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		FIRST TIME

		

		It happened about a month ago, while I was on a business trip in Seattle—a legal conference for criminal defense attorneys—with my boss Rachel. We were staying at one of the big hotels downtown. Near the end of the first day’s sessions, I got a text from Rachel asking me to meet her in the business center. She had some papers the office emailed her she needed to print off and she was having trouble with the hotel computer.

		Justice never takes a break, and neither do paralegals.

		Not to be all bitchy about my job, because I’m not. I like what I do and Rachel and I get on well enough. She’s a tough boss, but fair. She treats me okay and I learn a lot from her. She’s a senior partner, and she’s got quite the reputation for being a bitch around the office but mostly that came from the people she’d reamed out for fucking up jobs and the regular slackers in the firm.

		The joke was she’s short-tempered because she doesn’t get laid enough. I didn’t buy into that, because if that's what did it, it would be me who’s the crazy, screaming lunatic.

		I found the business center and knocked on the closed door. Rachel called me inside.

		The center was set up like a small office, with a desk, a computer, fax machine, phone, and a couple of chairs. One was set out across from the desk where Rachel sat. She had a cell phone cradled between her chin and shoulder. She waved me in, mouthed, shut the door, and pointed to the chair in front of the desk.

		I sat and waited.

		What’s she look like?

		Attractive for her age, she’s in her early fifties. She takes care of herself, works out regularly so she’s fit but clearly struggles with her weight, just like all us women of a certain age do. She’s softer and a little thicker, less toned, than I imagine she’s comfortable with. Still, I hope in ten years when I’m her age I look half as good.

		She’s got dark hair. She keeps it long, but usually wears it pinned up in a bun. Her professional look she calls it. She dresses nicely, business attire but expensive. That day she had on a dark skirt and beige button down blouse, unbuttoned maybe one too many to be appropriate for the office. But we were coming to the end of the day and we weren’t really in a business setting, per say. She’d draped her suit jacket over the back of her chair.

		She finished her call, hung up, and smiled at me. She wore a light pink lip gloss on her full mouth. I thought it a bit too pale for her olive skin. “Thank you for coming down, Lexie.” She put her hand on a stack of paper in front of her. “But I’m afraid I’ve wasted your time.” She smiled again. “I figured out how to print them out myself. Forgive me?”

		“Of course. It’s no problem.”

		“Didn’t pull you out of anything interesting, did I?”

		“God, no. A presentation on tort law. So boring I could barely keep my eyes open.”

		“So then, I rescued you,” Rachel said.

		I smiled. “I guess you did. Thanks.”

		Her office chair had roll-y wheels. They squeaked as she pushed back from the desk and stood up. She pushed her sleeve back and looked at her watch. “It’s late. No point in going back to the session.”

		I sat with my hands folded together in my lap. “No. I guess not.”

		Rachel came out around the desk. She’d kicked off her shoes. I couldn’t help but notice how shapely her legs were, runner’s legs. She stood between me and the desk. She folded her arms over her ample chest and looked down at me. “I’m glad you’re on this trip with me, Lexie.”

		I crossed my legs, pushed the hem of my skirt down and clasped my interlocked hands over my knee. “I’m glad you invited me.”

		She pushed back and sat on the corner of the desk. Then she leaned across the desk, propping herself up on her elbow. She crossed her legs at the ankle and draped her other arm over her hitched hip. She looked like a model lounging on a sofa, the ones that peddle some product you can’t remember, using sex to sell it.

		A sexy, sensual pose. Completely inappropriate office behavior.

		I snapped my mouth closed and gulped, suddenly quiet uncomfortable.

		“I have a confession to make, Lexie.” Rachel smiled and it made the corner of her eyes crinkle. For the first time I noticed how green they were, and quite stunning. “I didn’t bring you along only because of work.”

		“You didn’t?”

		“I hoped we could use this time to get to know each other better, more personally.”

		“I’m not sure I know what you mean.”

		Her French manicured fingernails were white tipped, the rest were pink to match her lipstick. She tapped the surface of the desk with one. “Well…”

		She slinked off the desk and circled around behind me.

		I followed her with my eyes then shifted to the left slightly.

		“You’re divorced, aren’t you?” she asked.

		“Yes.”

		She put her hands on my shoulders.

		“So how long has it been?” She leaned over. I felt her presence, her breath on my neck.

		“The divorce was final a year ago,” I said.

		She laughed. “I’m not talking about the marriage.”

		“You’re not?”

		She slipped a hand down over one of my boobs while she cupped my chin in the other. “I’m talking about sex.” She turned my head and kissed me on the mouth. With the hand that had grazed my breast, she pushed my leg off my knee. My legs parted and I felt her hand reaching up under my skirt.

		I opened my mouth to protest.

		She pushed her tongue in my mouth, reaching past my lips, past my teeth.

		I twisted further around and grabbed her arm. I pulled it away and stood up. “Rachel, I don’t….”

		She stood with her hands up in the air, palms out. “Lexie, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean…I thought…”

		“You thought what?” I wasn’t angry, just surprised and confused. “Did I do something to lead you on, to make you think—?”

		“No. I’m sorry. No. This is all on me. I…I find you very, very attractive and I thought…I hoped you’d feel the same about me.”

		“I…” I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t know how I felt. “I, um, think you’re attractive too, Rachel. In fact, you’re beautiful.” Then I started stammering, not wanting to lead her on, but I didn’t want to embarrass her either. “But, I’m not…I don’t…I never…you know. That.”

		She flashed me a brave smile. “It’s okay. I understand.” She went around to the other side of her desk and retrieved her jacket. She folded it over her arm. “Can we, um, put this behind us? Pretend I didn’t just make a giant jackass of myself.”

		“You didn’t. It’s forgotten.” I put my hand to God. “It never happened.”

		Visibly relieved, she sighed. “Thank you. But that’s going to make what comes a teeny-weeny bit awkward.”

		♥

		Twenty minutes later, we were outside a hotel room door on the sixth floor. Rachel stood poised with the cardkey in hand, our luggage at our feet.

		“We’re staying in the same room?” I said.

		She slipped the cardkey in the slot and pushed open the door. She flicked on the lights, took her carryon bag in hand and held the door open so I could step past her into the room, dragging my wheeled luggage in behind me.

		“When I booked the rooms, room, I thought…was hoping….”

		I tossed my bag onto the bed. I looked around. “Rachel. There’s only one bed.”

		She gave me a weak smile. “At least it’s king-size. Plenty of room.”

		I gave her a look.

		She put her hands up, palms out, surrendering. “I know. I know. I already spoke to the manager but because of the conference, the hotel’s booked solid. There are no other rooms available until tomorrow. He can bring in a cot if you’d like. But those things are so uncomfortable.” She closed the door and locked it then set the security bar. “I swear. No hanky-panky. I’ll be the perfect roommate. Let’s just get cleaned up and go to dinner. You’ll have your own room tomorrow. I promise.”

		“Okay,” I said, not okay, and feeling more than a little weirded out about the whole thing. “It’s already late. I think I’m going to just take a shower and call it a night.”

		“You sure?”

		“Yes. I’m beat.”

		“Okay, if that’s what you want.” She sounded disappointed.

		I unzipped my bag, took out my toiletry and makeup bag, and headed for the tiny bathroom. Inside, I shut the door—I didn’t lock it. I didn’t think about locking it. I never lock the bathroom door in hotels because I always travel alone.

		I spread my things out on the sink and began to get undressed.

		I stripped out of my blouse and hung it on the back of the door. I unzipped my skirt, let it drop to the floor then peeled my nude stockings down my legs. With only my bra and panties on—a pretty black thong—I checked myself out in the mirror.

		Flat belly still. All the damn ab work I do at the gym paying off. I removed my bra and cupped my boobs. We’re not talking mountains here, but enough so no one’s ever complained. I twisted with an arm over my stomach and popped up on my tiptoes. Nice ass, bigger than it used to be, but then whose isn’t.

		I smiled. My reflection smiled back. I get why she’d be interested.

		Damn straight. I sat on the toilet and peed.

		It was actually too bad I wasn’t interested in women, because Rachel was right. It’d been a while since I’d had sex. And not just since the divorce. The sex stopped long before that, years before. Not that I hadn’t taken care of myself. But I never strayed outside the marriage. And the funny thing was, when I was married, I’d had plenty of chances. Business trips like this one; at hotel bars; cocktail parties after conferences; guys used to proposition me all the time.

		But since the divorce? Nada. Not a nibble. Hardly an interested glance my way. Until now. It had to be the ring.

		Guys wanted to cheat with somebody safe. What’s safer than a married woman? I rubbed the spot where I used to wear my ring. A married woman’s not going to stalk you, track you down, demand you leave your wife for them. The pale white circle where my ring had been had already faded. I could barely see it.

		As I sat thinking, rubbing my finger, the bathroom door opened.

		Rachel poked her head in.

		With a sharp intake of breath, I strapped an arm over my boobs and locked my legs up tight. “Rachel, what….”

		“I’m sorry,” she said. “But I was sitting out there all alone, thinking, and I didn’t like the way we left it.” She came into the bathroom and clicked the door shut behind her. “I want to try and explain.’

		I felt my eyes pop open wide.

		Either clueless or ignorance of my discomfort, she came over and sat on the edge of the bathtub next to me. For some reason she’d stripped down to her bra and underwear before barging in on me. They were a matched set but surprisingly unflattering; just plain white cotton.

		“Getting undressed I was running through my mind what happened.”

		What happened, I thought. What you did. You kissed me and tried to feel me up.

		“And I thought maybe we could talk about it. Try and get us off on a better foot.”

		“What do you mean by us?”

		“Us. You know? Us as in our relationship.”

		“Rachel, we don’t have an us. Our relationship, it’s you’re my boss.”

		“I know that, silly. That’s what I’m trying to say. I want there to be an us, Lexie.” She reached out and took my hand, pulling my arm from across my breasts, exposing them while she cupped my hand, rubbing the back of it with her other.

		Now I’m no prude. I’ve always been comfortable being naked around other women, proud of how I looked, never embarrassed, but at that moment, with that woman who so desperately saw me as…wanted to have sex with me. Well, it was uncomfortable as hell, I’ll say that.

		And it only got more so.

		I pulled my hands from her grasp and jumped to my feet. “Rachel—”

		“Shush, shush, shush.” She put her finger to her pursed lips. Her eyes raked over my body. “I’m a lawyer,” she said. “Let me at least plead my case.”

		She stood up, facing me.

		That forced my back up against the wall, literally and figuratively. I was trapped between the toilet and the bathtub. The tile was cold against my naked skin. A chill shuddered through me. I covered my sex with my hands, but doing so left my boobs exposed. Glancing down, I noticed that my traitorous nipples were hard.

		It was from the chilly air conditioned bathroom, I told myself.

		Rachel stood so close to me I could smell her perfume. Chanel. Again, she checked out my body with her eyes. I squeezed my legs closed and twisted my body defensively, stepping one foot on top of the other, and cocking my knee slightly. Can you say sexual harassment anyone?

		She put a hand on my shoulder. “Lexie, relax. I get it. You’re not in to me the way I’m in to you.”

		“It’s not you, Rachel. I’m flattered. Really, I am…but I’m not. I’ve never—”

		“Thought about it?” Her breath smelled of minty mouthwash.

		“Of course I’ve thought about. Every girl does, once in a while.”

		“So you’re curious.”

		“No.” That sounded harsh. “Well, maybe, sometimes.”

		Damn it, why’d I say that? She tricked me.

		She moved closer. “Now could be sometime?”

		“No. Not now.”

		“But there’d been a time.”

		“Maybe,” I conceded. “Before I knew.”

		“Knew what?”

		“That I liked boys.”

		She smiled. “There was someone you liked…that way. Who was she?”

		I felt my cheeks flush hot. I’d never told anyone this, tried not to even think about it much. “This girl, in high school.” I shook my head. “It was a long time ago.”

		“She did something?”

		“In the girl’s locker room after soccer practice. She kissed me.”

		“That’s it?”

		“And she touched me.”

		A smile on her lips, Rachel asked, “Where?”

		I dropped my eyes to her crotch. “There.”

		“What happened then?”

		“Nothing. Our coach came in. We stopped.”

		“But you’ve thought about it. You’ve regretted not pursuing it.”

		“No. Not really.” Sure, maybe a small part of that was a lie, but I wasn’t going to tell Rachel that. “I went off to college. I dated boys. I liked boys. I got married, had kids, lived my life. I never thought about it again.”

		Liar, I told myself.

		“You’re not married now.”

		“What’s that got to do with anything?”

		“You’re not attached, free to…experiment. Try what you missed.”

		She put her hand over my hands that were covering my sex. She rubbed her fingers along the back of my hand. It wasn’t like she was touching me…down there. But her stroking did move my hands, ever so slightly, ever so seductively.

		I’d be lying if I said it wasn’t…arousing.

		I swallowed. A familiar sensation warmed my insides.

		“This isn’t a good idea, Rachel.”

		“Tell me why.” Her breath blew warmly across my cheek. She stared at my face with half closed eyes.

		I gulped and had to force my dry lips to part. “I…um…”

		She continued to caress my hand.

		I slipped one of my fingers through the soft pedals of my vagina. I was surprised to feel how wet I was already. Why’d I do that?

		“I want to kiss you,” Rachel said, her nose practically touching mine.

		“I don’t want you to.” I turned my head to the side.

		She leaned in. “I’m going to kiss you.”

		She turned my face with the crook of her finger chucked under my chin. Her lips brushed across mine. A kiss.

		I didn’t stop her.

		She was gentle. Her kiss was warm and dry, innocent, yet intense in its tenderness.

		I closed my eyes, unable to remember the last time I’d been kissed romantically.

		She broke the kiss with a soft smooch. Its afterglow lingered on my parted lips.

		I opened my eyes.

		Rachel smiled. Then she lifted my hands up, holding them between us. She held the one that’d had contact with my sex. She separated my fingers until she held only my middle finger. The one I’d slipped through the damp folds of my pussy. She tilted her head to the side, closed her eyes, and sucked my finger into her mouth.

		My breath caught in my throat.

		When she was done, she brushed a lock of hair from my face and gently kissed me again. It wasn’t much—a tease—but I could taste my scent on her mouth, on her tongue as she flicked it past my teeth, filling my mouth with its spongy wetness.

		Was I really going to do this?

		

	
		“So, we’re okay?”

		Unable to speak, I nodded.

		Rachel took me by the hand and led me out to the main room. We walked over to the bed which she’d already turned down. She held the covers up. “Jump in.”

		I slipped in and lay down on my back under the cool white sheets, naked and stiff as a board. I couldn’t remember ever being this nervous before. I folded my arms over my breasts and crossed my legs at the ankles. I must have looked like a corpse lying in a coffin. I stared up at the ceiling. There was a beige, dusty fan up there but it was turned off.

		What was I getting myself into?

		Rachel climbed in next to me. She lay on her side with her head propped up, her elbow dug into a down pillow. She’d removed her barrette and her long, thick hair flowed over her arm. She hadn’t taken her underwear off.

		“You okay?” She stared at my face while she stroked the side of my cheek with the back of her finger.

		“I’m not sure.”

		“You’re just nervous.”

		Wasn’t that the truth, I was jumping out of my skin.

		She kissed my cheek. Then she kissed my earlobe, nibbled it a little with her lips and then her teeth. Gently, teasing bites. With her fingers, she lightly caressed my skin; my stomach, my arms, my outer thigh. She left a trail of goosebumps wherever she touched. She scooted closer. Her body pressed against mine, warm and soft. She turned my face toward hers. Thick hair cascaded like drapes framing her angular face. She kissed me again.

		Then we kissed. A lot.

		I started to get into it. I kissed her back. We made soft, smack-y kissy noises.

		Our tongues wrestled wetly.

		Her bra-covered boobs rubbed against my arm, across my naked nipples. They stiffened to the hardness of pebbles.

		“You should take that off,” I said, between kisses, meaning her bra.

		“You want me to?”

		“Yes.”

		“Why?” Teasing.

		“I want to see your breasts.”

		“Touch them?”

		“Can I?”

		“Yes.”

		She rolled away from me, sat up, and unhooked her bra. She slipped it down her arms and let it fall to the floor. Still wearing her panties she laid back down. “Better?”

		Her boobs hung large and full. Each capped with a thick, brown nipple.

		“Yes.”

		With trembling fingers I touched her shoulders and lightly traced down the slope of her breasts. I’d never touched another woman’s breasts before. “They’re big.”

		“They are.”

		I let my fingers flitter around the nipple of one. They were big and hard, set atop of ring of dark brown.

		She smiled. “That tickles.”

		She leaned over and took one of my nipples in her mouth, giving it a noisy, smack of a kiss. Her hair fell down and feathered my skin. She hooked it back behind her ear and squeezed my boob, making my nipple harder against her flicking tongue.

		After a time, Rachel returned her attention to my mouth, giving me more wet kisses.

		I pulled her into an embrace, rubbing her shoulders and back. Our tongues chased. I scissored my legs, squeezing my thighs against my sex, feeling myself go from damp to wet. I couldn’t believe I was doing this.

		I couldn’t believe I was enjoying it.

		Between kisses, I asked, “Will you touch me down there?”

		I spread my legs and looked down over my nude body.

		Without hesitating, Rachel ran her hand over my hairy bush and slipped a finger through the folds of my pussy, splitting my wet lips in two.

		I sucked in a breath.

		“You’re starting to like this.”

		“Yes.”

		She rubbed her fingers over my sex, increasing the pressure she exerted with each pass, entering me with first one, then two fingers. She stared at my face. My eyelids fluttered and I squirmed at the feel of her fingers inside me. I finger-combed her loose hair back behind her ears.

		“That feels nice,” I confessed.

		I cupped and squeezed and caressed her hanging breasts.

		She licked her finger and then went back to rubbing it along my sex.

		We stayed like that, exploring each other and moaning softly, for I couldn’t say how long. Then she rocked my world.

		She snaked her way down my body. Her hard nipples scraped over my boobs, then over my stomach, and finally over my thighs. My fingertips lightly glided along the sides of her body as she worked her way down between my spread legs.

		I knew what she intended to do and I still couldn’t believe it.

		She positioned herself and began by kissing my inner thighs.

		I spread my legs wider apart.

		She scooped her falling hair from her face.

		Her tongue touched my pussy.

		It was like an electric spark shot through my body. My body quivered. My stomach tensed like a drum. As she flicked her tongue up and down my sex I rolled my head back and forth across the pillow behind me. It felt so good.

		Rachel used her thumbs to spread my pussy open. “You taste good.”

		Thanks, I guess. What do you say to that? I didn’t say anything. I simply laid back and enjoyed it. She used her tongue on my clit, flicking it, and suckling it with her mouth.

		At one point she inserted her thumb in my pussy. Like a little penis she fucked me with it.

		I tried to prop myself up on my elbows, but fell back down instead. My insides were on fire: A hot, wanton blaze of desire, of need. I cupped my breasts and rubbed my nipples, keeping them hard while she orally assaulted my pussy.

		“That feels so good,” I moaned, encouraging her, not wanting her to stop.

		But she did.

		She crawled up between my legs, her body draped over mine. She kissed me again. A slippery, sloppy kiss. Her mouth was wet and warm, coated with my pussy juices. I tasted myself before, but never did it taste so good as it did then.

		Oh my God.

		“I don’t want you to come,” she said in between kisses. “Not yet.”

		“Okay,” I breathed. Shit, that was exactly what I wanted to do.

		We kissed for a while more, noisy, passionately, breathless. Gone were the chaste, gently enticing kisses. These were hot, steamy, NC-17 kisses. But the time, and the kisses, did give me time to recover, to walk me back from the brink.

		Rachel stroked my chin with her finger, wiped a damp spot from my skin.

		We stared at each other with puppy dog eyes.

		She said, “I want you to do something for me.”

		My voice was barely a whisper. “What?”

		“Go down on me. The way I did you.”

		“I don’t…know how.”

		The truth was I didn’t want to. This was a big part of what kept me from thinking about girls in a sexual way. Fine, a girl could touch me, rub me, lick me until I came. But to do the same to her, could I give as well as receive? Would I enjoy it?

		I felt quivery with panic.

		“Please,” Rachel said, reading my hesitation in my expression. “If you don’t like it we’ll switch back. I’ll do you again.”

		“That doesn’t seem fair.”

		“I don’t want to force you, make you do anything you don’t want to.”

		It was that which made me want to try. “I can try.”

		All smiles, she wiggled out of her panties, which were wet in the crotch. “If you don’t like it,” she rolled over on her back, “we can go back.”

		“But,” I licked my lips as I climbed between her wide open, waiting legs. “You need to tell me what to do.”

		“I’ll teach you.”

		I hooked my hair back behind my ears. Then I lowered my face toward her exposed sex. Her bush was neatly trimmed. Her pussy gleamed slick and wet. I looked up over her body. She lay propped up on her elbows, her hands cupping her big breasts. She smiled encouragingly from between the valley of her boobs.

		I kissed her teasingly, starting with her inner thighs. The way she had with me. The flesh on either side of her sex was soft and warm. Then I placed the tip of my tongue on her pink lips and gave her a single lick. She shivered. Her juices tasted tart, but not unpleasant.

		“Go on,” she said.

		I nodded and tasted her again, running the flat of my tongue along her soft slit.

		She cooed. “That’s it.”

		I wrapped an arm around her leg and lay my hand on the flat of her belly. She reached down and held my hand. She watched me from over her breasts. I ran my tongue over her for a while, eliciting sighs of pleasure. That roused my own desires, wetting my pussy even more. I found her clit and flicked at it with my tongue.

		Rachel gasped with each contact.

		“That feel good?” I asked.

		“Oh, yeah.”

		She rolled her head back and forth and began to rock her hips. “Keep doing that but use your finger too.”

		“How?”

		“Just stick it inside me.”

		Carefully, afraid I’d hurt her, I inserted my finger inside her, slowly. “Like that?”

		“Yes, but don’t stop with your tongue.”

		I pumped my finger into her, rhythmically, like a piston, increasing the momentum as Rachel’s breathing got shallower and her moaning grew louder. I flicked my tongue against her clit and suckled it, making wet slurpy noises.

		“That’s it!” Her voice was low and husky. She abandoned one of her big boobs in favor of cupping the back of my head. She pulled me closer, deeper inside her. She entwined her fingers in my hair. “That’s good!”

		With her encouragement I continued teasing her clit with my tongue and pushing my finger in and out. She rocked her hips, lifting her ass off the bed and squeezing her butt cheeks, like she was being fucked by a penis rather than my finger.

		Breathless, she said, “Two fingers. Use two fingers.”

		I did, burying them deep inside her without letting up on her clit, still making noisy slurping sounds. In and out. In and out. My fingers drenched with shiny, wet, pussy juice.

		“Um huh,” she moaned between her tightly pressed lips. She rocked her hips. “Um huh!”

		After a time I took a break. I had to catch my breath. With my mouth full of the taste of her pussy I licked my lips and pressed them together. Delicious. Why had I ever been so scared of this? I rubbed my thumb over her wet, swollen pussy lips. Rachel’s entire body quivered.

		“Ooh, ooh, that’s nice.”

		When I flicked across her clit, she twitched with a start. She cupped and squeezed her breast and laid her other hand over mine, slowing me down. “Use your mouth again. I like that.”

		I did and each time I flicked my tongue across her clit, she convulsed, lifting her ass of the bed. I slipped my thumb over her gleaming lips before sliding it into her pussy. Again her body jerked, but this time Rachel sat up and took hold of my wrist, stopping me.

		“Not yet.”

		I didn’t know what she meant but I pulled back.

		She pushed her tangled hair off her face and sitting Indian style ran her hand over her wet pussy and then licked her juices from her hand. With a seductive flare she slowly ran the tip of her tongue over her mouth. “You were about to make me come.”

		And that would have been a bad thing, I wondered.

		Apparently sensing my confusion, she said, “I have something else in mine.”

		“Really?”

		She smiled. “Really.”

		I swooned at the possibilities.

		She said, “I need to move.”

		I scooted further down the bed and Rachel arranged herself sideway across the bed. She spread her legs so one was flat and stretched out and the other one she bent at the knee, cocked in the air. She patted the bed between her legs. “Come here.”

		After some slightly comedic acrobats she directed me into the position she wanted me in.

		On my knees with her one leg under me and her cocked leg now straight up in the air—she had me wrap my arm around and hug it to my body—she reached around me, grabbed my thighs and pulled me in so we were wet crotch to wet crotch.

		She arched her back and gently began to rock her hips, grinding her pussy slowly against mine. “Rub against me, like you’ve got a dick and your shoving it in me. That’s it. That’s it.”

		I rocked back and forth. My tight stomach muscles rippled with the movement. My long hair fell down in cascading waves over my shoulders and breasts. Slick and wet, we ground against each other.

		“Oh yeah,” Rachel moaned. She reached up and pinched my nipple.

		I held onto her hip with one hand and supported myself by leaning on the bed with the other. After I time, still grinding, I grabbed her breasts—one in each hand—and squeezed them. Her boobs were warm and fleshy. Her nipples were like rocks.

		“That’s nice,” Rachel said, grabbing my boobs and squeezing them too.

		“I’m so wet.”

		“Me too.”

		Her fingers traced down my body, over my undulating belly. Her touch left a tingling sensation across my flesh.

		I shivered.

		She pressed her thumb against my clit.

		I gasped.

		She strummed it while we continued to mash our pussies together. I was like a cork ready to pop. By the way she closed her eyes and swallowed with her lips pressed tight, she was too.

		I let go of her boobs and shoved my hands down between us so I could stroke her clit, the way she was doing to me. Her reaction was immediate. She arched against me and inhaled sharply.

		She pressed her thumb harder against my clit, rubbing it in tight circles.

		My eyelids fluttered and I threw my head back. “Oh, God!”

		She kept working it. “You like that?”

		“Yesssss!” I pumped my hips against her.

		She rocked under me. God did that feel good. I was getting close. My orgasm was building. It had been so long since my last time and as it surged, it felt so damn good. It had been forever since I’d felt anything that awesome. And it wouldn’t end there.

		Rachel slipped out from under me.

		Disappointment swept through me. How could she? I was so close…and she had to be too. She swung her legs back around so she was lying along the length on the bed, on her side facing me. She patted the bed.

		“Lie down.”

		I started to with my head toward the head board.

		“No. The other way.”

		Rachel pushed the pillows off the bed and lifted her leg, cocking it, exposing her glistening wet pussy to me. Slow to get it, it hit me. She wanted to sixty-nine.

		I scooted down the length of her body. My bare ass slipped over the cold wet spot we’d already created. I didn’t mine. I was getting a second chance to go down on her. And her on me. I almost came right then.

		Once I was where she wanted me, Rachel pushed my legs open. I obliged by sticking my leg in in the air, bending my knee, and pressing my foot to the calf of my opposite leg. As she scooched in closer to my crotch, I urged her legs open and did the same.

		I went to work kissing and licking her pussy, suckling her clit, and making slurping noises. Rachel did the same. I flicked my tongue over her clit and she shuddered each time. I felt her doing the same to me and nearly cried out each time her tongue found my button and rang it.

		We moaned and our hands roamed over each other’s warm flesh. I cupped and caressed her smooth ass. She ran a hand up and down my inner thigh. We wriggled against each other, our skin in hot contact from head to crotch.

		My orgasm was building. I felt it like a wave growing, swelling, a hot surge welling up inside me. I started to make funny sounds from the back of my throat; a sort of ga, ga, ga…

		I locked my lips around Rachel’s clit, sucking hard and flicking it with the tip of my tongue. Wrapped in our mutual embrace I felt her body tense. Her grip tightened too. Stronger. Harder. She flogged my clit with her tongue, matching my rhythm and intensity.

		My stomach tightened up. I couldn’t breathe. I squeezed my arm around Rachel’s leg. I clutched my hand to her ass. My body seized, gripped in the most intense orgasm I’d ever experienced. I couldn’t move. My body was locked up tight. I couldn’t breathe.

		All I could do was moan. “Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh…”

		The same went for Rachel.

		For that instant, the two of us were frozen, clutched in each other’s grasp, inseparable as we rode out our mutual orgasms. When it released us, our bodies relaxed. Like deflating balloons we went limp with a gush of held breath.

		“Oh my God!” Rachel panted and rolled onto her back.

		“That was…incredible.”

		I swept my tangle hair out of my hair. My scalp was damp and my arms almost too heavy and weak to lift. I felt spent. The scent of our lovemaking hung thick and musky in the air. I smiled at the pleasant reminder it gave me, not that I needed it.

		Here was an experience I’d never forget.

		It took us some time, but Rachel scooted over to one side of the bed and retrieved the pillow she’d tossed to the floor earlier. I twisted around so my head was laying in the right direction and dropped down in a prone position beside her, snaking my arms under the pillows as I squeezed their downy softness against my face.

		Rachel pulled a sheet—and only a sheet—up, letting it drape over our naked body, still slick with perspiration. As it settled, she stared at me with her own head half buried in pillows.

		“That was nice,” she said.

		“It was.”

		“You liked it? Really?”

		“I did.” My voice was drowsy. I was tired, spent and energized all at one. “But I do have one question.”

		“You do.”

		“I do.”

		“What is it?”

		“Do I still have to change rooms tomorrow?”

		She pulled me into a tight embrace, our slick naked bodies snugged together as one unit. “Not a chance.”

		

		♥♥♥

		

		

		

		If you enjoyed First Time, be sure to check out Cammie’s other fine stories,
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