grabbed and stuffed into our
lockers. Neither of us said anything as others walked into the room
and began changing, but when one of the girls asked if we had plans
for the evening, Nora turned to her and said, “Well, yeah, Candy
and I are gonna take in a movie.”

I smiled. Dinner and a movie would
certainly give me time enough to recover so Nora and I could start
all over again.
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