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		Anastasia Steele

		

	
		Part One

		

		Water Sports

		

		I've always had a fascination with water. Those fun little jets that shoot water into pools (and later hot tubs) water faucets from tubs, anything that could shoot water onto me.

		First, let me explain. It's not so much that I don't like touching myself, it's just that it feels so *clinical* when I do. I probably could not hand-masturbate myself into orgasm even if I tried.

		But I stray off from my point. I first found those marvelous water jets when I was a small tyke sitting on the pool steps. I noticed that if you lifted just a little bit up, the water caught you _there_ and it felt *really* good.

		After that, many a day you might have caught me in the pool (early morning so no one would see me) with my legs propped up on the pool side and my rear hanging into the water, letting that water jet work me into a writhing frenzy. I remember one day, someone actually caught me doing this. And he asked me what I was doing. I told him the first thing that popped into my mind

		"I'm teaching myself how to hold my breath underwater longer. Wanna watch?"

		And I showed him how I could put my head underwater and hold it there. All while that wonderful water is rushing and brushing against me. I laughed quite a bit after he left. But, unfortunately, I didn't get a chance to do it much after that.

		That's when I discovered bathtub faucets. These weren't as strong as the water jets from pools, but they were wider (longer?) and allowed for more coverage. (This is where the self-bondage comes in for those of you who are bored by now)

		I would sit under the faucet and pretend that I was part of an X-rated harem, and my master wanted me clean when he touched me. So I'd have to sit under the faucet until I couldn't stand it anymore and, if I didn't stay under there long enough, (which for some reason, "long enough" always seemed to be a couple minutes longer than what I had done.

		My mistress (the queen of the harem) would chide me for not being able to last long enough under the water, and force me to undergo some sort of other punishment so that I could last long enough for my master. (Should he ever pick me?) Punishments would run from a smallish implement (whatever I could find would do me just fine, super big blush brush (say that 5 times fast) handles, you name it, if it was round and hard and in my room, it was probably in me at some time.) to the largest thing I could find.

		Usually it was a largish thing in my vagina, and a smallish thing in my anus. The underwear was put on and I was forced to act normal around people. Every time I'd move around both items would be jerked this way and that causing my ventures out into public (real public) to be short lived.

		I'd continue this until I came or until it didn't feel right anymore. (Or someone came home. It was so funny when people used to ask me if I masturbated, I always told them no. Because I always thought masturbation was something you did with your hands, and my hands rarely touched me.

		I haven't done my "water sports" for a while now, I've met a gal, Suzy, who pretty much takes away all need for me to do any extra-curricular activities on myself. But I thought about this anyway, just because I've been thinking about Suzy, and I'll probably never get rid of the thought of this to quirk of mine, but Suzy works hard to take my mind off of it.

		

	
		Part Two

		

		Views

		

		Suzy and I were tired. It had been a long day doing volunteer work with some underprivileged children in the local town. The day had been made longer by the fact that we had given up a Saturday to do the work, but the looks on the children's faces and their happy laughs had made things worthwhile.

		Yes, we were tired, but it was a satisfied tired as we began to make our way back to our office in the small town about twenty miles away from the "big city" that we found ourselves in. I was behind the wheel, trying to make my way through the unfamiliar streets and Suzy was looking around, trying to help navigate but also taking in all of the sights.

		"Hey, isn't that Professor Roberts over there?" Suzy exclaimed as I was stopped at a stop sign, trying to decide which way to turn.

		I looked quickly in the direction that Suzy pointed and saw the woman just getting out of her car. It took me several moments to realize that it was in fact our former college English professor getting out of her car and walking down the street.

		I was surprised to see Professor Billie Roberts for two reasons. First of all, it didn't appear to be that great of an area of town. Most of the buildings were made of brick or stone and there weren't that many widows or lights around. The area was clean enough but seemed too sterile to me, not the kind of place you would expect a single woman to be walking.

		The second was the way that she was dressed. She looked, well....sexy. Certainly the 30 something professor had never worn a skirt that short around the classroom. Most of the time, her attire was rather unremarkable, conservative even. In fact, if it hadn't been for the college's faculty sticker on her windshield, I wouldn't have believed that the woman that I was looking at and Professor Roberts were the same person.

		"Man, can you believe that's the same woman who lectured us two years ago?" said Suzy, breaking my thoughts.

		"No, that's too wild", I replied as we both watched her move down the street.

		"Hey, park the car," said Suzy, "I've got to know where she's going that has her so dressed up".

		I could hear the excited tone of Suzy's voice which was a little weird, but I had to admit that I also got a thrill at being able to catch our teacher in such an uncharacteristic moment. I hesitated for a moment, deciding what to do, but then turned the corner in the direction that Billie Roberts was walking and quickly found a place to park along the street.

		We watched as the college professor walked to the only lit doorway on the block; an unassuming place that had the look of working class bar. There was a sign over the door, but neither of us could make it out from where we sat.

		"Come on, let's go see what this place is" Suzy said excitedly and began to open her door.

		"Are you crazy? We don't know anything about that place. It could be a private club, or worse some massage parlor or something"

		At the words 'massage parlor', Suzy's eyes light up. "Oh, cool", she squealed. "That's probably it, Professor Rolland's is moonlighting as one of those massage parlor girls that give men blowjobs for fifty bucks".

		"Oh, that's gross", I said, wishing that we hadn't seen the professor, one way or the other, but Suzy wasn't about to let this one go.

		"Oh come on, you know that you're just as curious as I am. Besides, when have I ever gotten you into anything dangerous?"

		Before I could answer she was out of the car and standing part way down the block, looking back at me. Why was I so nervous? True it wasn't that great a neighborhood, but at least there were some lights and there didn't seem to be anyone else around, plus the doorway was only a block away.

		Before I thought about it much more, I was out of the car and walking up to Suzy who had this triumphant smile on her face. As we approached the door, we found out that it was in fact a bar.

		The name of the place, "Views" hung over the doorway, somewhat subdued as compared to other bars that I had been in. We went through the door and quickly tried to spy Professor Roberts so we could reach a vantage point unobserved. Suzy quickly saw her across the room and motioned me to follow her.

		We scooted around the edge of the room so that we kept the professor's back to us and then found a booth into which we quickly slid.

		"I knew she had to be going to some kind of bar" said Suzy as she looked at our teacher. "Why else would she be dressed up like that if she wasn't trying to pick up some guy?"

		I looked over at Billie to see what kind of guy she was meeting, but only saw her talking with another woman who had sat down at her table. The two seemed to be chatting casually, so I began to look around at the other patrons. As I was looking around at the mix of different folks there, a waitress showed up and Suzy ordered us a couple of beers. After she left, I looked back around.

		There were lots of different folks in the bar, some casual jeans and t-shirt folks, some more dressed up and a couple of folks in leather jackets or dresses. Quite a mix I thought. Then it dawned on me what they all had in common...They were all women!! There wasn't a man in the place. I was shocked almost to the point of speechlessness. My co-worker and I had stumbled into a lesbian bar.

		"Oh my god, Suzy" I whispered.

		She stopped watching Professor Roberts, and looked at me with some concern on her face.

		"Suzy ", I whispered, "this is a lesbian bar"

		She looked at me in surprise and then quickly scanned the room to confirm my conclusion.

		"Oh this is *so* outrageous" was all that she said, but the huge grin on her face spoke volumes about how she felt.

		She had the look of a child that had just discovered some naughty little secret. It was amazing. She was obviously enjoying the predicament that we found Billie Roberts and ourselves in.

		"You can't be serious about staying" I said, seeing her grin.

		Sure, why not. You mean that you're not in the least curious about what she's doing here? Or what *they* do?"

		Suzy was always the more outrageous of the two of us, always looking for those things on the edge of reckless.

		"Of course not" I replied.

		"You've never thought about it? Ever?" she grinned like the cat that ate the canary.

		"Well" I started but then the waitress showed back up with our beers.

		I went to pay the waitress, but she said that there wasn't any charge. "Compliments of the two ladies at the bar".

		Suzy and I both looked over where the waitress indicated and saw two women smiling back at us. They were both fairly attractive, tall, moderately thin, dressed in jeans and polo shirts. The blonde appeared to be looking at Suzy while the brunette seemed to be looking directly into my eyes. To say the least, I was shocked and not a little nervous to have received such an open proposition from another woman.

		I just sat there like a bump on a log, but Suzy, always the outrageous one, raised her glass in thanks and smiled. I almost choked on my beer right then and there and almost broke my foot trying to kick her under the table.

		"Suzy" I hissed, "What are you trying to do?"

		"Oh lighten up", she smiled back at me "it's not like we're actually going to sleep with them".

		Suddenly she looked over where Billie was sitting and noticed that she had gotten up. "Hey, she's going somewhere", she said.

		I turned in our professor's direction and saw her walking behind the other woman who was at her table. We both watched as the two women walked through a door at the back of the bar.

		Suzy immediately got on her feet and looked at me. The implication was clear.

		"Are you crazy, they probably just went to the bathroom" I said, seeing that look in her eyes.

		"No way", she replied, "The bathroom is over there" pointing to another corner of the bar. "I bet that they're going to go do something wild" she said.

		That gleam was back in her eyes and I had to admit that is was infectious.

		"Come on, aren't you at least curious?" she asked as she smiled down at me.

		Damn her! I was curious and scared stiff at the same time. I looked at her, pleading with my eyes for her to sit down or give up on this folly and get out of here. But she just smiled down at me with those wild eyes. Before I knew it, I was on my feet following Suzy towards the back door I was lost and I knew it. We made our way to the back door, Suzy leading of course.

		She opened the door quietly and looked in. I looked over her shoulder and saw a somewhat dimly lit hallway. She looked back at me, smiled nervously and proceeded on. Once inside the door we found that we had a choice of either going left or right. Suzy looked both directions and, not seeing any sign of Professor Roberts, headed down the hall to the left with me close behind her.

		We walked cautiously down the hall without seeing anyone. Every so often there was a door on one side of the hall but no other clues as to what Billie Roberts was up to. I was trying to figure out what this place was until we passed by one of the closed doors. There were sounds coming from behind that door that were unmistakable; some woman was in the throes of a powerful orgasm.

		I looked at Suzy and she looked back at me with the biggest grin on her face. She could be such a kid sometimes. We turned a corner and found the end of the hall without finding any sign of Professor Roberts.

		"Come on" I said turning and heading back to the exit.

		"Hang on" she said "We didn't look up the other hall"

		"Suzy" I pleaded, "let's just go okay?".

		

	
		Part Thre

		Oh, Oh!

		

		As we approached the entrance where we came in, I saw the two women who had bought us the beers standing by the exit. "Are you two trying to find Billie?"

		The brunette who had met my eyes earlier asked.

		I was dumbfounded. "Uh, no, we're trying to find the ladies room" I sputtered

		"Oh come on, admit it. You *are* looking for Billie, aren't you?

		"Why would you say that?" Suzy asked as she stood behind me.

		"Not hard to figure out" replied the blonde. "Billie's a teacher out at the college, and you two look like a couple of co-eds exploring the big city"

		"Were we that transparent?" I thought with shock, but Suzy just chuckled.

		"OK, you got us" she said "I guess we were just curious about what our old prof was up to, is all. We actually have both graduated, but were doing some work here in town. We saw her coming into here and thought that we'd see what brought her to this part of town"

		I was getting a weird feeling in my stomach as I looked for some reaction from the two women in front of us. Our little voyeurs game was about over and I fully expected these two to be upset at a couple of straight girls invading their space.

		The two women thought for a moment and finally, the blonde spoke up "Well if you want to see what she's up to, then follow us"

		With that, they both turned and started walking up the other hall. I was rooted in place, but Suzy gave me a small shove in the back and suddenly we were following these two. As we walked, all sorts of thoughts were jumbled in my mind. Should I run? Did I really want to see what Professor Roberts was doing back there? Why was Suzy so interested in this? And worst of all, why did I keep finding my eyes drawn to the jeans clad bottoms of the two women walking in front of me?

		The realization that I was looking at them, came as a shock So much so that I almost stopped dead in my tracks. I must have slowed down though, because Suzy suddenly bumped into me from behind. Was she daydreaming as well?

		The two women stopped at one of the doors and opened the door. "Billie, is in that room next door" said the blonde, "but you can see her from here without disturbing her"

		She held the door open for us, implying that we should go inside. Both women looked at us, expectantly, but I hesitated. Once again, Suzy shoved me from behind, urging me into the room. Without looking the two in the eyes, I walked in. The room itself was almost completely dark, even compared to the dimly lit hall.

		The only light seemed to be coming from a couple of small windows on one side of the room. Suzy entered after me and like a moth to the flame walked over to one of the windows. I moved cautiously after her to the other window. Suzy gasped as she got to the window. I looked at her briefly with concern but realized it was what she was seeing that caused her reaction.

		I moved to the second window, which was at about chest high so I had to bend forward to see through. And when I did, I thought that I was going to die. What I saw was that Professor Roberts was in fact in there. She was standing towards the middle of the room with her back to us. The woman that she was with was seated in a straight back chair in front of her and was talking to Billie although I could not quite make out what she was saying.

		For her part, Billie stood there with her head bowed, just listening to whatever was being said to her. Suddenly the woman said something and motioned to her lap. Billie quickly raised her short skirt over her hips and lowered her panties to the floor in one fluid motion. Somehow I could guess what was going to happen next but it was still a shock to see her crawl over the woman's lap with her naked bottom facing the ceiling. Once she was in that position, I noticed that the windows that we were looking through were at the woman's eye level.

		That gave me quite a start and I began to move away from the window, sure that she would see us watching her little game. "Oh, she can't see you" came a voice behind me.

		I turned my head to see the brunette was behind me, looking over my shoulder at the unbelievable scene. "The glass only works one way, so you're safe"

		I looked over at Suzy and saw that the blonde woman was standing behind her. Both were intently watching what was about to happen next. I returned my attention to the two women in front of me. Professor Roberts had her head down as the woman began to massage and knead her bottom. She was talking to Billie, but I couldn't make out what was being said. After a few moments of this, the woman suddenly raised her hand and brought it down firmly onto Billie's upturned behind with a loud smack.

		At the same time I heard Suzy give a gasp next to me. Or was that my own gasp? I watched, frozen as the woman rained smack after smack on the professor's behind. For her part, Billie remained, head down over the woman's lap, crying out only a bit as each smack found its mark. Each time the hand fell, Billie's bottom would twitch. Each time she received a spanking she would twitch a bit more. Before long I realized that she was moving her hips so she could try to rub herself on the woman's thigh. She was actually sexually excited by the spanking that she was receiving. Realizing that shocked me. But not as much as my own reaction.

		I was totally mesmerized by the scene before me. I felt something on my side, but it didn't register at first. I was too taken in watching Professor Roberts being spanked. It wasn't until whatever it was moved up to my breast that I realized that it was the brunette's hand. I was frozen, not knowing whether to run or shout or what.

		I looked over at Suzy, to see if she had seen this and instead saw that the blond woman had both of her hands on Suzy's breasts and was gently massaging them. Suzy had a faraway look in her eye and I could tell that she was breathing heavier.

		The hand on my breast found my nipple, and to my own surprise, discovered that it was hard. Two fingers rolled the crinkled nub between them and I felt a stab of pleasure go through me. I looked back to the other room and saw that the spanking had stopped but that the woman now had her hand between Billie's thighs and was obviously fingering her.

		I could not believe that this was happening and quit trying to make sense of it. I felt weak and put my hands on the sides of the window for support. Those magical fingers continued to pull and tug on my nipples and I thought for sure that I was going to faint.

		I looked over at Suzy again and saw that she was in a similar position, but that her friend had unbuttoned her jeans, which now lay around her ankles along with her panties. The blonde had her hand between Suzy's thighs moving it back and forth

		As I watched Suzy, I felt a hand at the snap of my own jeans. I just stood there as I felt the woman open my pants and then pull them and my panties out of the way. She brought her hand up between my now exposed cheeks and touched the lips of my sex. I was wet. I felt her slip a finger into me, a moan escaping my lips as it delved deep into me.

		The finger moved back and forth in me and my own breathing became shallow. I recognized that I was approaching orgasm. Inside the room, I saw that Billie was also about to climax. The hand between her legs was moving faster now and so were Billie's hips in response. The woman brought her other hand down to Billie's bottom and slid a finger into her anus.

		I gasped as I saw that and to my right, I heard Suzy reach her own climax. I glanced at her to see her leaning against the wall, pushing her hips back onto the woman's hand behind her. At the same moment, I felt something press against my own anus. It was too much. My own pleasure came crashing over me.

		Suzy and I now share a house with the two women that we met that night. Occasionally, Billie is brought over by her Mistress and we are allowed to spank her. In fact, she's coming over tonight. It's my turn to spank her and I can hardly wait.

		

	
		Part Four

		

		Kaitlyn

		

		Time is not always kind. My ex-lover, Suzy had had a falling out, and I was on the rebound. I had returned to my water games in the tub, in lieu of sex with females. I am a confirmed lesbian, but usually stayed well within the 'normal' boundaries of conventional lesbian sex, if that in itself isn't a bit misleading. What had brought me here, to this pitiful situation? Why had I let this happen? This journey I have been taking as of late is positively bizarre.

		Why would a twenty-five year old woman be standing in the hall of an apartment totally naked screaming at the top of her lungs, "Andrea, Please let me in!"

		By the time I was crying in my embarrassment, the neighbors were coming out of their apartment to see why a strange woman would be yelling so much. Some told me to shut up, but when they saw me standing in the hall with all my clothes piled around my feet, standing there holding my hands over my genitalia trying to cover myself as much as I could, then they just stood there with their mouths open. They stood there hanging onto the banister rails as they stared with mouths open. Some just returned to their apartment in boredom or disgust. The rest stand there watching to see what the dike was making her latest toy do.

		I was too adult to allow this woman to destroy my dignity like this. I kept telling myself that I should pick up my clothes and leave before someone called the cops. I was trying to rationalize to myself why I was here in the first place.

		When was the first time I was drawn to women? Oh! Yes! I was from mining family in northern Minnesota. My father worked in the mines and worked hard to support our family. There was a large extended family our relatives in the community. There was a lot of childhood sexual exploration.

		There was even rumors that one uncle was molesting his children. As much as I pressed my cousin, she never admitted that he did anything to her.

		When I reached puberty I use to go to the movies with boys from school and make out in the balcony. We would kiss and they would feel me up. Eventually, I let some of them put their hands inside my dress and feel my naked breasts and put their fingers under my panties, and probed my sex.

		I must have been about eighteen the first time I got into the back seat of a boys old Ford and went all the way, with him. It hurt a little, but other girls told me it got better. I even suck this guy's dick until he came in my mouth. I never got the thrill, other girls bragged about. I even tried it with several boys and even a couple of adult married men. I thought boys just didn't know how to do it, but even adult men left me wanting. I did have some climaxes but nothing to write home about.

		It was during this same time when my mother's close friend came over when my mom was out running errands. I was home from college on summer break. She told me she was lonely and didn't want to go home, so she followed me into my bedroom.

		Elena was a pale skinned redhead. She was taller than I was, but of course most people are taller than me.

		She sat on the corner of my bed and talked about everything from college to dating. I told her about going to the movies with boys there and make out with them. I even told her about sex with a few of them. I admitted that they really didn't excite me all that much.

		Elena told me she use to do the same thing. She told me that she did other things too! I pressed her for information she had to tell me, but she simply told me that I was probably not ready. I begged her to tell me.

		She said, "If you have pubic hair between your legs you are old enough!"

		I had started growing hair when I was about twelve-year old. I had even experimented with shaving some of it and even shaving it clean one time. Right now I had an even growth of brown hair. It was not bikini cut because it itched. At her urging I lifted my skirt and pulled down my cotton underpants. I stepped out of them and dropped them on the floor.

		When she reached out and placed her hand on my crotch and her middle finger slipped between the crack of my cunt, and it touched my little nub of my clitoris, my knees went weak. I sat on her left knee as she continued to stroke my cunt.

		She whispered in my ear, "I discovered that girls and women can please a girl as much as a man can!"

		I laid my head on her shoulder as if it had become to heave for my neck to hold up. Her breath blew my bangs around as she talked. She was asking me if I wanted her to continue with my education.

		I begged her, "Please teach me everything!"

		With that she removed all my clothes and left them on my bedroom floor. Then she placed me on my bed with my head pointing towards the foot of the bed. She stood up and removed her clothes. She has on a charming outfit. She had on a tan virgin wool sweater over a white silk blouse. Her slip hid her bra completely. Her skirt was just above the knee and made of a pleated Steward Tartan.

		Her nylons were nude color variety. Her shoes were dark brown bumps with only two-inch heels. I watched her remove them, item by item. When she was down to her bra and underpants. They were very fashionable natural color. The rose pattern embroidery was very attractive matching set. The panties were cut to ride high on the hip and scoop low enough in front to be very provocative.

		When Elena removed her bra I was very thrilled. Her creamy white breasts were smaller than mine were. She sure didn't need a bra and they were capped by very pink aureoles that were smooth and her little nipples were hard. She left my field of vision when she moved to the foot of the bed. She crawled onto the bed and moved to me as she pasted over my body I wanted to kiss her breasts but she had other ideas. When her knees were on either side of my head I was looking up at her pussy and it was covered with strawberry pink pubic hair her tummy was so white and the inside of her open cunt looked so pink.

		It looked like the inside of my mouth. I was taking in the sight and smell of her, when I felt her take hold of my legs and spread them open as she placed her mouth over my young mound. I felt like I was about to pee in her mouth I was so excited, but I didn't. I would have been so embarrassed.

		Elena started spreading her legs, lowering her cunt down to my mouth. I could smell her perfume but it was not strong enough to hide the smell of her wet pussy. It had a strong smell almost like onions freshly pulled out of the ground. I opened my mouth and ran my tongue through the candy colored hair and into the open valley of her cunt. It was so distracting trying to suck her while she was driving me crazy with her tongue.

		When I climaxed and she licked up all the juice afterwards, she sat up and ground her cunt into my mouth. When she climaxed she rocked back and forth so much her pink anus was being scraped across my nose. I was smelling her butt and it caused me to have another climax.

		When she was finished she turned around and lay next to me and gathered me into her arms and we hugged while we rested.

		After that Elena and I would see each other when my mom was not around. I never even thought about asking if she was making love to my mom. Years later I wondered if they were lovers too. When I went back to college I lost my only female sexual outlet. I was at a loss for a while.

		I started buying magazines from the local newsstand and convenience store. I looked at the titles for articles about lesbians. It didn't take long for the middle aged woman behind the counter to figure out what articles I was buying. She would wink at me and when the store was empty she would point out ones she thought I would like. I learned her name was Margaret. Sometimes she would have some magazine behind the counter that she thought I would like. When I opened them they were marked with yellow Hi-lighter.

		One day she produced one from Denmark. It was written in Danish, so I could not read it, but it was the first magazine I had ever seen with actual pictures of women having sex with each other.

		One evening when I stopped in to see if there was anything I wanted to buy, Margaret's replacement was there checking out the cash-register as she was taking over. When I walked out of the store Margaret was by the door and she asked me to ride home with her. When we got into the car, before she buckled her seatbelt she lifted her butt up enough to reach under her dress and pull her panties down and off her feet. She handed me her panties, as she buckled up and started the engine. I held the crotch of her panties to my nose, and smelled the warm crotch. My pussy got wet, knowing she wanted to have sex with me.

		She asked me where I lived; it was only a few blocks away. She backed out of her parking space and drove down the alley to an empty parking lot. She parked her car in a carport and got out of her side of the car. She came around the car, and opened my side of the car.

		She told me to sit on the floor, so she could get in. I lowered myself down onto the carpet as she stepped into passenger seat as she place her left leg over my body. When I turned around to face her, she lifted her dress and draped it over my head. I was under the blue tent of her dress and looking at the brown hair of her cunt. She had been on her feet for more than eight hours so her cunt smelled strong.

		I went right to work sucking her cunt. She placed her hands on top of my head, and guided me as she made me rub my face between her legs. When I made her cum, she pulled me out from under her dress and kissed my lips. She told me that I could visit her home when I she was not working.

		She gave me her address before she put her panties back on and got back under the steering wheel, to drive me home. I became her sex toy for a few years. She eventually moved out of town and we lost contact with each other.

		I went to the State College and met ex, Suzy. We had a fairly good relationship. When I didn't get pregnant after a while, and neither did Suzy, we saw the doctor and found out neither of us could get pregnant, even with embryo fertilization. We accepted that there would be no children. I devoted all my energy to my job and we planned on early retirement.

		But Suzy and I went through bed death, and seemed to move ever farther apart, nothing seem to relight the spark we once had.

		Then there was a transfer of an Assistant General Manager from the central office to make room at the home office to make another female eligible to become General Manager when the present one retires.

		The woman that came to our office was a competent manager, named Andrea. She was in her fifties with graying hair and a stocky woman with large breasts concealed behind her tailored suits.

		When I had occasions to bring in reports for her to look at I would stand next to her, so I could respond to her questions quicker. I noticed that she would sometimes place her hand on the back of my leg as if to pull me closer, and leave it there. When I started just standing so close to her that I was touching the side of her body her hand started working its way up the inside of my thigh.

		I opened my legs to give her full access to anything she wanted to touch. She soon was rubbing my wet panties. The next time I had to bring her a report I made a stop at the women's lounge and removed my panties and put them inside my bra.

		When Andrea felt my wet pussy she smiled at me and pushed her chair back and indicated she wanted me to get under her desk. When I backed under her desk she moved back into place and hoisted her skirt up to reveal that she had no panties on either. I put my face between her legs and went right to work sucking her cunt. She kept me there all afternoon. I lost count of how many times I sucked her off. When quitting time came, her secretary poked her head in and said, "Sorry ma'am I thought you had company, I was just going to ask if there was anything else you needed before I leave?"

		Andrea said, "Thank you Betty I will lock up when I leave. Have a good evening!"

		When we were alone she had me lay face down over her desk while she selected a plastic object from her desk and shoved in into my cunt. She leaned over my back and pressed her breasts into my back as she masturbated me until I was climaxing all over her desk. She told me to come to her apartment if I was interested in becoming her sex slave.

		So, here I was begging her to let me in while she was asking me if I was naked. I assured her that I. The door opened and she allowed me to pick up my clothes and enter the room.

		She told me to leave my clothes by the door and we went into her living room. She sat down and told me to sit on the floor at her feet. She had me give her a pedicure while I was looking at her naked pussy under her negligee. When I was done she told me I could kiss her pussy. I did everything she asked. I was spent by the time she let me go home.

		

	
		Part Five

		Thrills

		

		A few days later I got a call on my office phone to come to her apartment after work and buy sleeping blinders on the way and put it on before ringing the bell. My panties were wet wondering what she was planning.

		When I rang the bell the door opened and I heard her say I hope you cannot see. I assured her that I could not see anything. She led me into her living room. She told me to undress her. I felt around and did as she told me. Then she told me to remove my clothes and waited for her next command.

		She told me to kneel in front of her and kiss her cunt. I did as she asked. She rubbed her cunt on my nose and tongue until she came. Then she turned around and stuck her ass into my face, and told me to clean her asshole with my tongue. I did as she asked me. When she was satisfied with my job she allowed me to stand up and she fed me one of her tits. While I was sucking on her tit, she untied the blindfold.

		At first my eyes were blurry, all I could see was her tit and face. Then I took in the room. There were four other women sitting on the couch and facing chairs. They were all older than me in a variety of body types:

		The first one was a tall slim woman with bleached blonde hair. She didn't have very big breasts. She sat back and spread her long legs and ran her finger between her legs as we made eye contact.

		The second one was close to being grossly overweight her belly hung over her waist so much that her crotch was hardly visible. She winked at me pinched the nipple on her big breasts.

		The third one was hard looking. She looked like she could handle her own in a street fight. On her left tit was a tattoo of a sectioned rattlesnake with "Don't Tread On Me" inside the sections. She had an unlit cigarette dangling from her lips.

		The fourth one was a tiny little woman that was pretty enough to have been a showgirl in her youth. She had a warm smile on her face that gave me the feeling that she wanted to be my mother.

		Andrea told me, "I want you to service all of them Bitch!"

		The fat one was closest, so I knelt in front of her. She fed me one of her big tits to suck on. Then she had me suck on the other one. When she pushed my head down I was forced to put my face between those overwhelming thighs. Her smell was terrible. I almost threw up when I started sucking her cunt. I felt strange hands pinching my nipples and probing my cunt and asshole. When she came I was relieved.

		I was pulled by the hair on my head, over to the tall skinny woman. She was cleaner and I was enjoying sucking her pussy. She lifted her long leg up and stuck her big toe into my wet pussy. The dike looking woman was pinching my nipples, until I thought they would be pinched off. I was still lapping up her juice when the dike pulled me off the skinny woman.

		What she wanted I had only done a few times with my husband in the past. She had a clear silicone rubber dildo in the shape of a cock that was at least eight inches long. It had a clear scrotum that was filled with a creamy liquid. The thing straps attached that allowed her to strap it around her waist. She squeezed the scrotum and some liquid squirted out the head of the dildo, and she coated the shaft of the dildo with it.

		Then she had me bend over the coffee table and she lubricated my asshole with her wet fingers. She knelt behind me and guided the shaft into my anus. I wanted to pull away, but there was no place to go. I was pressed tightly against the table. She fucked my ass until she climaxed.

		She squeezed the scrotum and my ass was filled with liquid. When she pulled the dildo out of me, liquid oozed out of my ass and ran down the inside on my legs.

		The last woman was right there with her sweet face between my legs. She was licking up the liquid from my legs and began reaming my anus with her tongue. She moved around in front of me and held a beer class to her pussy and pissed in the glass until her bladder was empty. She held the warm glass to my lips and held my nose until I opened my mouth and drank her pee.

		I wanted to throw up. Then I caught my breath she knelt in front of me as I lay face down on the coffee table and the sweet looking older woman kissed my mouth. While she was doing that Andrea was behind her. She was reaching around the sweet little lady shoving the dildo deep into her cunt. She was telling her only sick mothers make their babies drink pee.

		Altercation

		While I was recovering from my whirlwind workout, I noticed that the tall skinny woman whose name is Erin and the hard looking woman named Claire, were in the midst of an altercation. It was so loud and intense I was certain there would be a fight. My hunch was correct.

		They were standing in the middle of the room, both women had put on G-string panties, and a mat had been placed on the floor, during my involvement with the other women. It was obvious this was all part of the evenings 'entertainment.'

		Stepping in to close the distance down, Claire drove an elbow into Erin's ribs and sensing that she had winded Erin, she went to the hair looking to take her to the mat and negate that height advantage. Erin was able to block that move though, and she took advantage of Claire being off balance as she drove a forearm smash between her shoulder blades and Claire pitched forward landing on all fours on the mat.

		Erin was quick to try and take advantage of that position too as she straddled Claire's back and looked to sync in a rear choke. Claire defended, tucking in her chin to block the choke and earned herself a cross-face forearm as Erin looked to get the choke on properly.

		A second cross-face from Erin seemed to stun Claire, but as she looked to wok the choke in more, Claire caught her in the side with a flailing elbow and the taller woman was knocked off her and to the mat. There was no time for Claire to recover though as Erin was back on her with a firm handful of hair pulling her to her feet before a powerful forearm smash across Claire's breasts bowled her back to the mat.

		The first mistake that Erin made in the match very nearly proved to be her last then as she launched herself through the air at Claire, attempting a full body splash. It was too early in the match though; Claire saw her coming, raised her knees and the air was cruelly driven from Erin's lungs by the inevitable collision.

		Claire was obviously better schooled, and she knew to keep the pressure on Erin now, wrapping a tight body scissor around her torso and her powerful thighs immediately went to work punishing the taller girl. Claire raised her hips from the mat, adding to Erin's pain and drawing a first cry of anguish from the pained woman who moved her hands to push ineffectively at Claire's legs.

		That left Erin wide open as Claire sunk a right hand into her stomach before pushing her arms aside and sinking her nails into Erin's pert breasts. Erin gritted her teeth and grabbed Claire's wrist, trying to pry her breast claw off but Claire once again took advantage with a right hand to the stomach. Then Claire was back with the breast claw again, punishing Erin as she expertly worked on her breasts, nails sunk into the sensitive flesh. Through all of that as well, Claire's powerful scissor hold stayed firmly in place, steadily sapping Erin's strength until the taller woman was finally able to break free off the hold as she jabbed her elbow into Claire's crotch, forcing the scissor hold to break.

		Erin rolled to all fours, still struggling to catch her breath and Claire was in no mood to let her as she landed a hard kick to her ribs which sent Erin crashing back to the mat once more. It looked like Claire was warming to the task now as she slapped Erin's breast with stinging intensity, before pulling her from the mat and delivering an across the knee back breaker.

		Holding Erin across her knee, Claire pushed down on her chin and thigh, bending her a little across the knee and once again drawing pained cries from the home town girl. This time though, Erin's flexibility helped her to escape as she was able to bring her leg up, kicking Claire in the shoulder and getting herself free of the hold.

		Erin needed to mount some offense though to find her way back into the match properly; Claire had dominated the exchanges for the last few minutes with a couple of punishing, energy sapping moves and looked to continue in that vein as she tried to secure a bear hug.

		This time though, Erin was waiting on the move and used her height advantage to drive an elbow down in to Claire's shoulders. Claire dropped to her knees and Erin delivered a knee to the chest that bowled her onto her back and now it was the tattooed fighter who was in a little bit of trouble as Erin moved in to pin her, sitting on her stomach. Claire locked her ankles, trapping Erin's left leg at the last second to prevent her from being able to move further up her body with the pin.

		Erin set about making Claire regret that decision though as she delivered three hard body punches, each one reducing Claire's resolve until the third saw Erin break free, quickly moving to sit high on Claire's chest. Erin's intentions were pretty clear as well as she looked to soften Claire up with a series of slaps to the face before she tried to move forward to get into a face sit.

		A well timed bridge by Claire rescued the situation though, catching Erin unawares and sending her sprawling off her to the mat. Claire scrambled partly to her feet as Erin came in on the attack again, and her semi-upright position worked well in her favor as she was able to deliver a head butt to the pit of Erin's stomach.

		Claire followed with an uppercut to the chest which set Erin reeling, and Claire pressed home the attack with a series of jabs to the body to force Erin back almost into the vacated couch. Sensing her proximity to the other women, Erin tried to push forward and as she did so, Claire caught her with a perfect one-two to the jaw that instantly sent the tall fighter crashing to the mat.

		Erin had walked straight on to the punches, and it had cost her dearly as she was still a little glassy eyed as Claire followed up with an elbow drop to the chest. Claire now lifted Erin, delivering a hard body slam and now she carried the look of a woman who was confident that she had the match well under her control now.

		Spreading Erin's legs, Claire cruelly delivered a falling head butt to her crotch and as Erin clutched her womanhood on the mat, Claire strutted around into position to press home her advantage with a leg drop across the throat.

		That was well delivered and then Claire converted it quickly into a side head scissor, using Erin's red hair to pull her into the hold. With the lanky girl's breasts exposed to everyone in the room, Claire was able to add a nipple twist to her powerful scissor hold, and as she poured on the pressure once again, Erin was letting out cries of pain.

		She made a desperate attempt to escape, bridging up to try and relieve the pressure, and in doing so, effectively presented Claire with the perfect opportunity to end the match. As Erin's crotch came into her range, Claire gleefully applied a crotch claw slipping her hand inside her opponent's damp, sweaty G-string and within a matter of seconds, Erin was tapping out, giving Claire a quick and ultimately very dominant victory in their private scuffle.

		Indeed, I was to play a part in this little show. I was to service the tough girl, Claire the winner. Her cunt was wet with sweat and female juices. Obviously the wrestling match had turned her and Erin on. I was the prize.

		Claire picked me up, in her arms and carried me into one of the bedrooms. I was hers for the rest of the night. I felt so used and cheap, the next morning when I left Andrea's apartment. At the same time I knew I would be back anytime Andrea wanted me to visit.

		I had been reduced to a worthless disposable piece of flesh. To be used by Andrea and her kind. My prospects didn't look better at the moment. This depressed feeling I had, never occurred while I was with Suzy. I couldn't even remember why we split other than boredom. My life is now a complete mess. I went home. Called off work and cried myself to sleep.

		

	
		Part Six

		Suzy's Story

		

		The next day I was still sobbing to myself. I stopped at the Witch's Brew Coffee shop on the way to work, little knowing my life was going to take another strange twist. This time for the better.

		I was standing in line at a coffee shop near my place, I spied a woman that resembled Suzy sitting at a corner table staring intently at her laptop. After much internal debate I came to the only decision I could make. I swallowed my pride and approached the woman, and it was Suzy, and by the look on her face when the recognition hit her, I could tell she had missed me as much I had her. We had run into each other after nearly two years.

		Our lives had taken different directions. After we hugged, and smiled at each other we left the coffee shop and went back to my place and we spent the next few hours catching up on the last several years of our lives.

		When I finished the story about Andrea. Suzy's eyes were red and full of anger as she saw tears spilling down over my cheeks.

		Back at my place we caught each other up on what had happened during our time apart.

		She gestured for me to come to her and lay my head in her lap. I curled up against her, and Suzy petted my hair, rubbed my back, and tenderly kissed my cheeks. Her tears mingled with my own. She softly said, "It's okay Kaitlyn, please believe me it's okay. Neither one of us thought we would ever see the other again. I thought I had lost you forever. You thought the same."

		"I didn't want Andrea, I wanted you."

		"I know sweetheart. I know."

		"Where did you go?"

		Suzy was quiet for a while. She was fingering my hair, my face, my back. She finally took a deep breath and said, "When I left Social Services, I told you I was going back to my mother house in the east to go to get my Master's Degree."

		"New York?"

		"New Jersey, actually. That place had been my home for many years. My parents were killed in a car accident when I was just twelve."

		"The sixth grade? You never told me that story all the time we were together."

		"Yes. I know. It very painful even now to talk about it." Suzy brushed my hair off my cheek and softly kissed me there.

		"The sixth grade. I instantly became an orphan. My grandparents were all dead and both my parents were only children, so I was alone."

		Suzy's voice drifted away somehow as she told me of a very lonely youth.

		"I already lived at the catholic boarding school next to the mother house, so really not much changed in my daily life, except I stopped getting letters and phone calls from home. When vacations came all the other girls went home, but I stayed at the convent and followed the same schedule as the other nuns. As I finished my high school education I thought I would become a nun. I never even thought about anything else. It was truly the only life that I knew."

		"Because I never took a vacation from school, I finished a year early, at seventeen and went immediately into State College. I took psych and sociology, all the things to be a social worker. That's where you and I met. I was eighteen years old and there I was in a room full of college students."

		I turned over on Suzy's lap, so that I was on my back and could look into her eyes. She let her arm rest across my chest and her hand on my breast,

		"I noticed you the first day. You bounded into the room and immediately commanded the attention of everyone, boys and girls.

		Everyone greeted you. "Hi Kaitlyn. How's it going Kaitlyn?' I remember the first day I saw you as if it was happening right now. I didn't know I was attracted to females instead of men. How would I know? I'd never been around a man other than the priests who said Mass and heard my confessions.

		But, when I saw you, a feeling in the pit of my stomach started gnawing at me that I had never experienced before. It left me dizzy, but I liked the feeling. And then you practically skipped up to my desk and introduced yourself.

		`Hello,' you said, `I'm Kaitlyn Jacobsen. I'm glad you are our new teacher.' You stuck out your hand to shake mine and my hand was damp. You told me not to be nervous, that we would have a great year. Do you remember that day?"

		I shook my head, "No not really, I wish I did."

		"I remember that day and almost every other day right up until that afternoon in early on when we first were together. I let the growing love and passion I felt for you overrule my good sense.

		I would see you playing with yourself in class. I wanted to replace your fingers with mine. I wanted to taste your sweet flesh. I was so scared, but I was more in love than afraid. We stayed close throughout college but I never got the nerve to hit on you.

		I made sure we were close. I even convinced you to take the job at the Social Services administration so I could be closed to you. Then that time we went to do that job in Burlington, you remember that small town outside of Cincinnati? The time we saw our old college professor in the lesbian bar?

		That night we went back to my place, you told me I could touch your breasts, I was swept away in a flood of passion. I have only bits and pieces of memories of the rest of that evening. I guess my brain was on hold and my libido was in overdrive."

		"Suzy that was the most wonderful experience of my life. No matter how many times we have made love that time is still the most incredible. Everything was new. I didn't understand how intense sex could be. You woke my body up to a whole new experience."

		Suzy kissed me gently, and said, "For me too. I had never made love with anyone before. I was just young and you were my first lesbian lover. There hasn't been anyone since I left you."

		This time I was crying. "Suzy, I am so sorry that I ever got involved with Andrea. Please, please forgive me!"

		"Kaitlyn, you don't need to be forgiven, you didn't do anything wrong. You were just trying to get on with your life."

		"Please, I am so sorry!" Suzy pulled me close. Her wet cheek was pressed against mine, "I forgive you sweet Kaitlyn, I forgive you."

		Suzy kissed me and a rush of passion flooded my body. I clung to her desperately and kissed as deep and as hard as I could. Our arms clutched onto each other as we tried to make our two body's one. Suzy's hand slid up under my t-shirt and grabbed my heaving breast. She rubbed, and massaged the entire breast while I moaned in anticipation.

		When she finally took hold of my nipple, I cried in pleasure. She pinched my nipple just hard enough to create exquisite pain and then pulled and twisted it. The sensation coursed through my tit and rushed throughout my body. My pussy was starting to tingle and my juices were seeping through my shorts.

		"Stand up, Kaitlyn. I want you naked." We both quickly stripped and she pulled me close again. We stood together naked, letting our bare bodies rub against each other for a very long time. "Come over here."

		She led me to a large rug in front of a fireplace, there was no fire, but the rug was so very inviting. Without letting go of each other, we slowly lowered ourselves to our knees, and continued to hold and kiss each other. Suzy lowered me to the floor and lay on top of me.

		The kissing, the touching, the closeness was so very wonderful. My body was on fire.

		"Please, Suzy, please, I need your tongue inside of me. Please, take me now."

		Suzy started a long, slow slide down my body, tormenting me by taking time to kiss each breast, to taste each sweaty patch of skin, to suck my navel. She stopped at my belly, and licked and bit the smooth skin there, blowing softly across my hot skin. Finally, she began an even slower descent to my overheated cunt.

		She nipped at my skin under my bush of hair. She blew into it and let her tongue flicker lightly there. Finally, her tongue just grazed the crack to my pussy. She was taking an excruciating amount of time. It only made me want her even more.

		She began to lick my engorged lips with her full tongue making contact. I could tell she was gradually increasing the pressure and without warning she plunged quickly into my fully aroused cunt. Now her tongue was a hard rod and she began to deliberately fuck me. I was near ecstasy, and all I could say was, "Oh god, Suzy! Oh my god, Suzy. Please, oh please. Oh fuck that is so...damn...incredible!"

		Her tongue found my clit and pressed hard on it. She slid two fingers into me to continue fucking me, while her tongue provided the necessary contact to send me over the edge. She used just the tip of her tongue to slide rapidly up and down the length of my clit, pressing hard as she did so.

		Heat was building quickly at my very core and radiating down my legs all the way to my toes. I felt my lower body stiffen and my toes curl. I sucked in my breath and held it while the pressure built. In one gigantic release, I exhaled and called out to Suzy in ecstasy.

		I closed my eyes and held my breath again as spasms of pleasure caused my body to shudder uncontrollably.

		Suzy put her arms around me and pressed her cheek against my still throbbing cunt. We were both trying to regain our breath.

		"Please Suzy, please, hold me." She quickly moved up next to me and wrapped me in her arms and legs. Sobs of sheer joy wracked my body. Suzy held on tightly and rode out the storm of passion that had swept us both away.

		END
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