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		BATH TIME

		

	
		Risa’s First Lesbian Sex Experience

		an erotic short by Nancy Brockton

		All rights reserved copyright 2012 by Naughty Daydreams Press

		

		

		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.”

		

		

		

		QUIT YOUR BITCHING

		

	
		A Reluctant First Lesbian Sex Short

		by Veronica Halstead

		All rights reserved copyright 2012 by Naughty Daydreams Press

		

		

		It was another rotten Saturday night. The date I had been so damned hopeful and excited about was over with a fizzle instead of fireworks. I’d done everything right, too. At the theater, I’d let my hands run over his thighs. When he put his hand around my shoulder, I reached up and held onto his wrist and made sure that it “accidentally” brushed against my breasts nine or ten times during the picture. When we got to his place, I fell to my knees and began to suck on him as soon as the door was closed. He groaned and came in my mouth. Four or five seconds. A new record. He’d embarrassedly zipped up, kissed my cheek, and ushered me out the door before I even had a chance to spit it out.

		

		I was thankful that I had met him at his place and my car was right in his driveway because I couldn’t imagine how hard the awkwardness of the drive back to my place would have been if he’d had to take me home, but I was pissed off and frustrated. I hadn’t had an orgasm that wasn’t self-induced in a few months! What was it with all the boys in this fucking town that none of them knew how to please a woman? I got angrier and angrier, and my pussy wasn’t letting up. It was going to be another irritating night of bitching about men to my roommate Janelle and then bingeing on ice cream before heading to bed for a frustrating masturbation session.

		

		Janelle was watching TV when I got in and she looked up at me in surprise. “I thought you’d be out later than this. He didn’t ask you up?”

		

		I let out a vicious torrent of emotion cursing every person on the planet with a penis. Janelle listened patiently, but I could tell that my constant frustration was wearing her a little thin. Oh, she nodded in all of the right places, but she did it almost robotically. There were a few times when I caught her glancing at the television and still grunted out a few uh huh’s and yeah’s. It pissed me off. I couldn’t get laid properly and now I couldn’t even bitch about it to my best friend. Finally, I stood up and said, “Well, I’m sorry if I’m fucking boring you with my life, Janelle!”

		

		I stormed out of the living room and stomped to my bedroom. I knew I was being unreasonable. After all, I’d made Janelle listen to my bitching about men for years, and more specifically about their general lack of sexual prowess for the last several months. Still, it’s hard to be reasonable when you’re sexually frustrated and angry and you’ve just come home from a horrible date that ended with you swallowing down a tiny-pricked bastard’s premature cum on the porch of his house. Still, I determined to apologize when Janelle came into the room. I knew she would. She’d check up on me, make sure I was okay, and offer to listen.

		

		Only she didn’t. I sat on the edge of my bed and waited, but she never came back into the room. It took me ten minutes to figure out she wasn’t following, and it pissed me off. I got up, walked to the door, and shouted, “Fine!” Then I closed the door and started undressing. I didn’t get to bitch to my friend and I’d skipped the ice cream, but I was ready to force an orgasm out of myself, as unsatisfying as it would be. I wasn’t fully undressed when Janelle walked into the room. I had gotten off everything but my bra and my little mini skirt and was just stepping out of my panties when she stepped in. “I’m just tired of the way you keep moaning about your fucking sex life,” she said.

		

		I was amazed at her tone and not sure where this was going. She walked right up to me and pushed me so that I fell back on the bed. Then, her hands were on my thighs, pushing them apart and, suddenly, her mouth was on me. It was a shock, but amazing. Suddenly, her mouth was working between my legs, her tongue pushing around in my pussy and running over my clit. I looked down. There was just something incredible about seeing her short black hair moving with her face on my pussy. She was kneeling on the floor while I was on the end of the bed with my legs resting on her shoulders as her tongue worked on me.

		

		I looked down at her and she looked up at me. I can’t explain how incredible it was just to see her eyes, those deep blue eyes, looking up at me as her tongue worked on me. She reached up and pulled my bra off so that my breasts were exposed and, without ever taking her mouth off me, she began to caress them, squeezing them, pinching the nipples gently as she licked. I found myself pushing my pussy against her as she licked. I had never been with a woman, had never once felt what I was feeling now. I had had boys go down on me but, compared to what Janelle was doing, they were all amateur and I never would have known it if she hadn’t come in like she did. She moved her hands down and grabbed at my ass and my thighs, caressing them and rubbing them. It was strange because even as aggressive as she was being, she was gentle the entire time.

		

		Finally, she took her mouth off me but my pussy desperately wanted attention. I felt her fumbling with her pants, and I thought it was weird because she was only wearing panties and a t-shirt when she walked in. She pulled me up and put her mouth on me and I could taste myself on her lips. She kissed me and was doing something down by her waist. When I pulled away, I saw that she had clipped a huge latex dildo onto a harness that she wore. I don’t know why I did it, but I fell to my knees in front of her and started to suck on it as though she could actually feel it. It was funny because I reached up and cupped the balls just like I would with a regular cock and, as I felt the plastic at my fingertips, I thought about how silly it was. She couldn’t feel what I was doing to those balls and yet, I still did it. I treated that dildo just like a regular cock and the whole time, she stroked my hair, stroked my head, and ran her fingers over my cheek. But after I’d sucked on it for a while, she pulled me away.

		

		She lifted me up again and kissed me and then, she turned me and bent me over the bed. It was so strange to feel her hands, they were soft and gentle and yet, when she pushed that dildo into me from behind, it was just like getting fucked by a man. She began to move faster and faster. I couldn’t believe it. I was right on the edge of an orgasm. She kept working her lips and her tongue on my neck while her big, thick, plastic dick kept pushing into me. It was bigger than any cock I’d had before. It wasn’t one of those impossibly huge ones but it was still far more than I’d ever taken before and it stretched me, expanded me and made me feel incredible. She reached down and grabbed hold of my breasts and this time got a little more forceful, pinching the nipples as she pushed in and out of me.

		

		Finally, she pulled out and pushed me back on the bed, this time on my back. She lifted up my legs and pushed into me that way, leaning down to kiss at me. When she pushed her tongue into my mouth and began moving it in and out like a little cock, I lost it. I pushed up against her hard, reached down and grabbed her ass and came. I felt the orgasm crash over me like a landslide, filling every part of my body with sensations that were astounding and overwhelming. She held me tight, giggling as she pushed in over and over and over until I finally couldn’t take anymore and I pushed her off me. I lay there, panting and gasping and she watched me for a minute and finally said, “I don’t know what the hell you’re waiting for.”

		

		She reached around and unstrapped the dildo, pulled it down and exposed her beautiful, tiny pink shaved pussy. I stared at it for a minute and she reached out and grabbed me, taking me by my hair and pulling me down to her pussy. I had never used my mouth on a girl before, never been with a girl before, but as she pulled me to her I found myself eager to please her. Now, all my experience to that point was what men did to please me there. I did my best to remember what she had done for me. I used my tongue flat and licked all around, catching her lips before I pushed inside her folds. She moaned against me and grabbed my head to her a little harder, pushing herself up and then, I moved higher and began to lick at her clit. I could feel it getting very hard and she pressed herself against me again, moaning as her hips shifted beneath my mouth.

		

		As I licked her clit, I wanted to fill her pussy, so I reached up with some fingers but then, I thought, why the hell would I use fingers when I had that big, black dildo just a few inches away. Without taking my mouth off her clit, without stopping the suction or the licking, I reached over and grabbed it. She bucked upward as I pushed it in. She was groaning and my tongue kept working. I was amazed to see how that huge plastic thing expanded her pussy. It was thrilling and I was astounded that the thing fit at all, but I pushed it in, deeper and deeper until the plastic balls were right against her.

		

		She moaned loudly and I began to fuck her with it, moving it in and out in slow strokes. I felt her hands on the back of my head, rubbing me and gripping me as I sucked and licked at her clit and moved that dildo in as fast and as hard as I could. Finally, she screamed, shouting, “I’m coming! Oh fuck, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!”

		

		I moved it furiously while I kept licking and sucking on her clit, pushing the dildo in and out of her spasming pussy frantically while she writhed underneath me, moving her body up and down. Her legs were splayed out wide and she lifted one leg up and put it on my shoulder, pushing against the dildo and my mouth on her clit. Finally, she had had too much and it was her turn to push me away. We both lay panting on the bed. She leaned over and kissed me softly. “Now listen up, you irritating little bitch. Every time you come home and complain, I’m gonna fuck you hard. The next time, I think I’m gonna shove that thing in your ass.”

		

		I looked at her in shock, but she was smiling, and I smiled, too. Then, I got up and went to my cell phone. I started sending out texts and Janelle walked up behind me. “What are you doing, Vicki?”

		

		I turned and smiled at her. “I have a whole long list of fuckheads who are going to leave me frustrated, so I’m just sending them all my days off. I should have four dates this week by the time I wake up in the morning.” I pointed at the dildo on the bed. “I hope that thing has a warranty.”

		

		

		

		SEDUCED AT THE CLUB

		

	
		A First Lesbian Sex With Friend Short

		

		by Erika Hardwick

		all rights reserved copyright 2012 by Naughty Daydreams Press

		

		

		

		When Wendy called me earlier that day and asked me to meet her at her apartment by five, I told her I’d be there, but I wondered why she wanted to meet so early. Normally, we didn’t head out to the club until seven or eight. It made me a bit nervous that there was a change of plans.

		

		The truth was, I was a bit of a control freak or, at least, that was what Wendy considered me. Of course, this came from the girl who called herself Wicked Wendy, but it still hurt. We had known each other for a long time, since we were kids really, and she never let me live it down that I couldn’t be as wild and spontaneous as her. Of course, I didn’t look at it that way. I thought of myself as a thoughtful, responsible person who could also have fun and be wild. It was only that I preferred everything to be carefully planned first.

		

		So, as I parked in front of her building and made my way up to her apartment, I was a little leery, thinking that she must have some wild card up her sleeve. When I knocked on her door and she opened up, my suspicions were confirmed. She was standing there looking like the naughtiest little schoolgirl you’d ever want to meet under the bleachers. She was wearing an extremely small plaid mini skirt and a white see-through blouse that clearly showed her ample breasts falling out of her too small lace bra. She had on long white stockings and had actually put her hair up in a ponytail with a plaid ribbon. I looked at her and then, I turned around to head back down the hallway.

		

		She grabbed at my arm, laughing, and dragged me inside, shutting the door behind me. I stood and waited for her to explain what was going on. Finally, she did. “Okay, I wanted to try something a little different tonight.”

		

		“Wow, that explains everything. Thank you, Wendy. Good thing I didn’t need you to explain why you’re dressed up like the Pope’s worst nightmare.”

		

		She frowned at me. “Well, you can make fun of it but I’d bet you that you’d never be lose enough to try something like this. You just have no sense of adventure. For you, it’s always the same old, same old.”

		

		“That’s not true. I’m completely spontaneous when I want to be.”

		

		“That would be never.” She smirked at me.

		

		“Okay. You know what? If I had something like that to wear, I would wear it. I just don’t have anything like that in my closet.”

		

		She nodded and suddenly smiled brightly. “Well, good thing. I happen to have an outfit just like this one hanging in my closet, and I think it’s just your size.” She grabbed my hand and pulled me toward her room.

		

		Sensing the trap but realizing it was too late to get out of it, I went along with her. When we got to her room, I saw the outfit all laid out on the bed and sighed. “I guess, maybe, I should be happy that you showed some foresight.”

		

		She ignored me and reached for the skirt and tossed it to me. “Get changed.” I started to grab the other items to take them to the bathroom. “Oh, and don’t bother keeping your panties on. We’re going au naturel tonight, Baby—unless, of course, you don’t have that sense of daring and spontaneity that you claim to have. I mean, if you’re not willing to go with the flow, then . . .”

		

		I just rushed into the bathroom and slammed the door. I could hear her laughing as I started changing. She called out, “Ooooh! It’s Indiana Jane. Where’s your whip, Adventure Girl? Should I call you Indy from now on?”

		

		Two hours later, we were walking into the club and heading for the bar. We ordered some drinks and I tried hard not to notice the stares that were aimed our way. Of course, Wendy was perfectly oblivious to the attention. She just picked up our drinks when they showed up and headed for the stairs that would take us to the upper level. There were a few semi-private balconies that you could hang out in while watching the dancing and mingling in the crowd below and she was headed for one of those.

		

		I felt strange and sexy to be without panties, and I wondered idly if anyone we met at the bar was going to get to find out I was. Wendy smiled at me. She said, “See, you can be adventurous when you want.”

		

		I laughed at her but I felt a shock of embarrassment. “Hey, I’m plenty adventurous. I’m adventurous all the time.” I took a sip of my drink to cover up my lie.

		

		She laughed at me, “No, you’re not!”

		

		I said, “Yes, I am! Yes, I am! I’m the most adventurous person you know.” Another sip and then, I set the drink down on the table and looked out over the balcony at the people below.

		

		She laughed at me again. She said, “You’re a prude. You’re a little fuddy-duddy prude.”

		

		I reached forward and I punched her arm softly. “I am not a prude! Just because I don’t walk around like a slut all the time doesn’t mean can’t be a slut when I want to.”

		

		She giggled again. “So, you’re really adventurous?”

		

		“Yes!” I said.

		

		“Ha, let’s see,” she said as she set her own drink down on the table.

		

		She leaned forward, put her hand around the back of my head, pulled me to her and put her mouth on me. I was shocked. My eyes flew open wide. I saw her face. Her eyes were closed and her tongue was pushing its way between my lips. Then, I felt her tongue on mine exploring my mouth gently and my eyes closed as well. Without much thought, I began kissing her back. She ran her fingers through my hair and I felt every touch of her fingertips on my scalp like it was an electric current running through my body. I shook in her arms and she pulled away and smiled at me. “Being adventurous seems to agree with you.” I couldn’t even respond before she was kissing me again.

		

		I kept my hands at my side, uncomfortable and unsure what to do but only knowing that I loved her kiss. It was soft and sensual and still urgent. When I felt her other hand traveling over my back, I finally lifted my arms and put them around her shoulders holding her tighter and closer as she kissed me. She pulled back again. “You really are more adventurous than I thought.”

		

		And then she put her mouth back on me. By now, I was kissing back just as fervently as she was kissing me. Still, I was a little bit shocked when she reached her arm lower, and then took her other hand off my head until both of her hands were on my ass, squeezing my cheeks as she pulled me closer to herself. I didn’t stop her, though I did let out a little bit of a yelp when she reached lower and suddenly lifted my mini skirt up to my waist so that my pussy was exposed. She giggled, pulled back a bit, staring at me intently with that half smile, her face full of mischievousness and lust.

		

		“What are you doing?” I said.

		

		She leaned forward and kissed me again. I responded immediately and kissed her back, but my whole body was a bundle of nerves and fear. I was standing there in front of my best friend exposed from the waist down and she had kissed me for the first time ever after we’d known each other for fourteen years. She continued to kiss me and then, she reached her hands down and began to grasp and rub at my bare ass. I couldn’t believe it. I was in a shock and in a panic but, God! It sent such a thrill through me. I realized that I still had my arms around her and was still holding her, and that I was still kissing her back. She began moving forward and I stepped backward as she did, until my ass was against the railing of the balcony. That’s when she took her mouth off me and she giggled.

		

		“I know you think we’re getting wild, but there’s a long way to go before I’ll believe you’re some crazy carefree girl so, let’s just see how adventurous you can be,” she said. And then she fell to her knees right in front of me.

		

		It was amazing to suddenly see her blonde hair just an inch away from my pussy. She squatted down and then she lifted one of my legs and put my foot on her knee so that I was spread in front of her. Then, she pushed her face between my legs and I felt her tongue travel up into my pussy. I couldn’t believe it. I moaned involuntarily and my hand immediately went to the back of her head to hold her close to myself. It was just so overwhelming to feel her mouth on me that I reacted automatically. Of course, that brought another giggle from her. But I was beyond the point of caring whether or not this was embarrassing, whether or not it was silly, or whether or not anything. All I cared about was the way that her mouth was working on me.

		

		She began pushing her tongue up and into me, and I groaned as I felt it explore my sensitive folds. It was amazing. She went in over and over and over again and I couldn’t suppress my moans. I held on to the railing for support with one hand while my other hand ran through her long blonde hair and I ground myself against her. She lifted her hands and began rubbing my thighs and rubbing my ass as she worked her mouth on me. And then she moved her tongue up to my clit, letting it flick over my little bud, letting her lips gently nibble and suck and kiss at it. They were intense, the sensations that rolled through my body. I was really going crazy at that point. As she ran her hands up and down my thighs, it was as though her hands themselves had transformed all of my body into a clit and even rubbing my ass and rubbing my thighs and running her hands down onto my calves was the same as what she was doing with her tongue in my pussy.

		

		She finally stopped and backed away. I didn’t know what she was doing but she turned around and laid down on the floor and then said, “Get over here.”

		

		I moved forward and as I did, she hiked up her own mini dress and I saw her bare and beautiful pussy. She had a tiny patch of blonde hair right above her clit. I walked forward and stood by her. I didn’t know what to do and she laughed and said, “Silly, get down here.”

		

		I started to kneel and she grabbed my knee and pulled me over so that I was straddling her face, and when I came down, she put her mouth back on me and I was overwhelmed. Her hands continued to rub at my ass as she licked me. Then, she let go of my ass and I shuddered as she moved them upwards onto my shoulders and up to my head, grabbing me and pulling me down so that my face was right against her pussy. I tentatively pushed my tongue out and began to lick at her. It was such an exotic and musky and beautiful flavor. I’d never experienced anything like it and it turned me on incredibly. I pushed my tongue into her more forcefully, thrusting deep into her slit and making her moan. Hearing her made me feel even more excited and I began to thrust my tongue into her over and over and over until her body was squirming beneath me.

		

		All the while, her tongue moved on me, licking and thrusting in an almost matching rhythm to what I was doing to her. Her hands never stopped moving all over me. I loved the sensations her mouth and hands were sending through me, so I tried to imitate what she was doing. If she licked my clit, I licked her. If she pushed her tongue into my pussy, I pushed mine into hers. I wondered if she felt about my ministrations as I felt about hers. I kept moving and licking. Then, I began running my hands over her the way she was running hers over me. From the way my head was positioned, blood was rushing to it and it gave me a lightheaded feeling that just accentuated everything. When she started moaning around my pussy saying things like, “Oh my God, yeah! That’s it! That’s it! Oh fuck! Yes! Yes! Kirsten, do it just like that. Do it just like that,” I was overwhelmed.

		

		I kept licking and pushing in as much as I could, thrilled that I was turning her on, thrilled that I wasn’t some fuddy-duddy like she had accused me of being before all this happened. She gripped my ass cheeks hard and began thrusting her tongue into me harder and harder as I continued to lick her, and I matched her, thrusting and sucking and flicking at her clit until suddenly, she bucked up and cried out, “Oh fuck! I’m cumming,” and I saw her whole body shake and tense underneath me. I couldn’t believe how incredible it was. She screamed out, “Fuck! Put your fingers in me! Put your fingers in me!”

		

		I adjusted myself and plunged two fingers right into her pussy and she began pushing up against them just like they were a cock and I moved them furiously. She groaned and her mouth was away from me and I desperately wanted it back so I leaned backward a little bit, pushing myself down on her and the moment her tongue found me again, I came as well. It was like that small touch of her tongue tip on my throbbing clit was a strike of lightning, traveling along every nerve of my body. I cried out, “Oh shit! I’m cumming! I’m cumming!” and then my pussy was filled with her fingers. She moved them just as furiously as I moved mine in her and we groaned, entangled with each other as we moved.

		

		Finally, it got to be too much for me and I wiggled myself away from her. She pushed my hand away at the same time and both of us lay there, panting, still groaning as our bodies got hit by one orgasmic spasm after another.

		

		Slowly, we sat up and our breathing began to quiet. She got up before me and smoothed her skirt down and adjusted her breasts. I watched her for a moment and then, I got up and stood by her, smoothing my own skirt down. She looked up at me and smiled then. “Well, I guess you are more adventurous than I gave you credit for.”

		

		I looked at her and nodded. “Damn straight.” I walked over and sat in one of the chairs. The music from below suddenly seemed overwhelmingly loud. I smiled at her and blew her a kiss. “Come on over here, darlin’.”

		

		She looked at me for a moment like she didn’t even know who I was and then, grinning, she walked over and sat in the chair next to mine. “Well, okay, you win this round but . . .”

		

		I stopped her. “But what?”

		

		She shrugged. “I just think that this was pretty safe for you. I think you could be much more adventurous if you wanted to be.”

		

		I gaped at her. “And what should I do to show you I’m more adventurous.”

		

		She leaned forward and said, “Come home with me.”

		

		I looked at her, confused. “I’ve been to your place lots of times. How is that adventurous?”

		

		She sat beck and smiled. “Well, I plan to invite some friends over to join us.”

		

		She stared at me to see my reaction, to see if I would break. Though I felt my stomach tighten, I didn’t let her see a thing. I just stood up and held out my hand to her. “Come on then, let’s get out of here.”

		

		She looked up at me, surprised. Then, she smiled and took my hand. “Alright then, Indy, let’s go.”

		

		

		

		YOU CAN TAKE YOUR TOWEL OFF!
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		The sun was high in the sky the day I arrived at Camp Elk Grove for my summer stint as a counselor. I was seventeen years, eleven months, and twenty-nine days old. It felt strange to know I would be spending my birthday away from my family for the very first time. It was bittersweet, really, more than sad. I was very excited to be away from home and on the verge of adulthood; and the summer job would keep me fed and clothed for the next two months and provide a nice thousand dollar cash infusion I’d take with me to college. I figured the birthday cake was a small sacrifice.

		

		When I arrived, I got a loose leaf binder labeled COUNSELOR MANUAL in big bold letters, a map to my cabin, and a schedule of the three three-week long camp sessions. The campers would arrive the day after my birthday. Until then, I’d be in training with the rest of the counselors. I was assigned a very small cabin with two beds, and when I got there, my roommate for the summer was already unpacking. She introduced herself as Lisa, and she was breathtaking. I’m nothing to sneeze at, but this girl was perfect, stunning really. She was tall with incredible jet black hair and bright blue eyes. She wore short shorts and a tank top, and I would have killed a hundred of soon-to-arrive campers to have a rear like her perfect heart shaped ass.

		

		She was sweet and funny, and before long I knew we’d have a wonderful summer together. She was nineteen, and this was her second year as a counselor. She laughed at all my stupid high school jokes and helped me unpack. For the rest of the night we giggled together and shared stories about our families and friends back home. I’m afraid we behaved badly in the counselor training classes. She’d already been through them once, so she was bored. She made faces at me, and I giggled. It happened over and over, but I guess she had a reputation at the camp, so the trainers just indulgently rolled their eyes.

		

		On the morning of my birthday, the instructor surprised me with a cake and everyone sang. It was sweet (and a little embarrassing), but Lisa was thrilled. When she found out it was my birthday, she promised me a hot stone massage. I asked her where the day spa was, but she giggled and told me that hot stone massage—no matter how chic at the moment—was an ancient Native American massage technique to soothe hunter and warrior muscles, and that she would do it the old fashioned way. I told her it wasn’t necessary, but she insisted. So, when the training let out in the early afternoon, she led me by the hand back to the cabin. I thought she was going to do it there, but instead she packed a tote bag with some bottled waters, some snacks, a towel, and some matches.

		

		She grabbed my hand again, and she led me out and into the woods. We walked for a while until I heard the sound of running water. In a few seconds, we reached a small brook. She told me it was the brook that fed the camp’s three swimming holes. Then, she kicked off her shoes and stepped right in. There was something incredible about the way she looked in just shorts and a t-shirt calf deep in the brook. She looked like some kind of a beautiful pioneer woman, though I guess back then a woman wouldn’t have worn shorts that barely covered her ass.

		

		I asked what she was doing and she smiled, leaned down, and picked up a smooth flat rock. She tossed it to the bank and searched for more. When she had half a dozen, she came out of the brook and looked around. She started to gather sticks and twigs, and I tried to help. She stopped me, told me it was my birthday, and made me sit down on a stump by the brook to wait. After about ten minutes she had a fire going and she put the river rocks near it to warm. Then, she ordered me to strip. I was shocked, and she giggled at me. “For the massage, silly!”

		

		I laughed at myself, kicked off my sandals, and peeled off my shirt and my shorts. I draped them over the stump and then pulled off my bra. She walked up, took my hand, and led me to a patch of grass. She spread a towel on it, and then she turned me around. Before I knew what she was doing, my panties were at my ankles. I was embarrassed as hell, but before I could say anything she ordered me to lie down on the on my stomach.

		

		I bent down, grabbed the towel, and wrapped it around my waist. She giggled at me, “You can take the towel off, silly!” She snatched if off and tossed it by the stump. Then, she pushed me to the grass and I lay down on my stomach. The next twenty minutes was pure Heaven. There’s just no other way to describe it. One by one, she placed the stones along my spine, beginning right above my ass and ending at my shoulder blades. They instantly relaxed me, and then her hands got to work.

		

		She massaged my shoulders and my arms all the way to my fingers. She massaged my back around the stones. She massaged my thighs, my calves, and my feet. She moved up and massaged my ass, and it felt incredible. Then, she pulled the stones off me and flipped me over. I was fully exposed, and it was a little uncomfortable, but she took no notice. She placed the stones, which were a little cooler now, on my front. One went right atop the tiny triangle of manicured hair above my slit. The warmth from it sent thrills through me. She placed three more in a straight line upward to my breasts, and she put the other two on my nipples. It was erotic and overwhelming.

		

		She didn’t show any knowledge that she’d turned me on. Instead, she worked on my arms and my legs from the front. Then, with no warning at all, she suddenly buried her face between my legs. I gasped when her tongue hit me. It was instantly overpowering, and as she explored my folds with it, I moaned. I had never been with a woman, and the thought that it was a girl down there was incredible to me. Part of me wanted to protest and push her away, but it lost to the much needier part of me that couldn’t imagine stopping her. Her tongue worked on me for a while, and then she changed positions.

		

		The grass was soft but dry underneath me and I felt so strange to be naked out in the woods. I could hear the insects and the birds. I could feel the breeze and could hear it rustling through the tree leaves. I lay on my back and Lisa got on top of me. It was such a great and unique experience and I tried to figure out exactly how I’d been led to that point. She had to have pulled her clothes off while my eyes were closed enjoying the massage because she was naked. She got on top me, reversed around so that her mouth was between my legs again. Then, her beautiful pink and tiny pussy was headed right for my face.

		

		It was very surreal, and I just stared as it got closed. Finally, I felt her on my lips, and as her body pressed down, the stones were caught between us, thrilling me with more evident warmth. I hesitated for a moment but then I felt Lisa’s tongue running over my clit and I moaned. It was amazing and she was aggressive. She wasn’t licking tenderly or tentatively. She was attacking my clit with her tongue with long, broad, flat strokes. At the same time, she pushed herself against me, and with my mouth open and moaning, her pussy actually touched my tongue.

		

		I gingerly pushed my tongue out. It was such a unique and erotic sensation to feel my tongue sliding over her pussy lips. The taste was musky and sweet, and I tried to get a little more aggressive myself in order to match what she was doing to me. It was hard, though, because with every lick she lavished on me, I was far less able to concentrate. I ended up licking softly and tentatively exploring her folds with my tongue. She didn’t let up, though. She was extraordinarily aggressive between my legs, moving her mouth over me and pushing her tongue into my slit.

		

		I ran my hands up and down her back and over her ass. She continued to thrust in and wiggle her tongue, pushing deep inside of me. Finally, she backed away from my pussy and sat up so that she was directly over my face. She lowered herself, and without the distraction of her tongue on me, I was able to try to mimic her. I slid my tongue up into her as she moved her pussy over my face, grinding against it. I felt her hand on my chin and she rubbed my throat and moved her cunt over and over against my lips and my nose.

		

		I couldn’t believe how damned turned on I was! I desperately missed her tongue on me, but I was definitely enjoying the situation. I lifted up my hands and held her waist as I licked her. I heard her say “Oh Fuck, that’s so damn good.” I squeezed her ass cheeks and I felt her hands running over my breasts as I licked. She repositioned the stones, and it was strange the way their fading warmth seemed to make everything better. I couldn’t believe what I was doing. I was more eager to please her with my mouth than I’d ever been to please a man.

		

		She moaned, moving herself above me, squeezing my breasts and pressing the warm river rocks against my nipples. It was amazing. Finally, she pulled away; she reached down and moved me so that I was on my hands and knees in front of her. The rocks fell to the grass, and as the breeze blew over where they’d been, delicious cool sensations flooded me. Then, I felt her mouth back on me. She leaned in from behind me and stuck her tongue inside roughly. It was amazing and I cried out, “Oh fuck!” She put one hand underneath me, rubbing it at my clit as she pushed her tongue in and out of me.

		

		With her other hand, she squeezed my ass and then began spanking me softly, just enough to sting a little bit and every spank sent thrills through my body as she licked. She was amazing! She pushed in deeply and used her tongue like a little cock to fuck me as her finger worked on my clit. Then, she moved her tongue up and I felt circling the sensitive opening of my ass. No one had ever licked me there before. It was a strange and alluring feeling. The sensations running through me grew stronger and what she did on my clit was driving me insane.

		

		Her hands never stopped moving and her tongue never stopped moving. She was rubbing, squeezing, spanking, or licking at all times; and most of the time she did all three of those things together. Finally, it got to be too much for me and I turned around, sat down, and pulled her to me. I pushed my tongue into her mouth, and I could taste myself. It was my first kiss with a woman, and I almost started giggling because I’d put my tongue in a woman’s cunt before I’d put it in a woman’s mouth.

		

		Her hands began exploring my body and I felt then between my legs. This time, she didn’t rub; she pushed in two fingers and began moving them furiously as she kissed me. I felt her other hand rubbing at my breasts. She pushed her fingers in and out of me as I kissed her as aggressively as I could. Finally, she moved down and took one of my nipples into her mouth as she continued to move her hand. She sucked hard on it. It was almost painful but it was fucking amazing, and I cried out “Oh god! I’m going to cum! I’m going to cum!”

		

		She moved her fingers even more furiously and then I exploded. My orgasm rushed over me in waves, and it was so powerful that I was cut off mid-scream. I felt my whole body contract and release, and she just kept moving her fingers fast and hard. She never took her mouth off my nipples although they were getting extraordinarily sensitive and it was hard to handle anymore. I cried out again “Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh fuck!” and then I pushed her away because it was too much.

		

		Lisa giggled, she leaned forward and kissed me tenderly and then she harshly pushed me down onto the ground and sat back on my face. This time, she was very aggressive. She mashed her pussy against me while I tried to push my tongue out. With both hands on the back of my head, she began moving her pussy over my face. I tried my best to use my tongue but I was pretty irrelevant. She was using my face to get herself off the same way she had used her fingers to get me off. She moved faster and faster.

		

		I lifted my hands and gripped her ass as she moved. Finally she cried out, “Oh fuck yes! Yes! Yes!” and held me tight against her. She screamed “I’m cumming! Fuck, I’m cumming!” I felt her whole body tensing; I felt her juices flowing over my face. She held me tight like that and my own orgasm ramped right back up so that I had to move my own fingers down and push them into myself as I came. She held me like that for a while until she finally climbed off and then we both fell onto the grass, holding each other and kissing each other softly.

		

		After about ten minutes, she stood and ran to the brook. She jumped in and lay down in the running water. I giggled and joined her. We swam for a while until we heard voices approaching and jumped up to pull on our clothes. Five of the other counselors arrived, and I was afraid they would know exactly what we’d done, but a girl named Cindy looked at our wet hair and said, “Oh! Why’d we have to bring you boys along? We could have gone swimming, too!”

		

		I smiled and said, “It was a spur of the moment thing, and we didn’t have suits. If you all hadn’t been talking, we would have given the boys an eyeful.” That brought a round of giggles from the three girls and wistful looks from the boys. They all wished me a happy birthday, and soon we were building up the fire. The boys ran back to the cabins and returned with skewers, hot dogs, and marshmallows; and I ended up with a birthday party of sorts after all. When it started getting dark, Lisa walked to where the river stones lay and gathered them up.

		

		When one of the girls asked why she was doing it, she said the most beautiful thing I could imagine. She said, “These are my river rocks for hot stone massage. I’m keeping them on hand in case Riley wants another.” There were still about sixty three days left of summer camp. I got massages every day. Sometimes we skipped the stones.

		

		

		

		Laura Learns to Love It Lesbian

		

	
		The Lawyer’s Mistress
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		It had been a week and a half since I’d heard from Tony. It was so strange how important he was to me, and not just because he’d saved my home. He’d written a check that kept my house out of foreclosure and actually got me a deed, paid in full. I guess that made him important, but I mean that it was strange the way my feelings were growing for him.

		

		See, I was his booty call, his kept woman, his high class on-call whore. It was a business arrangement. He shelled out tens of thousands of dollars, and I owed him my body whenever he wanted it. He’d only had it twice so far, well three times if you count the blowjob in the office that sealed the deal. I’d given him a sweet blowjob in the office, and I think that’s what gave him the idea in the first place.

		

		The other times were rough, pure and simple. He’d fucked my mouth hard. He’d fucked my pussy hard. Then, the last time, he fucked my ass hard. It was my first time, and it was shocking and painful, but it ended up so overwhelming and sexy that I ended up buying anal toys to use while I waited for him to take me again.

		

		It seemed like I spent most of my time waiting for him. I barely knew him really. Still, I felt myself growing more and more helpless in my affection for him. It was stupid, really. To Tony, I was only throat, tongue, cunt, and asshole. That was it. I was a sex toy that happened to have body heat. My little fantasies about a life with him were stupid.

		

		There was another stupid part to it. On that first day in his office, I had seen the lovely redhead in the picture on his desk. I wasn’t intimidated by her looks. Hell no. I have a perfect body and I know it. I walk into a room and everyone looks at my twenty-five year old body. Guys get hard and any woman inclined that way gets wet. Still, I was just his piece of ass. The redhead in the picture had his life.

		

		It was easy to get depressed thinking about all of this, but I did my best to think about my times with him, his cocky half smile and the feel of his huge cock pushing into one of the places in my body that more and more seemed designed for it. Still, I was lonely. There was nothing explicit in our arrangement that would keep me from going out on a date, but it just felt wrong. For almost four weeks, it had been Tony or nobody. Okay, not exactly, it was Tony or my own hands, fingers and sex toys. I chuckled at that. I might as well get a tattoo. This is Laura Radigan. If you’re fucking her, you better be Tony Maricks or latex.

		

		There was a knock at the door and my heart started beating faster. Tony always sent for me via messenger. I ran to the door and flung it open. Sure enough, there was the bright blue uniform of Cross Town messengers. Strangely, he didn’t have an envelope but a box, a large flat one. He handed it over and I signed for it. When the messenger left, I brought the box to the table and tore it open.

		

		Inside was a complete outfit. There was a black cocktail dress, strapless, a black thong, and black thigh high stockings. There was no bra, but it would have been impossible to wear one in the skimpy strapless dress anyway. It also had black stiletto heels, and I shuddered when I realized I had seen the same pair of shoes online for almost a thousand dollars. That wasn’t it. There was a designer bag and a choker of white and yellow gold with matching earrings.

		

		A note with a key instructed me to arrive promptly at six p.m. at the Autumn Hills resort. The front desk would direct me to my room. I gasped. I’d seen a television show about the resort. Rooms started in the high hundreds and suites ran into the thousands.

		

		I shuddered, almost giddy with anticipation. I walked dreamily to the bedroom, but I panicked when I saw that the clock read four forty-five! I practically leapt into the shower and into my clothes, pausing just long enough to check myself in the mirror. The jewelry sparkled. The dress was stunning, and I felt beautiful. I didn’t feel hot and sexy, although I was. I felt beautiful. I rushed out, hopped into my car, and broke about a hundred speed laws to get to the hotel.

		

		I stepped up to the massive marble front desk at one minute to six. The lady at the front was the picture of service as she handed me a room key and called a bellboy to show me to the room. I must have looked like a million dollars, and who knows how much the jewelry cost, but the bellboy was professional and courteous as well. He brought me to a beautiful room and I noticed there was already champagne and chocolate covered strawberries waiting on a beautiful table that had to be an antique.

		

		While I took it in, I realized I didn’t bring money for a tip, but Tony had thought of everything because when I opened the little bag I saw a stack of hundred dollar bills. I peeled one off, handed it to the bellboy, and watched him walk out. When he left, I walked toward the table. I wasn’t sure if I was to start or to wait, and it was confusing. Tony never really gave me detailed instructions, and the last two hotel rooms had resulted in him walking in to find me in embarrassing situations.

		

		I didn’t have to worry about it for long because within five minutes the door opened and Tony walked in. He was beautiful, as always, and I smiled at him. He wore one of his typical designer suits, this one charcoal grey. He had French cuffs and I realized that his cufflinks matched my earrings and necklace. I rushed to him and threw my arms around him. Amazingly, he held me warmly instead of showing the distance he usually did. He backed me up after a moment and led me to the table where he poured champagne for me and for him and…

		

		He poured three glasses, and I looked up at him, confused, but he just gave me a half smile. A knock sounded at the door and he gestured for me to answer it. I walked to the door, a little unsure, but I was Tony’s and I did what he said, right? Still, nothing could have prepared me for the woman who stepped in when the door opened. It was the redhead in the photo. It was his wife.

		

		She gave me a wry smile. “So, you’re the woman fucking Anthony nowadays, huh?”

		

		I stammered. “I…uh, I…it’s just.”

		

		She smiled slyly at me. “You know we’re divorced, right? All the pictures in the office are just for show, to keep up appearances for the two or three clients that still go there because Tony represents the bastion of family values.”

		

		Relief flooded me, but I would have liked to have been prepared for this. Still, was she jealous? Was she angry? She laughed at me. I heard Tony’s voice behind me, “Give it a rest Rose, you’re just here to toast the sale of the criminal defense division and to sign the documents.”

		

		I was still shocked, and she seemed to delight in my discomfort. “Don’t worry about me, dear. I stopped fucking him four years ago, and he can have as much…” she looked me up and down, “…cheap pussy as he wants.”

		

		I don’t know why that did it, but it did. I heard the loud smack of my palm against her face before I ever realized I was slapping her. My hand stung so badly that I thought I would cry, and there was an angry red welt forming on her cheek. She looked at me in shock, and time seemed to freeze. There was an absolute silence that fell upon the room and I couldn’t even hear myself breathing.

		

		A smile formed on Rose’s face, slowly but surely, and she looked at me in what I thought was wonder. “Jesus. Tony finally found a girl that isn’t plastic.” Then, she was on me. I don’t mean that she hit me back. I mean she stepped forward, took my face in her hands, and kissed me. I started to resist, but I felt myself melting into her embrace. We kissed for a moment before we broke it off, both a little stunned and embarrassed. Rose bit her lip and looked down.

		

		“By all means, girls, continue.” It was Tony’s voice. Rose looked a bit peeved to have heard it, but I was Tony’s, and that meant I would do what he said, so I stepped to her and gently pushed my tongue into her mouth. This time she resisted, but only for a moment. Her hands began roaming over me as we kissed, our tongues exploring each other’s mouths and my hands reaching out for her.

		

		It was a flurry of clothing, halting steps, and stumbling, but we both ended up on the bed in the bedroom, me in only my thigh highs and Rose wearing a little red bra and tiny red panties. I had never been with a woman, but I wanted to devour her. I pulled her bra down, exposing her beautiful pale breasts with the tiny pink nipples and quickly sucked one into my mouth. It was like a tiny little penis, and I flicked at it with my tongue, thrilling in the way she arched her back and moaned.

		

		She finally pulled me up to kiss me again and ground herself against me, her clit rubbing against my thigh and my clit doing the same to hers. I was so damned turned on that I thought I would fall apart. Finally, I pushed her away and reached down to pull her panties out of the way. I’d really never seen a woman’s pussy up close before, and her bare sweet lips looked so beautiful that I just buried my face there, pushing my tongue into her. She moaned and thrust up against me.

		

		It tasted so strange and musky and delightful, and I lapped at her with as much energy as I’d spent on the slap, working my tongue over her lips and into the hole and grasping at her ass, holding it so tightly that I’m sure I bruised the pale white skin. I made my tongue as hard and stiff as I could and used it just like a little cock, pushing in until my nose hit her clit and then pulling out to do it all over again. She squirmed beneath me, and I felt her fingers in my hair.

		

		I felt like she was going to come at any moment, and I couldn’t wait. It felt so strange to be making another woman reach orgasm, and I wanted it so bad. She stopped me, though. She pushed me back and turned me over. When she pulled my panties down, I was ready and eager for her tongue, but I pouted a little that I couldn’t finish what I started.

		

		I shouldn’t have worried, though, because she climbed on top of me and pushed her pussy right into my face before she leaned down and began lapping at my own clit. It was incredible, soft and hard at the same time. It was strong and weak and gentle and rough. I was overwhelmed and ready to come right then!

		

		That’s when I heard Tony. I looked up, and he was climbing onto the bed, naked and right above my face as I licked at his ex-wife. I saw him put his hands on her ass and heard him grunt as he pushed into her pussy all at once. She practically screamed at the thrust and took her mouth off my pussy. “You prick, Tony. I want her, not youuuuuu.” The last word became a long moan as he thrust into her, and there weren’t any more protests. In fact, her tongue got back to work and I put mine to work on her clit, just occasionally taking it off to lick at Tony’s balls as they bounced above me.

		

		I can’t explain how incredible it was to watch Tony fucking this woman. I watched his cock disappearing into her pussy, already so wet and slick from my mouth. Tony was talking about how she was a far better fuck now than she ever was when they were married, and she was moaning and sucking at my clit. Tony pulled out, and I instinctively flicked my tongue up at his cock, but he reached down and adjusted the angle of my mouth and thrust in all the way to the base, his cock getting deeper than it ever had before and setting me to gagging.

		

		He ignored me and just held his cock in my throat, his balls pressing against my nose. “You never would have let me do this when we were married,” he said as I struggled for air.

		

		Rose took her mouth from my clit. It was just long enough to ask, “What? Have a threesome?”

		

		Tony pulled his cock out of my mouth, wet and covered with my saliva. He lifted my head back to Rose’s pussy and as I licked said, “No.” I knew what he was going to do, and it was so incredible that I almost came right there. I wrapped my arms around Rose’s waist and licked furiously. She moaned and started to come just as Tony shoved his giant prick into her ass with no warning at all.

		

		She tensed up, and I knew it was from the pain and from the orgasm, and I held her tight as she struggled and Tony began to fuck her hard. She screamed once, but the scream trailed off just as her earlier comment had, in a groaning moan. I loosened my grip on her and pushed two fingers into her pussy, trying to time the thrusts to match Tony. I heard Rose say, “You…bastard…I…told you I didn’t…Oh Fuck! Yeah, Tony…you bast—”

		

		The last word became a muffled sound because Tony reached forward and pushed her face back down onto my pussy. That was all it took. I came so hard and ground myself against her. Tony kept pressure on the back of her head and kept pounding her ass. I felt her fingers inside of me, and all of us moved erratically and quickly until Tony finally shouted and I knew he was filling her ass with his semen.

		

		Time seemed to stop and we slowly disentangled ourselves. Rose sat up and called Tony a prick, but she leaned forward and kissed me sweetly. I could taste myself on her lips. She walked to the restroom and I heard the shower going. Ten minutes later, we all sat at the table and drank champagne as Tony got signatures from Rose.

		

		When the time came to walk her to the door, I did it and Tony stayed at the table. She gave me a soft kiss on the cheek and a warm hug. Before she let go, she whispered, “Please take care of him, Laura. He needs it.”

		

		I watched her leave in wonder. Then, I shut the door and looked at my lawyer, my…I didn’t know. Whatever he was, there was nothing in this world I wanted more than to take care of him.

		

	