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Julie climbed the stairs to her fifth
floor apartment, balancing bags of groceries and cursing the poor
maintenance. The elevator had been broken for three weeks now and
the super had promised to have it fixed “tomorrow” for days. She
felt her energy flag at around the third floor, and by the time she
made it to the fifth, she was ready to collapse. Just as she
reached to push the door from the stairwell to her floor open, a
hand from the other side did it for her. The unexpected absence of
resistance caused her to stumble and her bags fell to the floor.
Julie groaned and threw her hands into the air before resigning
herself to having to gather her groceries together again when she
didn’t even want to contemplate one more step.

“Oh my God, I’m so sorry.” The girl who
stood there looked only slightly younger than Julie and the abashed
look on her face made Julie feel a little guilty over her murderous
thoughts just seconds ago. The girl immediately got down with Julie
and helped gather up the rolling cans and other stray groceries. “I
am really sorry. I had no idea you were there. I was just opening
the door and I didn’t see you.”

Julie laughed a little at the girl’s
flustered manner. “It’s okay. No real harm done.” She started to
walk down the hall to her apartment and, to her surprise, the girl
followed. “Really, I’m fine. I think my vegetable soup survived the
upheaval.”

The girl smiled but didn’t change
direction. “Well, I think it’s always a good idea to right a wrong,
karma and all that.”

They had reached Julie’s door. Julie
put her bags on the floor and wrestled her keys from her pocket.
Once the door was unlocked, she bent to pick up her bags again, but
the girl had the same idea and there was an unpleasant meeting of
the minds. “Ouch!” Julie stood back up, shocked.

Again, the girl fell into a paroxysm of
apologies and offers to help. “I just don’t know what’s going on
with me today. I feel like an idiot. Please let me help you get
these inside. I’ll give you forewarning when I intend to pick them
up.”

The girl smiled and Julie decided that
it made the strawberry blond look magnificent. She smiled in
return, her mood lightening. “Well, okay, but I get to walk in
first.”

“Deal.”

They entered the apartment and Julie
ended up inviting her to dinner and drinks and learned that this
was her new neighbor, just two doors down. She learned a great deal
more about Sonia Whent that night, enough anyway to know that she
had just found a lifelong friend.

***

Two years later, Sonia was knocking on
her door ready to head for the popular new club in town. “Come on,
we’re never going to get in if you don’t hurry.”

Julie began to move in extra slow
motion to tease her friend, but she laughed when she saw the little
worry crease that was now so familiar to her, appear on her
friend’s forehead. “Okay, okay, just let me get my shoes on and
we’re out of here.”

She wasn’t normally the club type, but
Sonia had bugged her for weeks about the opening and how fun it
could be and didn’t she want to get out and live life once in a
while. Of course, she had taken offense at the suggestion that she
wasn’t living much of a life right now, but it had an element of
truth, enough truth that she had agreed to go. She had watched
Sonia do a dance of joy when she had said yes.

The two of them were, in many ways,
polar opposites. Julie liked things quiet and orderly. Sonia was a
mastermind at living in the center of chaos and noise. She claimed
this talent came from having grown up in a house with five
siblings. Whatever, Julie liked having Sonia around because she
pushed her to step out of her comfort zone. There was the one time
when Sonia had convinced her to go camping in the desert. They had
driven for two days and taken almost another just to set up the
tent, but, in the end, it had been an incredible time. So, Julie
had learned to say yes to Sonia when in other circumstances, she
might have just blown it off and sat home.

For tonight, she had gone the extra
mile, going shopping and buying a new little black dress that
showed off her long legs and the delicate curve of her back. She
had also gotten new heels, making her even taller than normal. To
top it all off, she had actually put on some make-up, something
Sonia had had fun with when she had first opened the door. Still,
she had seen herself in the mirror and had been pleased with the
results. Even her normally unruly wavy blond hair was styled in a
loose up do that allowed her neck and shoulders to be seen clearly.
Overall, she felt very elegant.

The club turned out to be packed when
they got there and they had to wait in line for a while, but it had
a fun atmosphere and Julie was happy she had allowed Sonia to talk
her into going. Halfway through the night, they hooked up with two
other girls who were just visiting town for the weekend and had
heard about the club from some fellow conference attendees. The
four of them had an enormous amount of fun watching the comings and
goings of the nightlife crowd. A few men approached them through
the evening, and Julie and the others got up a time or two to get
going on the dance floor, but, mostly, they talked and drank and
talked some more.

“Well,” Julie finished off her last
drink and looked at Sonia, “I think I should probably get going. I
have a lot of paperwork facing me in the morning and I don’t relish
doing it with a hangover.”

Sonia giggled. “It might be too late
for that.” Her normally perfectly cream-complected face was showing
a bit of a flush.

“That’s my point. Anyway, it was nice
hanging out with you, um, Toni and Erin. I hope . . .”

“You know, you guys should come back to
our apartment with us, we could enjoy a little nightcap without the
noise and all.” Sonia, smiling beautifully, leaned across the table
and interrupted loudly.

Julie looked at her friend. What the
hell was she thinking? And whose apartment was the one she was
inviting them to? “I, uh, I really . . .”

“We’d love to. It always gets so boring
at these ridiculous conferences. You know, blah, blah, blah.” Erin,
the one with the short black hair and slightly Asian features,
leaned forward and smiled at Sonia. “You never get to really know
anybody worth knowing, you know what I mean?”

Julie thought she knew that this was
sounding like a bad idea. “Look, I would love to . . .”

Now, Toni, their other new friend,
looking slightly less professional though still stunning with her
big deep blue eyes under her fringe of blond bangs, stood up and
grabbed Erin’s hand. “Let’s go.”

Sonia popped up before Julie could
formulate her objection. “Great. We’re really close. Just a walk of
a couple of blocks.”

Before Julie knew what was happening,
she was outside the club, heading up the street with her wild
friend and her two new acquaintances, listening to their excited,
drink-fueled chatter. The night was cool and the women, dressed in
light dresses or slacks and blouses, hurried to their destination.
By the time they reached Julie’s building, she was thankful that
the elevator had been fixed again after yet another
malfunction.

As they stumbled into Julie’s apartment
(of course, it was her apartment Sonia was offering up), Julie took
Sonia by the arm and led her off to the kitchen to get the supposed
nightcaps. “What are you doing? I have work tomorrow. I can’t be
entertaining all night.”

Sonia smiled sheepishly. “I’m sorry,
Jules, I said it before I realized what I was saying. Look, I’ll
make sure that things move fast and they’re out the
door.”

Julie nodded and then grabbed a couple
of beers from the fridge. It was a few minutes before her mind
registered what Sonia had said. Get what moving fast?

It was too late to dwell on possible
answers because soon they were all laughing and chatting about all
kinds of things, though Julie noticed that the conversation seemed
to be centering on men and sex. Sonia seemed especially focused on
this line of conversation. “Well, I’ve had some of my best
experiences without a single man in the room.” Julie caught the
tail end of Sonia’s comment.

Toni and Erin lifted their beers in a
toast and laughed. As they were all giggling, Sonia suddenly leaned
over and kissed Erin, who seemed to get into the moment and kiss
back with a little moan escaping her.

Julie watched as her friend began
making out with this strange girl on her couch and her mind began
to fuzz. What the hell was going on tonight? Where was she? Her
thoughts were interrupted, though, as she saw Toni stand up and
head her way.

Strangely, beneath all her shock and
disorientation, Julie also felt a strange electricity go through
her as she watched the woman, her lovely curves swaying beneath her
red mini, approach her. In a few steps, Toni was in front of her
and, without any hesitation, bent down and took Julie’s face in her
hands. Tilting it up to look into her own, she brought her soft
full lips down on Julie’s and kissed her. Julie felt every nerve in
her body instantly come alive, and she jumped a little when she
felt Toni thrust her tongue over her lips and begin exploring her
mouth.

Moans from the direction of the couch
made Julie pull away from Toni’s hold to see what was going on. She
was stunned to see that both women were already basically naked,
with Sonia only in her panties and Erin in her panties and bra.
Erin was hungrily sucking on one of Sonia’s breasts and the moans
were coming from both of them. Toni put her hands on Julie’s
shoulders and directed her attention back her way. “Don’t worry,
you’ll get some time with Erin, but you’re mine first.”

Julie was so shocked she couldn’t even
reply, which seemed to work for Toni because she just kneeled down
in front of her and began pulling her little black dress over her
head. Like a child, she allowed Toni to take it from her and throw
it to the floor. Julie now sat there with her breasts bare since
she the little black dress she had worn had had an open back. Toni
seemed to study their soft fullness for a while, making Julie begin
to squirm in her seat. Then, with a coy little smile, Toni ran her
fingers along Julie’s shoulders, leaving her bare breasts to shiver
in anticipation of her touch. Finally, she fell forward and took
one breast into her mouth, making Julie gasp.

Julie had never been with a woman
before, in fact at twenty-seven, she hadn’t even been with very
many men, but she was surprised by how soft and yet powerful the
feeling of Toni’s mouth on her was. She could feel Toni’s tongue
making long strokes over her nipple, causing her to shiver with the
strong tingling it created. She became aware that it wasn’t only
her breasts that were feeling each stroke of Toni’s tongue, but she
was also getting strong twinges between her legs. Finally, Toni
moved away from her breasts and Julie’s breathing began to calm
down.

A sudden yell from the couch once again
drew Julie’s attention to her friend and their new gal pal. Julie’s
eyes opened wide as she watched her friend bury her face between
Erin’s wide spread legs as Erin gasped and cried out, obviously
experiencing a hard orgasm. Sonia was busily shoving her fingers
inside Erin’s pussy as she licked her, and Julie felt a wetness
grow between her own legs as she watched Erin writhing and moaning.
Julie looked from them to Toni in front of her and felt her pussy
clench, making her jump a little in her seat. Toni smiled as she
removed her own shirt and bra. “Oh, you’ll get a little taste of
that, baby.”

Julie felt like she was afloat on an
unknown sea. This was an entirely new world of sensations. Toni now
stood up in front of her, her crotch right at Julie’s eye level,
and she finished undressing, slipping her designer jeans and her
panties off in one fluid movement. The bare skin of her shaved
pussy made Julie’s own pussy clench again, and she shifted in her
chair. Toni laid a hand on her head and stroked her hair. “Come on,
sweetie, have a little taste.” Then, Toni raised one leg and
balanced her foot on the arm of the chair, opening her pink folds
before Julie’s face. Moving her forward with the hand she still had
on her head, Toni brought Julie’s stunned face against her
pussy.

Julie didn’t know what to do at first
as she was pressed against Toni’s folds and breathed in her sweet
scent. Slowly, she let her tongue push along the pink inner folds
to the soft bud of Toni’s clit, thinking of what she had enjoyed
when one boyfriend had introduced her to the joys of oral sex.
Toni’s answering groan and shiver made Julie more confident and,
finally releasing her reticence, she brought her hands to Toni’s
thighs and began to lick her in earnest, delving deeply one moment
and flicking teasingly at her clit the next.

Toni moaned and moved against her
until, finally, with a sigh she slipped away and reached down to
pull Julie from the chair. Then, pressing her body against Julie’s,
she kissed her again, letting her tongue explore the taste of her
own pussy on Julie’s tongue. “Mmmmm, so sweet, baby, so
sweet.”

Toni began sliding down the front of
Julie’s body, letting her hands drag along her sides. When they
reached Julie’s panties, they pulled the slight bit of material
down her legs and off, leaving Julie bare in front of her. Then,
placing her hands firmly on Julie’s waist, she pulled her down into
the chair again and lifted each leg over the arms of the chair.
Julie felt her most private area open wide for this stranger and
the cool air on her sensitive folds made chills run through her
body. Toni teased her a little by giving gentle kisses on the
insides of her thighs, but then her mouth fell on her soft mound
and her tongue thrust deep and began to stroke her inside. Julie
cried out as she felt Toni’s tongue move inside her and she found
herself moving her hands to Toni’s head and weaving her fingers in
her hair. As Toni’s movements became more forceful, Julie began to
move her ass up out of the chair in rhythm with each thrust. Her
breathing was becoming loud and ragged and a small moan was
building in her throat.

Then, she felt other hands on her and
opened the eyes that she had closed while Toni worked her tongue
inside her, and she saw Sonia standing with Erin by the chair. Erin
took Toni and kissed her, pulling her from Julie, while Sonia
reached down and pulled Julie from the chair. The women now moved
to a clear space on the floor and fell into a heap, kissing and
licking each other before settling into a ring of mouths and
pussies.

Sonia settled Julie on the floor first
and opened her legs to begin licking and fingering furiously. Toni
lay down in front of Julie, maneuvering Julie’s mouth to press
against her pussy again. Finally, Erin completed the circle,
pushing her own cleft into Toni’s face as she lowered her own mouth
onto Sonia’s pussy. Now, the room filled with moans and cries as
their tongues and fingers worked on each other’s pussies, making
them squirm and writhe in each other’s arms. Suddenly, Sonia moaned
and her fingers dug into Julie’s thighs as she came, her mouth
shifting back and forth over Julie’s sensitive clit.

A moment later, Erin yelled as she too
began to move with the powerful orgasm that was rolling through
her. Within seconds, almost simultaneously, Toni and Julie added
their screams and moans to the other two as their bodies started to
spasm and their pussies started to clench with the strength of
their orgasms. Julie’s wrenched her body from Sonia’s grasp and she
rolled on the floor while trying to keep her hold on Toni. Finally,
though, things became still and only their loud rasping breaths
could be heard.

After a while, Toni and Erin got up and
began gathering discarded clothing and getting dressed. Sonia
followed, offering her hand to Julie and helping to find their
clothing. When all four women were dressed again, Toni and Erin
said their goodbyes and thanked them for a great night.

Julie closed the door and turned to
look at Sonia. “I’m not sure whether to smack you or kiss
you.”

Sonia smiled and shrugged. “Well, what
is your pussy telling you to do?”

Julie felt a small shock at Sonia’s
bluntness and then laughed. “I think you know what it’s telling
me.”

Sonia nodded and walked into Julie’s
arms.
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“Trini, it’s me, open up.” Val sighed
and knocked again, following up with the doorbell. A few moments
and there was still no answer.

Val rolled her eyes. Her friend was
notoriously unaware of time constraints, especially when they
involved someone else’s time. They had planned this afternoon of
shopping a week ago because Val was going to have some precious
free time when her mom was going to be available to watch the kids
and Tom was going to be away at his amateur golf tournament. Still,
her mom wasn’t going to be willing to watch her four and five-year
old forever. She banged on the door one more time and then tried
the knob. It turned easily and the door swung open. Val sighed and
stepped inside. “I swear, Trini, one of these times somebody’s
going to walk in and attack you.”

She looked around the nicely appointed
living room and dining room. Not seeing her friend, she walked into
the kitchen, calling her name. “Trini, damn it, let’s go, my mom’s
going to go crazy if she has to hold onto the kids longer than I
said. Trini!”

She put her stuff down on the table and
opened the fridge, grabbing a soda from the shelf. If her friend
was going to make her wait, she might as well get comfortable.
After a few sips, though, her impatience got the best of her and
she set the can down on the table and tried yelling again. “I swear
to God, Trini, if you don’t get your ass out here right now, I’m
going to tell Carter about you’re little slip on the night we went
to Jessie’s bridal shower.”

The word shower stuck in her head and
she nodded. Of course, her friend was most likely in the bathroom
taking one of her marathon showers. When they had had the bathroom
remodeled, Trini had bragged endlessly about the various shower
heads and attachments that they had had custom installed. Val had
smiled and shook her head. Whatever floated your boat, but she
would have spent the money on a trip to the Bahamas.

Walking down the long hallway, she
passed two guestrooms and a large, beautiful guest bathroom. She
also saw a den, a library and a sewing room that was really just
Trini’s private room. She had never touched a sewing machine in her
life. She probably wouldn’t even know where to stick the thread,
Val thought with a laugh. She had known her friend since they were
young girls in the same lower class neighborhood, but Trini had
always acted like a princess and was convinced she would meet her
prince someday. Damn if she hadn’t been right. Carter had made it
big in the programming world and, as a member of the technology
royalty, he had swept his princess off her feet the moment they had
seen each other at a mutual friend’s party.

Val finally reached the master bedroom
and groaned. Was she jealous? She hadn’t thought so, but the
remodeled bedroom was massive, with rich wood flooring and large
rugs scattered here and there. The bed was a large post behemoth
with enough pillows to cushion a falling elephant. Val hadn’t done
poorly in life by any stretch of the imagination but, dear God; she
wasn’t even in the same ballpark as her childhood
friend.

Of course, her friend didn’t have kids
and that right there was a dramatic distinction in Val’s book. The
amount of money it took to raise kids, it would have bought her
cruise tickets to the Bahamas three times over. Val stopped her
train of thought when she heard the water running in the bathroom
and then heard her friend’s voice crying out.

As she moved towards the bathroom, she
called her friend’s name, trying to warn her of her presence. “Hey,
Trini, hurry up and finish, I need to get shopping.” There was no
answer and she moved through the doorway and caught her breath. The
bathroom truly was magnificent, a marble and tile Roman spa affair
in tones of crème and rich, warm golden overtones, but what was the
amazing centerpiece to it all was the large glass-enclosed shower
that was in the middle of the room. It was like a glass case in a
museum meant to preserve some precious rare artifact. For now, it
held something beautiful that was living and breathing and Val was
instantly struck by the scene before her.

 Trini
was standing in the state-of-the-art shower, running her soapy
hands seductively over her toned body as jets of water caressed her
from the floor and the ceiling. It was like watching a nymph play
in a forest spring, as she moved in the water, her deep golden hair
plastered down her softly curving back in glittering waves. Val
watched as Trini tilted her head back and ran her hands along her
arched neck to her full round breasts, squeezing and caressing them
and running her fingers in light circles around her darker areolas.
Soft moans were escaping her and Val didn’t hear them so much as
see them flow from her friend’s rounded full lips.

A strange heat began to build in Val
and, as she watched her friend’s hands begin to move lower, her own
hands began to rub along her sides, pulling her skirt up her legs,
sliding the fabric against her skin. Val had only seen Trini naked
once and that had been when they were kids, after enjoying the
sprinklers on a hot summer day. She had always known her friend was
beautiful, but she had never guessed just how exotically beautiful.
The water cascading over her mahogany skin made every luscious
curve stand out, and her dyed hair made the contrast even more
astounding. She was such a picture of ethereal beauty that Val
couldn’t begin to associate this women with the one that could
drive her crazy with her strange idiosyncrasies.

Val stood watching as Trini’s hands
moved further down, over the curve of her taut belly and then along
her thighs. Without being conscious of it, Val’s own hands were
following the same path on her own body, rubbing over her thighs
with the same slow movements. Then, Trini’s hands slipped between
her legs and she lifted one leg onto a crystal clear seat, opening
to view the deep pink folds within. Val’s eyes were glued to her
friend as her own hands slipped underneath her skirt and began to
stroke her own pussy through the slim fabric.

Trini’s hands rubbed and then the
fingers of one hand slipped inside and she began to thrust them in
and out, hanging her head and letting her gold hair shroud her
face. Val’s fingers moved her panties aside and slipped into her
soft folds as well and, as she began to thrust in rhythm to her
friend, her breath hitched and she moaned loudly, its echo carrying
through the tiled room.

Suddenly, Trini’s hands stopped and her
head came up, her soft brown eyes searching through the steamed
glass. Val hastily pulled her hands away from her own sweet center
and pushed her skirt down, trying to look like she had just
wandered in. Trini’s eyes found her friend and she smiled. She
yelled something through the glass, but it wasn’t clear.

Val nodded as if she understood and
began to move towards the door. “Uh, okay, just hurry.”

Trini shook her head and pushed against
the door of the shower, a door so seamlessly a part of the entire
circular glass wall that it had been completely undetectable until
then. Suddenly, the sound of softly splashing water was louder.
Trini leaned out. “Hold on, Val, you should come on in. It’s as
good as it looks.”

Val’s head filled with images of her
friend’s hands running along her body and she shook her head, an
embarrassed flush rising on her bronze cheeks. “I’m fine, just
let’s get going, okay.”

Trini smiled and stepped out of the
shower, unconcerned and confident in her nakedness. “Come on, Val,
it’s very relaxing.”

Trini’s voice purred into her ear and,
as her friend reached her side, Val felt her refusal weakening.
Trini put her hands on Val’s shoulders, letting their wetness seep
into Val’s blouse. She leaned forward and gave her friend a tender
kiss on the cheek. “Come join me.”

Val didn’t say no again, but she didn’t
make a move forward either. She stood frozen with Trini’s hands on
her. Trini didn’t seem to mind, she simply began to undress her
friend. Her hands moved softly, brushing Val’s skin and making her
shiver. Then, when Val stood naked before her, Trini took her hand
and pulled her to the shower.

As the warm jets of water hit her body,
Val cried out involuntarily. Trini moved up behind her and pressed
her naked skin against her own and began running her hands over
Val’s front, sliding softly over her breasts and her belly and
then, just as her fingertips touched the top of her mound,
reversing direction and coming back to her breasts again, cupping
them in her palms and lightly squeezing them.

Val shook in Trini’s grasp and moaned
as she felt her fingers roll her hardening nipples. She had never
been with a woman, though she knew that Trini had been fairly
adventurous sexually and had most likely had an earlier experience.
Her breathing became ragged as Trini’s hands ran lower again. This
time, though, they didn’t stop, but moved between Val’s long legs
and rubbed lightly over her bare pussy until, with one finger, she
parted the soft lips and pushed into her.

Val gasped and brought her hands up to
hold onto her friend’s other arm, wrapped around her, just
underneath her breasts. More fingers slipped inside and began
thrusting more frantically, and Val’s legs began to shake as those
fingers found her sweetest spot and stroked it until, with a loud
cry, Val’s body tensed and pressed back against her friend as her
pussy clenched and she came hard.

As the spasms began to subside, Trini
let her go and turned her to face her. Kissing her gently, letting
her tongue softly pass over Val’s lips, she moved away and sat down
on the seat that wrapped around half of the shower. Propping one
pale-bottomed foot on the edge of the seat, she let her fingers run
over her open pinkness. Smiling at Val, she waited.

Slowly, dreamily, Val moved towards her
friend and then knelt down in front of her. Again, she felt unsure
and hesitated, but Trini’s hand delicately pressed her forward and
then her mouth was on her friend’s pussy, and she was feeling her
own begin to spasm again.

Trini’s voice came to her softly over
the sound of the spattering water around her. “Lick me, sweetie.
Taste me.”

Val let her tongue push slowly into her
friend and she felt Trini stiffen as she moaned low in her throat,
sounding like a purring cat. “Oh yes, that’s it, honey, that’s so
sweet.” Her breathy voice murmured and dropped in rhythm to the
water.

Val began to move her tongue more
aggressively, making Trini shiver on the seat, but before she could
reach her fingers into her friend’s quivering pussy, Trini pushed
her back and sat forward. Then, reaching for one of the mobile
showerheads, she took it from its hook and sat back down with it.
Propping her foot up again, she pressed the shower attachment on,
selecting a setting that shot a thin steady stream of water and ran
it over her pussy before focusing the powerful jet on her clit.
Looking up, she beckoned Val forward, handing her the attachment
and then grabbing for her other hand, using it to rub her open
folds before taking her friend’s fingers and pushing them deep
inside her.

With only a few moments of thrusting
fingers and angling the stream of water over her sensitive clit,
Val watched Trini’s stomach muscles bunch and her hands grip the
seat as her ass raised off it and she yelled and groaned, an orgasm
ripping through her.

Dropping the showerhead to the floor,
Val leaned forward and held her friend close as her body rippled
with the power of her orgasm. They kissed and felt their bare skin
being hit by water from above and below.

Finally, they broke apart and stood up.
Trini turned the water off and then stepped out of the shower to
grab two towels and two terry cloth robes from the large linen
closet in the back. Val stepped out and allowed her friend to wrap
her in the large towel. Together, silently, they dried off and put
on the robes. On their way out of the bathroom, they gathered Val’s
fallen clothing and then made their way into the
bedroom.

While they were dressing, Val commented
on Trini’s habitual lateness. “I don’t think we’re going to get
much shopping done today.”

Trini shrugged, her shoulders still
bare in the halter dress she had chosen. It’s bright whiteness was
in perfect contrast to her smooth burnished skin. “Time isn’t
always best spent as we planned it, but as we let it unfold freely
about us.”

Val gave her a look. “Who said
that?”

“Well, someone I admire very
much.”

“Oh yeah. They must have had a lot of
time on their hands to write such crazy stuff.”

Trini nodded and smiled, turning to her
dresser and opening a small top drawer. She pulled a folded piece
of notebook paper from inside and turned to hand it to her friend,
Val. Val looked down at the folded paper and felt a strange sense
of déjà vu. She and Trini had been famous note passers in school,
earning detention quite a few times for their written
conversations. When she had unfolded the paper, she saw the
childhood writing of her friend, but she also saw her own familiar
script. Halfway down the page, she found the words Trini had just
quoted to her, ringed around in bright pink ink.

Trini came up behind her and hugged her
close. “You were always my inspiration to live as if time has no
meaning.”

Val smiled and turned around to face
her friend, looking into her familiar brown eyes. “I forgot all
about it.”

“But it’s never too late to start
remembering.”

Val nodded and gave her friend a kiss.
Then, leaning forward, she whispered. “I’m feeling awfully dirty,
how about a nice shower?”
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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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“Angela, I want you to hear this.”
Susan Benedict opened the door for her friend and neighbor and led
her into the kitchen where a small TV was playing a talk show
hosted by a famous star. The two women listened as the host
interviewed a prominent doctor who specialized in women’s sexual
health.

“I didn’t even know that could be a
specialty.” Angela snickered. Susan shushed her and they listened
more closely.

The doctor was saying that women were
beginning to feel more adventurous in the bedroom and that that was
a very healthy thing with important ramifications for every aspect
of their lives. “Women who know what they want in the bedroom,” the
doctor intoned in sweet inflections, “know what they want out of
it, as well. That confidence makes being happy an easier
choice.”

Susan turned to Angela and tried to
keep a straight face. “Well, Angela, who would have guessed that
the secret to happiness was being satisfactorily
screwed.”

Angela smiled and nodded. “Oh, it’s
logical. After all, a woman who can command her own orgasm, can
command the world.”

They looked at each other a moment
longer before they burst out laughing. Susan went over and opened
the bottle of wine she had just pulled out of the fridge and poured
the fruity nectar into two chilled glasses. The battle had actually
come from the newly installed wine cellar, her husband, Griffin’s
logical addition to the house in honor of his hobby.

Both Angela and Susan were married to
star plastic surgeons who shared a practice. In sunny southern
California, the vain OC, that was a ticket to vast amounts of
wealth. All the plastic that was swiped in order to make one’s self
more plastic was mind boggling at times, but they didn’t mind
reaping the benefits.

Susan brought Angela her glass and
sighed. “I tell you, it’s crazy how everything has to be about sex
these days. I mean, my God, I haven’t exactly been blown out of the
water in bed, but I don’t walk around the next day thinking that my
life is shit because of it.”

Angela took a sip and shook her head.
“No, no, you’ve got it all wrong. The good doctor was just saying
it was a confidence booster.”

“Like an immunization?”

“Very funny. Really though, I do get a
little of the reasoning behind it. I mean, men have always been
freer sexually and they seem to have a lot more on the ball than
most women.”

Susan smirked. “Oh, they definitely
have something on the balls…their brains.”

Angela laughed. “Yes, well, we know
that’s true. Last night, Jason kept pawing at me and I mean, I had
just had the longest day. I told him to fashion something from his
miracle plastic and have some fun with that.”

Susan guffawed. “Oh, that was very bad
of you, Ange.”

“Oh stop giving me that look. I came
around and we had a nice night. The point is, though, that we’re
not wired to need it the same way a man does and . . .”

“Oh, bull. I love fucking.”

“Susan!”

“What, it’s true. The thing I don’t get
is this connection to some super- human infusion that is supposed
to result from it. I can have a very powerful orgasm, but it has
never made me want to go out and conquer nations.”

“No, of course not, just department
stores and high-end boutiques.”

“You know, Angela, if you’re going to
insist on being a bitch I may have to do something about it.”
Susan’s smile threatened something fun.

“Oh, I’ve got plenty more for
you.”

“Okay, then, but first one more for a
stiffening of resolve.” Susan poured them each another glass and
they drank them down quickly. Angela waited for Susan to show what
her hidden plot was, but Susan just stood and stared at
her.

Susan was an attractive woman. Tall,
elegant with platinum blond hair and striking blue eyes, her large
breasts were deliciously real. In fact, neither one of them had
ever gone under the knife. Oh, people had accused them of having
had every imaginable procedure, but, in truth, they were
authentically beautiful.

Angela crossed her arms. “What is going
on, Susan?”

“Nothing, I’m just trying to decide
just how daring I want to be today.” With that, she suddenly
grabbed Angela’s hand and dragged her from the kitchen to the
stairs. Walking up them quickly, she turned to the right and headed
for her bedroom. When she pulled Angela in and shut the door behind
her, she felt a wild desire flow through her. Angela was staring at
her with her large smoky grey eyes and her black hair falling in
fashionable choppy waves over her high cheekbones, and Susan
couldn’t stop smiling. Stepping to Angela’s side, she slipped an
arm around her waist and pulled her close. Letting her full red
lipstick covered lips brush her friend’s ear, she whispered, “Let’s
fuck.”

Angela’s mouth just formed a little “o”
of surprise before Susan pressed her mouth onto her and thrust her
tongue inside. She was aroused even more when Angela hummed a
little moan as she kissed her, the vibration of it seeming to
travel straight to her pussy.

Susan had always been fairly
adventurous in the bedroom. It was part of the reason Griffin had
fallen for her. Nothing had seemed too far-fetched for her. Still,
she had never been with a woman and the thought of what they were
about to do was driving her crazier than she had been in a while.
“Come on, off with these.” She reached down and began unbuttoning
Angela’s blouse. When enough of the buttons were opened to allow it
to be pulled off, Susan slipped it up and over Angela’s head. She
went back to kissing her, pressing Angela’s body closer to her,
enjoying the feel of Angela’s relaxing form as it molded itself to
her own.

Susan could feel Angela’s shock fade as
Angela began to kiss back and then wrap her arms around her. Then,
Susan pulled away and dropped her head to the two perfect mounds
still suffering in confinement in their lacy bra. Pulling down with
the fingers of both hands, she freed Angela’s full breasts and
began to lick one nipple and then the other, rapidly, making them
harden into two little bullets. Then, giggling a little, Susan
pulled on Angela’s designer jeans. “Honey, I know we pay for the
perfect fit but, my God, these are an organic part of
you.”

Angela smiled in response and let her
hands trail over her body as they made their way to the button of
her jeans. Slowly, she wiggled and moved her hips and ass, freeing
them bit by bit from the denim. Susan felt her breathing grow
ragged as she saw Angela’s bare ass emerge from their confinement.
She had a beautiful ass, gracefully curving up and jutting out from
her legs. Susan stepped forward and kissed Angela again, cupping
her ass cheeks and feeling how they fit the curve of her
palm.

Susan broke away and guided
the now mostly nude Angela to the large bed she shared with her
husband. As she pushed Angela down onto the soft billowy comforter,
she caught sight of herself in the mirror across the way on the
closet door. Her blond hair was a wild halo about her face and her
lips were slightly parted. She smiled. I
look just like some porn star. She focused
her eyes on the beauty on the bed again.

Angela was lying on the bed with her
legs slightly apart and her back arched. Her hands were gripping
the comforter as she moved on the bed, waiting for Susan to make
the next move. Susan looked down at the tiny thong panties and
decided they needed to go, but first she leaned forward and put her
mouth on the mound of Angela’s pussy, which was busy playing
peek-a-boo behind the slim covering of the silk fabric. The moment
her mouth touched the light fabric and she breathed a warm sigh on
her friend’s pussy, Angela cried out and reached for her head to
push her against the sweet cleft. Susan lifted her head, though,
and moved her own body off the bed, making sure that Angela’s
desired-filled eyes were watching her every step of the
way.

Now, Susan did a bit of a strip tease,
slowly removing her designer t-shirt and bra with lingering
movements that made her shudder along with Angela. When she began
to work on slipping her pants off, Angela made a little moan and
reached forward to roughly grab at the waistband and rip them down,
shaking Susan’s body back and forth as she fought the denim down
over hips and legs. Leaning almost halfway off the bed now, Angela
wrapped her arms around Susan’s bare waist and buried her face
between her legs, letting her lips brush against Susan’s sensitive
folds.

Susan couldn’t handle it anymore.
Pulling Angela up, she pressed her back against the bed once more
and pushed her own body down on top of her. Feeling their bodies
slide against each other, Susan felt her desire grow wild and let
her hands travel over Angela’s body as it writhed beneath her.
Then, letting her mouth follow her hands, she moved over Angela’s
body, finally returning to her pussy, still covered by the thong.
Lifting herself slightly, Susan grabbed the thong panties and
yanked them down Angela’s legs. Once they had been flung to the
floor, she slid between Angela’s legs once more and let her mouth
fall hungrily on the bare pussy.

Angela’s body arched off the bed as she
groaned with the intense spasm that ran through her body. Then, as
her body let her relax, she spread her legs wide and pushed her
pussy up into Susan’s face, trying to move the tongue deeper into
her aching hole. Susan obliged, thrusting her tongue deep and hard
until, she let her fingers move to take its place and let her
tongue slide up to Angela’s clit. Moving her fingers furiously in
her friend’s wet cunt, she began licking at her clit in a matching
frenzy that was making Angela squirm as her breath caught with the
overwhelming need to come.

Susan could tell her friend was not far
from coming, and she forced herself to pull away. Angela moaned and
tried to reach for her, but she stayed out of her friend’s reach
long enough to turn her body and position her own dripping pussy
over her friend’s panting mouth. Now, mashing her sweet quivering
slit onto Angela’s face, she returned to her friend’s pussy,
licking her clit and fingering her hard until finally, she felt
Angela jump underneath her and felt her mouth groan against her own
pussy. Sitting up, she kept her fingers moving on Angela’s clit
while pressing down on her face, making her friend suck and lick
her as she slid her pussy over her nose and mouth and
chin.

It was just as she began feeling the
first spasms of her orgasm roll through her that she heard the
familiar voice. “What the hell, Susan?”

Susan jumped and slid away from
Angela’s mouth and both women turned glazed expressions toward the
doorway where Susan’s husband, Griffin, stood in his designer three
piece suit and a shocked expression on his face. “Is this, Susan,
is this what . . .”

Susan jumped up from the bed, her legs
still weak from the powerful orgasm that was still sending twinges
from her clit to her fingers and toes and all points between. “No,
God no, honey, we just, there was this doctor and we were just . .
.” Susan forced herself to stop and start again. “You know, babe,”
she moved closer to her husband and put her hands on his pants,
beginning to slowly undo them, “we’ve talked before about having
another person with us.” She had unzipped his pants now and was
pulling them down.

Suddenly, Angela had joined them, not
making any effort to cover herself. “Griff, I’m ready and willing,”
she leaned forward to put her hands on his chest and give him a
quick kiss, her dark hair brushing his cheek, “just as long as we
don’t tell Jason.” With that, she fell with Susan to her knees and
they both put their mouths on his cock, which Susan had just freed
from the restraints of his boxers.

Griffin groaned and put his hands on
each woman’s head, guiding their mouths onto his cock one after
another. Then, Susan, standing up as Angela kept her mouth busy,
took off the rest of Griffin’s clothing and let it drop to the
floor. Finally, reaching a hand down to Angela, the two women led
Susan’s husband to the bed and pushed him onto the covers. Both of
them went back to attacking his cock, licking and sucking his shaft
and his balls together, their moans and hungry groans blending
together.

Then, Griffin grabbed Angela and pulled
her down beside him on the bed. Taking Susan, he put her on top of
Angela and ran his hand down the smooth curve of her spine down to
her ass. “Ah, Susan, I’ve always loved your ass.” He spanked her
hard and she jumped and moved against Angela underneath her.
Griffin moved behind them now and ran his hands along the legs of
both women then, without warning, he thrust deep into Angela’s
pussy, pressing his body against Susan’s on top with each thrust
into his partner’s wife.

Susan began to kiss Angela as her hands
squeezed and caressed her bouncing breasts. Angela was trying to
move beneath her, trying to lift her hips up to meet each of
Griffin’s thrusts. Just as she began to shudder and cry out with
the orgasm that hit her hard and suddenly, Griffin pulled out of
Angela and pushed hard into his wife. Susan gasped as she felt her
husband’s powerful thrust, and also felt Angela’s body writhing
under her. Soon, her moans were joining her friend’s as she felt
her body tense and she came.

Now, her husband pulled out and turned
both girls on to their backs on the bed. Moving up between them, he
put a hand under each of their heads and brought their mouths to
his throbbing cock, plunging into Susan’s mouth first and then
Angela’s until, with a huge groan, he came and spurted all over
their waiting mouths, letting them suck him in turns as his cock
pulsed with the aftershocks of his orgasm.

Collapsing between the two women, he
finally turned to Susan and gave her a look full of questions. She
sighed and shook her head. Angela had gotten up from the bed and
had begun to dress, seemingly unconcerned about the episode. “Sue,
what the hell were you thinking?”

“Well, I was thinking that you have
just enjoyed yourself a whole lot and wouldn’t you like to do so
again? So, mum’s the word.”

Griffin turned to Angela, who was now
dressed except for her shoes. “And what is your take on
this?”

Angela gave a long level look in
Susan’s direction. “I’m thinking that I’m going to go out and
conquer a few nations.”

Susan smiled. “Or maybe just a few
small boutiques.”

The two women laughed. Griffin watched
them for a moment before deciding that he was not going to argue
with this new turn of events. Although, he felt that his partner
might not be as upset as his wife thought he would be. Jason and he
had discussed wife-swapping many times. Maybe he should give Jason
a call and restart the conversation, just hypothetically, of
course. His own smile appeared as he considered the
possibilities.
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Griffin walked through the door and was
greeted with silence. For a moment, he flashed back to a day last
week, when he had shown up unexpectedly like this, and had been
greeted with the sight of his wife and his partner’s wife rolling
around together naked in his and his wife’s bedroom. It had been
quite a shock, but when they had willingly pulled him into their
little escapade, he had been glad he’d decided to come home for
lunch.

Now, though, as he wandered through
their large house and called his wife’s name, he realized that he
was truly alone. Who knew, maybe Susan was at Angela’s house this
time, having some more fun. He smiled at the image of the two of
them together and then walked back to the kitchen where he’d
dropped his briefcase and his cell phone beside it.

He looked in the large fridge, really
too big for just the two of them, and pulled out an already opened
bottle of wine. Pouring a glass, he walked over to the table and
picked up his phone. Sipping the wine and letting it press against
his palate, he waited through the ringing on the other end until
his partner answered his phone. “Yeah, Jason, I think it’s a safe
time for you to come on over.” He nodded at something his partner
was saying while swirling the rose liquid in his glass. Setting it
down, he answered. “Yeah, that’ll be fine. See you
soon.”

“Sue, you are killing me, you know
that, don’t you?” Angela Meyer yelled over the dressing room door
at her friend, who was busy trying on an armload of clothing at the
fifth shop they had visited that day.

“Oh, Ange, just sit down and relax.
What big plans do you have today, anyway?”

Angela sighed and thought that a date
with her masseuse would be an excellent plan after today. “I
imagine Jason will want me home at some point.”

Susan’s laugh tinkled through the
barrier. “You exaggerate, it’s not even that late, but if you
insist.” Susan stepped out of the little room and smiled her
brilliant smile at her friend. Even with trying on endless outfits
all day, her platinum blond hair was still perfectly coiffed and
her make-up un-smudged. The only adjustment she made was to smooth
her skirt along her long legs. “We can head home.”

Angela studied her empty hands and
crooked an eyebrow. “Nothing?”

“Oh, well, you know, it’s always more
fun to try things on than to buy them.”

Angela looked at her suspiciously but
followed her toward the exit. On the way, Susan passed the sales
associate who had helped her earlier. “Hello, dear, I wanted to let
you know you can go ahead and gather all the items and bill them to
the card on account here, and send it to the listed address.” The
associate nodded and went off to pick up Susan’s numerous purchases
and start the process.

Angela gave her a look that stopped her
for only a moment before she headed out the door. “What? I didn’t
say there couldn’t be any fun in the buying.”

They arrived at Susan’s house an hour
later and Susan immediately headed for the kitchen and the fridge.
“Angela, get over here. I swear, shopping must burn calories better
than any diet or exercise plan on the market today.”

Angela joined her and took the glass of
wine offered her. She looked around at the perfectly appointed
kitchen and laughed. “Susan, I think it’s the only exercise you
get.”

Susan fake pouted, shoving out her
perfect lips. “Absolutely not, I engage in other activities that
are just as stimulating for my heart and body.” A wicked grin
appeared on Susan’s face. “You of all people should remember
that.”

Angela smiled back. Not long ago, the
two of them had gotten naked and had some fun, though it had been
interrupted when Susan’s husband, Griffin, had shown up and joined
in. Actually, that had only made the fun more intense. She felt her
body growing warm at the thought and signaled that she wanted a
refill. Susan obliged for both of them.

Susan walked out of the kitchen and
toward the staircase. “Griff, are you home?” She called and waited
for a response. When everything remained silent, she went back to
Angela in the kitchen. “You know, we could always engage in a
little more exercise.”

Angela stared at her, her glass stopped
at her lips. She finished her drink and thought of how it had felt
to have her friend touching her, how different it had been from any
other experience in bed she had ever had. She put her empty glass
on the counter. “Are you sure we won’t be interrupted?”

Susan rolled her eyes. “Well, it wasn’t
like you protested so much the first time, but, yes, I’m relatively
certain that Griff is busy with scheduled surgery today.” Both
their husbands were plastic surgeons in the nouveau riche OC. It
was what made shopping trips like the one they had had today
possible. It made a lot of things possible, as a matter of
fact.

Angela grinned and stepped over to take
her friend’s hands in her own. “I just don’t want to get in a
situation where I’m hiding things from Jason all the time. Last
time, with Griffin, was just a fluke and I want it to stay that
way.”

Susan turned and started leading her up
the curving stairway. “I completely agree, honesty is the best
policy when it comes to men. Let them know exactly what they want
to hear.”

They reached Susan’s room and, without
another word, they moved together and began running their hands
along each other’s bodies as their lips met in a soft kiss. Angela
sighed and closed her eyes as Susan once again took the initiative,
sliding her hands under Angela’s shirt and lifting up and over her
head. When Susan’s hands returned to her bra, she raised her own to
help her take it off. She looked into Susan’s blue eyes and saw her
desire mirrored there. She leaned forward to kiss Susan again,
feeling her bare breasts brush against Susan’s still dressed
ones.

Susan pulled Angela to the bed and
pushed her down on the covers. Then she began undressing for
Angela, unbuttoning her blouse slowly and throwing it to the floor
with a little shimmy. “My technique had improved a bit.” They both
giggled and, once she had removed her bra and freed her own ample
breasts, she fell forward onto the bed beside Angela.

Now, they let their mouths do the
exploring. Angela took one of Susan’s nipples into her mouth,
making her gasp and then sigh as she stroked her tongue lightly
over the sensitive hardening tip. Susan pulled her away and sat up
to remove her skirt, unzipping it with impatient hands. When she
had managed to slip it off, Angela sat up beside her and ran her
hands along her curves, stopping her hands on her panties, cupping
them over Susan’s pussy and warming it through the fabric. Susan
turned around to face Angela and to kiss her again.

It was as Susan was helping Angela
slide out of her own skirt, that they both heard the same voice
that had interrupted them the last time. Their hands fell to the
bed and Angela closed her eyes. “I thought you said he had
surgery.”

Griffin answered before Susan could. “I
did, but there was a last minute reschedule, due to nerves really,
and so I made my way home.” He moved toward the two women on the
bed, much more assured of himself than last time. “It’s wonderful
to see you, Angela.”

Angela’s grey eyes opened and looked at
Griffin with resignation. “Good to see you, as well, Griffin. I
don’t suppose you’d like to join us.”

Griffin smiled and shrugged out of his
suit coat. Soon, both women had helped him out of his pants, as
well, and pulled him onto the bed with them. He took Angela in his
arms first, running his hands roughly over her body and squeezing
her breasts until she squealed and moved away.

At that point, Susan reached her hand
down to his boxers and slipped underneath the waist band to grip
his cock in her hand. Turning flat on his back, he allowed her to
pull his boxers off, and then, she and Angela both dropped to begin
licking and sucking at his shaft and balls. His hands came up to
weave fingers in their hair. “Deeper, girls, I need it
deeper.”

Taking turns, he pushed first Susan and
then Angela down onto his cock until he felt the backs of their
throats and heard them gag. When he sensed that they were almost
ready to collapse, he let them go and sat up again. Taking Angela
by the shoulders, he pushed her down onto the bed and moved on top
of her, kissing her deeply. He moved off her again, though, and
pulled his wife around from behind him. “Get her panties off.”
Susan stared at him for a moment, but complied and took hold of her
friend’s small silk panties and yanked them down, baring her waxed
pussy for both of them. She slipped them the rest of the way down
and threw them off the bed.

Now, Griffin positioned himself so that
his cock rested on Angela’s thigh and then he reached for his
wife’s head, pushing her face down to Angela’s bare folds. “Get her
ready for me, baby.” Susan began to lick at Angela’s pussy, pushing
into her with her tongue and then pulling out to lick at her clit.
When Angela moaned loudly and began to writhe beneath them, Griffin
pushed his wife back and climbed on top of Angela once
more.

With one hard thrust, he was inside her
and he began to fuck her hard and fast, shifting her body back and
forth with the power of his thrusts. Susan was left to watch and,
as she felt her pussy ache for attention, she slipped her hands
down to pull her own panties off so she could finger herself while
she watched her husband fuck her best friend. She slipped up beside
them and began to kiss Angela on the mouth and cheeks and neck as
she moved underneath her husband, all the while keeping her hands
busy on her own pussy.

The moment she felt a set of hands on
her, pulling her away from Angela, she jumped and looked around in
confusion. In a moment, though, her body was covered by Angela’s
husband, Jason, as he pressed his naked toned body against her own.
Her gasp of shock was cut short as his lips covered hers and his
tongue slipped into her mouth in a deep kiss.

Her body reacted instantly, arching up
against Jason and rubbing against him, her arms and legs wrapping
around him and pulling him down onto her. In a single hard thrust,
he had pushed inside her and was fucking her just as furiously as
her husband was fucking Jason’s wife.

The two men seemed to move almost in
unison and, when Griffin pulled out of Angela to throw her over
onto her stomach and begin pushing into her from behind, Jason
followed his example and turned Susan over, too, thrusting deep and
making her moan as she felt his cock stroke inside her pulsing
pussy.

Then, Griffin shifted Angela on her
side and, spooning behind her, began to shove his shaft into her
while grabbing her leg and lifting it high in the air. Now, Angela
saw Jason clearly as he pushed into her best friend and her mouth
opened in shock as well as pleasure. “Oh my God, Jason, I . . .”
her words came out in short breathy gasps, but her husband ignored
her as he continued to thrust into Susan.

Finally, though, Jason stopped and
pulled out of Susan, making her groan with the sudden emptiness.
Jason looked at his wife directly for the first time and a
satisfied grin appeared on his face as he took Susan and pulled her
over to his wife. Keeping her on all fours, he positioned Susan’s
head between Angela’s legs, using his hands in her hair to move her
mouth over his wife’s pussy. Susan took the hint and began to lick
and suck at Angela and her husband’s cock as it plunged into her
friend over and over.

Jason squeezed and caressed Susan’s
toned round ass as he pushed back into her slick pussy. Every
thrust pushed Susan roughly against her friend and made Angela gasp
and moan with the rhythmic thrusting of both her best friend’s
tongue and her friend’s husband’s cock.

Suddenly, Angela began to shudder and
then her body tensed and she cried out. Susan could see her
friend’s pussy begin clenching around her husband’s cock and it
sent a sympathetic ripple through her own body. Her hands grabbing
at the sheets beneath her, she began to move against Jason behind
her, pushing her ass against him and squeezing her pussy tight
around his shaft as it slid inside her faster and faster. In just
moments, her pussy began clenching hard and the electric feeling of
her orgasm flowed through every inch of her body.

Now, both women were shaking and crying
out as their husband’s moved inside them. Susan looked up to see
Angela squirming and her stomach muscles clenching with every
thrust of Griffin’s cock. Then, she felt Jason pull out and before
she could turn around to see what he planned, his hand was on her
head again and his fingers were in her hair, pulling her up and
around to take his cock into her mouth. Suddenly, out of the corner
of her eye, she saw Angela pushed around in the same fashion and
saw her mouth bulge with Griffin’s thick cock. Now practically
cheek to cheek, their mouths and throats were stuffed with their
men’s cocks. Susan could vaguely feel Angela’s breasts pressed
against her arm and then all her focus was on Jason as he groaned
and thrust deep, his throbbing cock spurting warm semen down her
throat. As she fought to swallow and not just choke and gag, she
heard another deep groan and then felt Angela squirm beside her as
she struggled to take in Griffin’s load.

Finally, exhausted, the girls pulled
off of their friend’s husband’s cocks and fell back onto the soft
thick down comforter, their bodies shuddering with the remnants of
their own orgasms. Slowly, their husbands gave them a kiss and
climbed off the bed, gathering their clothing and retreating from
the room.

When the door shut quietly behind the
men, Susan opened her eyes and smiled as she propped herself up on
one elbow and looked down on Angela, who returned her smile. “I
told you.”

Angela nodded and stretched like a cat,
her toned body shuddering pleasantly. “I guess you were. I can’t
believe it worked, but you were always sly, Susan.”

Susan frowned playfully. “Oh, I chose
to think of it as cleverness. I mean, really, Griffin should know
better than to leave his phone lying around. Anybody could have
heard your husband’s message and then imagine the embarrassment.
Luckily, it fell into the right hands.” Susan held her hands up and
cupped Angela’s face tenderly.

Angela rolled onto her back and smiled.
“Well, who would have guessed our men would be so gung-ho to share
us. I never would have thought Jason would be so
daring.”

Susan lay down beside her and closed
her eyes. “Yes, well, men can be surprising when you let them
be.”

The two women chuckled as they cuddled
together and enjoyed the feeling of their satisfied
bodies.
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