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1. My Roommate’s Tongue: My First Lesbian Experience at College by Ellie North

My boyfriend of four years has cheated on me – leaving me feeling absolutely heartbroken. Now a freshman in college, I feel too hurt and betrayed to trust another man – even for one night of revenge sex. However, after discovering that my beautiful, outgoing, and friendly roommate Vanessa, is attracted to women, I found myself wondering if Vanessa might be able to offer me comfort beyond just a girls’ night in. As it turns out, Vanessa is more than willing to help me get over my heartache and try something new.

It was difficult for me to focus as I sat in my Introduction to Psychology class. Only a week ago, I had been excitedly waiting for my lecture to finish so that I could make a surprise trip to visit my boyfriend, Jared. The two of us had been high school sweethearts, but he had decided to go to a different university that was better suited for his major, but it was only a two-hour trip by bus. So I’d packed a weekend bag right after Psych had let out and convinced my roommate, Vanessa, to drive me to the bus station.

Upon arriving at his school that Saturday, I had been shocked to knock on his dormitory door and find a woman on the other side. Her hair had been rumpled and she’d been wearing the sweatshirt I had given Jared as a graduation gift.

When he’d finally come to the door himself, all he could say was “Anya, what are you doing here?”

Heartbroken and dejected, I returned to campus

Feeling too embarrassed to tell my roommate and friends what had happened, I had gone to the library on campus and studied until I finally fell asleep at a table towards the back of the stacks, staying there until the next day before returning to my room.

Jared and I had grown up down the block from each other and dated all throughout high school. In our small town it seemed like mostly everyone was convinced that we would be together forever. Up until that previous weekend, I had been inclined to agree. Jared had been my first date, my first kiss, and the only man I had ever had sex with – something I had shared with him just before we graduated high school.

During the entire summer before we had left to embark on our freshman year of college – I had discovered how much of a sexual appetite I had. Jared had jokingly described me as being insatiable. I had been eager to both please my boyfriend and try new things with him. It was part of why I was excited to go visit him after spending a month apart. I could not believe that Jared had thrown away a four-year relationship and everything I had been willing to do for him. In fact, I would have gone as far as to say I had been nothing put the perfect girlfriend.

It was not as though I had not been presented with the opportunity to cheat since arriving at school, too. I know that I have turned heads almost everywhere that I’ve gone due to my tall and slender but still curvy figure. While I did not have much of an ass, but what I lacked there was more than made up for by my chest.

I was distracted from my own thoughts when one of the aides handed me a few papers. I noted the way that his eyes were fixated on my ample cleavage exposed by the deep V-neck of my sweater. I smiled shyly at him, thanking him for the papers before going back to trying to focus on the lecture.

Yes, I knew that I could probably get any guy that I wanted at the moment. In fact, I was pretty sure that I could convince the teacher’s aide that had just been ogling me to take me back to my dorm room for a torrid tryst. But despite the fact that Jared had cheated on me, I did not think that having sex with someone else just for the sake of revenge would make me feel any better. In fact, because of Jared, I now felt that I did not want to put my trust in any man – even if only for a brief interlude.

Before I knew it, my lecture was over and it was time to head back to my room. Gathering up my things, I realized that I probably should tell Vanessa about what had happened with Jared. The more I thought about it, the more I realized that I had essentially been shying away from the other woman since returning to our room on Sunday evening.

I had heard horror stories from friends about what it was like to live with a complete stranger at college. Luckily, Vanessa Morales had been nothing but wonderful to me since we had met at orientation. The dark haired woman was not only outgoing and fun – but she was also kind. Plus, Vanessa had a wild streak that I admired.

Vanessa was always going out to parties on the weekend and teasing me for staying in – telling me that I could not just sit around and pine over my long distance boyfriend. But I had always known it was more friendly teasing than mean spirited mocking. “Anya, you are too young and too hot,” she would always say. And even though Vanessa would frequently stumble back to our room in the wee hours of the morning, she was always respectful and would constantly offer to spend the night in with me studying or watching movies during the week if it seemed as though I needed the company.

Vanessa was also stunning; I would have had to be blind to not see that. Living with another woman in close quarters certainly meant forsaking some privacy and I had noted just how voluptuous my roommate was after weeks of the two of us changing in the same room. Her full-figured body with tan skin and long cascading dark hair and chocolaty brown eyes turned heads just as often as men seemed to look at me. We made quite the pair when we walked around campus together on our way to class. I was sure that when Vanessa went to parties that people were always vying for her attention and frat boys were always trying to bring her home – explaining why she was always out so late. But my roommate had always been very good about not bringing anyone back to our room when she knew that I was going to be there and we had worked out a signal just in case she chose to and I came back to our room earlier than expected.

Given the fact that it was the middle of the day on a Thursday, I was surprised to find that signal – a simple hot pink scrunchie wrapped around the door knob – in place.

Just as I was considering turning around and leaving to go to the library so that Vanessa could have more privacy with her mystery man – the door opened and my eyes widened. It seemed Vanessa had not been entertaining a mystery man, but a mystery woman instead.

Standing on the other side, too caught up in saying goodbye to each other to notice my presence, were Vanessa and a redhead that I recognized from my English literature class. The two were locked in a passionate embrace, Vanessa’s hands knotted in the other’s hair as they kissed goodbye. It was not until the other woman turned around that they noticed me at all.

“I can come back later,” I offered.

Vanessa, who was wearing only an oversized white t-shirt that contrasted nicely against her tan skin, just shook her head. “Don’t worry about it, Jessie was just leaving.” She offered Jessie a playful swat on the ass before kissing her again and moving aside so that I could come inside.

Stepping inside and putting my things down on my desk, I set about unpacking my book bag. The surprise at seeing Vanessa with another woman had quickly worn off. I could not really say that it surprised me one way or another. If anything, it made me curious.

Jared had once tried to convince me to kiss another girl during a graduation party when we had been drinking. He had told me how hot a threesome would be. I turned him down, one of the few times I had told him no. Suddenly, I wondered if the new woman he was sleeping with was more willing to experiment in that way but quickly pushed the thoughts from my head.

It was not that I was not curious. I certainly often found myself thinking that other women were attractive and wondered how being with a woman might be different than being with a man – but I had not wanted to try it just because my boyfriend at the time had thought it would be a good idea.

“Sorry about that,” Vanessa finally said. “I guess I lost track of time.”

“It’s fine,” I told her with a smile.

Vanessa returned the smile and nodded. “So, are you staying here this weekend or are you going to see your boy toy?”

Sighing, I shook my head. “Actually, Jared and I broke up. When I got there, I found him with another woman.”

“That bastard!” Vanessa spat out angrily before her expression softened. “If you found out when you first got there, where were you last weekend? And why didn’t you tell me sooner?”

I felt my face flush red with embarrassment. “I came back to campus but stayed at the library. I was too…ashamed to tell everyone that he’d found someone better and cheated on me.”

Vanessa frowned, pulling me into a comforting hug. “Anya, sweetheart, no. First of all, if anyone should be ashamed it should be him. He’s an idiot and an asshole for tossing aside someone like you. Second of all, you should never be worried about coming to me about anything, okay? You are not just my roommate; you are my friend.”

I sighed, hugging Vanessa back.

“Thanks, Vanessa,” I murmured into my roommate’s soft hair. I knew to a degree that Vanessa was right – that, really, it was Jared’s loss if he wanted to find someone else. I had worked to be nothing short of the perfect girlfriend for him and he was the one who was throwing that away.

“No problem,” the brunette told me sincerely, pulling back. “How about I skip my afternoon class and we go get some ice cream, wine, and movies and spend the weekend in?”

I smiled and bobbed my head. “Just nothing romantic and nothing sad.”

“Got it, stupid slapstick comedies and action movies with hot actors,” Vanessa winked, stepping back to grab a pair of jeans from her closet so that the two of us could go out and gather supplies for their girls’ night in.

Later that night, I was feeling a bit lightheaded even as I poured myself a third glass of wine. Vanessa and I were both sitting on her bed, watching a movie together – sharing a pint of ice cream with two spoons.

I had to admit that I was feeling much better and really appreciated the fact that Vanessa had spent the night in with me. I was sure that my roommate had better things to do.

“You didn’t have a party that you wanted to go to or plans with Jessie tonight?” I asked her suddenly.

Vanessa let out a soft chuckle, turning her gaze from the movie playing on her computer screen to look at me. “Jessie?” she echoed. “No, that was really more of a one-time thing. She was fun but it wasn’t anything serious.”

“Oh.”

“You know, that is the great part about being single in college, Anya. We can have all of the fun we want. I bet if I took you out to a party, you could have any guy that you wanted.” When I blushed, Vanessa nudged me. “I’m serious. You are beautiful and sexy and anyone would have to be blind and stupid to not see that.”

“I wish Jared felt the same way,” I admitted softly.

Before I even knew what was happening, Vanessa leaned up and brushed her lips up against mine in a gentle kiss, effectively silencing and surprising me with the action. “Sorry, I figured that was the only way to distract you from thinking that way,” she winked at me. “Plus, I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t been wondering what it was like.”

Surprisingly, I wasn’t put off by it. In fact, I had been a little curious about what it would feel like too – especially since seeing Vanessa with Jessie earlier that day. “It’s fine, don’t apologize,” I told her and we locked eyes for a long moment, our movie and girls’ night completely forgotten.

The energy between us, paired with the wine, made me giggle. I reached to take another spoonful of ice cream, unable to react fast enough when some of it slipped off of the spoon and fell onto my skin. The coldness caused goosebumps to rise as it began to melt quickly and drip down my shirt, between my breasts.

Cursing under my breath, I looked around for a napkin, but it seemed that Vanessa had other ideas. I gasped when the brunette leaned in, lapping up the melted ice cream with the flat of her tongue against my bare skin.

In that moment, it seemed that both of our restraint snapped and Vanessa pressed her mouth against mine again – this time the kiss was much more passionate. Vanessa’s tongue ran along my lips until they parted and then the two of us engaged in a frantic, messy kiss – a clash of tongue and teeth unlike anything I had experienced before.

I was struck by how different it felt to be kissing another woman. Vanessa’s lips were so soft and she tasted like vanilla and honey. I was surprised at how quickly the feeling ignited my arousal. Vanessa pulled apart to place aside our ice cream carton and pluck my wine glass out of my hand, putting it on her desk. Then, within seconds, she was cupping both sides of my face in her hands and kissing me firmly.

I moaned when Vanessa’s hands knotted in my hair, tugging gently until I tilted my head back and moaned in pleasure, exposing the column of my throat to Vanessa who immediately began pressing her mouth to my flesh. She nipped at my collar bone as her other hand reached down for the hem of my old and worn t-shirt.

Parting only for long enough to pull the t-shirt over my head and toss it aside, my roommate looked at me appraisingly. When we had returned to our room from the store, I had changed into a t-shirt and a pair of cotton shorts, forgoing a bra all together. Now, with my ample breasts on display, I felt a bit anxious as the other woman looked at me. But the smirk on Vanessa’s lips told me that she liked what she saw. Her hands came to cup my heavy breasts, fondling and squeezing them in a way that caused my stomach to knot in the most delicious way.

“Have you ever been with another woman, Anya?” Vanessa asked, her voice husky.

“N-no,” I told her as my eyes fluttered shut in pleasure.

“I want to make you feel good – and forget all about your idiot ex-boyfriend. Is that okay?”

I could only nod my head but it was all the permission that Vanessa needed before she brought her mouth down to kiss the top of my breasts. I let out a cry of pleasure when Vanessa tugged gently on one of my nipples, both of them having hardened into stiff peaks from the brunette’s attentions. I could not believe how wonderful Vanessa was able to make me feel.

The two of us shifted on the bed so that I was lying flat on my back. Vanessa crawled over me, straddling my waist with a giggle. “You’re so sexy, Anya,” she muttered, her hands returning to my breasts, massaging them sensually as she bent down to wrap her mouth around one of my nipples, rolling her tongue over it and suckling until my moans filled the room.

My own hands moved to pull Vanessa’s top off. The brunette pulled away just long enough to try to pull it over her head, causing the both of us to giggle as she briefly got tangled in it. Vanessa had been wearing nothing but her t-shirt and a pair of black lace panties and I could not help but admire her. I reached up to cup Vanessa’s breasts in my hands experimentally, not sure how to touch her but attempting to use what I knew that I liked on myself. When Vanessa moaned, I knew that I was on the right track.

Our lips met once more as our hands explored one another’s bodies. My hands finally came to rest on Vanessa’s ass, cupping her cheeks and trying to pull her closer to me. I was convinced more than ever that Vanessa had the perfect ass. It was so round and firm and perfect. I gave it a playful swat, causing the brunette to groan. I filed that reaction away for later.

The two of us kissed hungrily before Vanessa slid down the bed. Her slender fingers hooked into the waist of my shorts and panties, dragging them past my hips and down my legs. Her eyes widened as she looked at my body, completely naked and on display in front of her. She pushed my thighs open and looked at me before she smiled.

Vanessa seemed unable to resist staring for a moment. I knew that my body was firm and taut, and it was obvious that I was aroused – I knew that I was practically glistening from how wet with arousal I was. Vanessa’s hands skimmed my thighs, she seemed to marvel at the way her own tan hands looked in contrast against my milky white flesh, and I was inclined to agree. I could tell that Vanessa reveled in every small gasp and gentle groan that I made as she teased my skin, never quite touching me where she knew that I wanted to feel her skilled hands the most.

“You’re so pretty,” Vanessa complimented, leaning in to press an open mouthed kiss to the inside of my thigh. She laughed as I instinctively shifted closer to her, trying to urge her to touch me where I needed the most attention. “How long as it been since someone touched you, Anya?” she asked, running one of her fingers along the crease of my thigh.

“Since before orientation – the last time I saw Jared before school started,” I admitted.

“Have you touched yourself?” Vanessa asked, her voice casual as though she were discussing the weather. When I did not answer right away, Vanessa leaned in and nipped at my inner thigh with her teeth. “Answer me.”

“Yes,” I admitted, torn between arousal and embarrassment.

Vanessa chuckled and shook her head.

“Dirty girl,” she teased. “I’m going to make you feel better than anyone else ever has,” she promised. Finally bringing her hand to my center, Vanessa’s fingers stroked gently over my folds until I whimpered and pushed my hips towards her hand. Vanessa smirked mischievously up at me before sliding two fingers inside of my warm, tight heat.

I felt as if I was going out of my mind with need. Vanessa had not lied, the way that she touched me was unlike the way anyone else had ever done. It was similar to the way that I touched myself, but exciting because it was someone else and Vanessa twisted her fingers inside of me, creating sensations I had never felt before.

“Oh, God!” I cried out as Vanessa’s fingers established a steady rhythm. She moved her hand in careful, deliberate thrusts. Every time it seemed that I was close to release, Vanessa slowed the movements of her fingers, to the point where I thought I was going to go insane.

“Please,” I begged desperately.

“Please’ what, Anya? Tell me what you want!”

“I want to cum,” I practically sobbed out, hardly recognizing my own voice. “Please, make me cum.”

Vanessa laughed softly, her thumb finding my clit and rubbing it gently as her fingers increased. This time when I began thrusting my hips, fucking myself on my roommate’s fingers, the brunette did not slow down – granting me the release I had been begging for. I came with a loud cry, my hips arching off of the bed and thighs trembling as my first orgasm in a long while washed over me. My body tightened around Vanessa’s fingers hard as pleasure rocked my body and stars exploded behind my closed eyelids.

When I finally settled down against the mattress again, I looked down the bed at Vanessa to see her licking her fingers, tasting my wetness.

“Mmmmm,” she practically purred. “You taste so good. I need some from the source,” she grinned lecherously.

The first time I felt her roommate’s tongue press against my still sensitive flesh, I jolted. Jared had never wanted to go down on me despite the fact that I had always been eager to do so for him. Vanessa, however, seemed to love it. Her tongue lapped at my folds as though she were starving and my core was providing her the sweetest nectar available.

“Oh, fuck, Vanessa,” I gasped out. “That’s so amazing, don’t stop.” I could have sworn that I felt the brunette smirk against my skin.

The tip of Vanessa’s tongue prodded at my entrance, moaning into my body as I gently thrust against my roommate’s tongue. My hands reached down, knotting in her dark hair and tugging gently, trying to keep her where she was while silently pleading for more.

I had never felt anything quite like it. Vanessa’s mouth was like a gift from some kind of higher power. Her talented tongue on my body quickly coaxed me to my second orgasm, but this time Vanessa did not ease off and pull away. Instead, it seemed more like she was flicking her tongue against me with more enthusiasm. She moved to suckle my clit into her mouth and slid her fingers back inside of me.

“Oh, Vanessa!” I moaned as my head tipped back and eyes fluttered shut again, Vanessa’s continued attentions only causing the waves of pleasure to intensify just as quickly as they tried to ebb away. It was only when I felt as though I were about to black out that Vanessa pulled away, a satisfied smile on her face.

“That’s the great thing about women – multiple orgasms,” the brunette told me knowingly.

I was still trying to catch my breath when Vanessa crawled back up my body and kissed me fiercely. This time, Vanessa didn’t taste like vanilla and honey – she tasted like me. The knowledge that I was tasting my own arousal on my roommate’s tongue as we kissed only served to turn me on even more. My own tongue explored my roommate’s mouth, sampling as much as I could.

With some effort, I managed to maneuver us so that Vanessa was on her back. Shifting back to my knees, I looked down at my beautiful roommate before reaching for the waist of her lace panties, determined to return the favor.

I quickly discarded the last scrap of fabric left between us and stared at Vanessa. I had never seen another woman naked and exposed to me, I was entranced by the gorgeous sight.

At first, my movements were hesitant, running my hands along Vanessa’s thighs the way that she had done to me. When my fingers stroked Vanessa’s core, I groaned when I realized just how wet my roommate was.

My finger slid inside of her center and at first my movements were timid.

“Just do what you like,” Vanessa told me gently, looking down at me with a warm smile. “I promise that I will like it.”

With Vanessa’s encouragement, the thrusts of my hand became more deliberate, establishing a steady but gentle rhythm. My other hand shifted up Vanessa’s body, skimming the skin of her abdomen, squeezing her breast, fondling her wherever I could reach.

Vanessa’s throaty moans and husky words of encouragement only spurred me on. I curled my fingers slightly inside of her body, just the way I would do in moments of solitude when I would touch myself. Without giving any warning, I shifted on the bed so that I was between Vanessa’s thighs and lowered my mouth to my roommate’s clit, as my fingers continued to stroke inside of her. I suckled on her swollen bundle of nerves before shifting to run my tongue along the folds of Vanessa’s pussy. I wanted nothing more than to provide Vanessa with the same pleasure she’d given me.

When Vanessa’s orgasm washed over her, she bowed off of the bed and let out a loud, throaty cry – screaming my name. Taking a cue from Vanessa’s former attentions, I continued to gently lap at her with my tongue and gently shifted my fingers inside of her until Vanessa could take no more.

The two of us curled up together on Vanessa’s bed as the brunette tried to regain her senses.

“Are you sure you’ve never done that before?” she asked with a breathless chuckle.

I just blushed and kissed her quickly. “Thank you.”

“What for?” Vanessa asked.

“For being so wonderful to me – for making me feel beautiful after Jared made me feel worthless.”

“You are beautiful,” Vanessa told me, reaching to caress my cheek gently. “And I’d make you feel a whole lot of other things if you’d let me,” she offered suggestively. We both dissolved into gentle giggles.

I was about to answer when someone knocked on our door.

“Probably someone complaining about the noise,” Vanessa told me. “You scream when you cum,” she teased.

I reluctantly extracted myself from Vanessa’s embrace, pulling on my t-shirt and my shorts before walking to the door. I cracked it open before my jaw dropped.

“What are you doing here?”

Standing in the corridor was Jared, holding a small bouquet of flowers. I could hardly believe that he was standing there.

“I came to apologize, Anya,” he told me. I heard Vanessa curse under her breath behind me. “I don’t know what I was thinking – we were apart and all of the craziness of being away from home for the first time really got to me and I let myself get carried away.”

“Jared,” I started slowly, shaking my head at him. “You didn’t get carried away – you cheated.”

“I know and I want to fix it,” he told me stubbornly.

“I’m not interested in fixing it,” I replied honestly. “Maybe you have the right idea, Jared. Maybe we’re away at school and that’s a time where we should be trying new things and seeing other people.”

I did not miss the anger that flashed across Jared’s face. “You’re already with another guy, aren’t you?” he asked me indignantly. “Is he in there? Who the hell is he?”

I rolled my eyes but did not have a chance to respond before Vanessa walked up behind me, pulling the door open wider. She was still completely nude.

“Hey, you must be the dipshit that cheated on my roommate,” she greeted him flatly. “She definitely doesn’t have another guy in here, trust me,”

Vanessa winked. Suddenly, she knotted her hand in my hair, pulling me in for another passionate kiss. Jared stared at us, obviously dumbfounded, but I did not care. Instead, I simply smiled at him before slamming the door shut in his face.

“Now, where were we?” I asked Vanessa before the two of us immediately dissolved into giggles and met once more in a deep and passionate kiss.


2. Housewives on Vacation: Hot First Time Lesbian Sex between Friends by Lora Lane

When Maggie’s husband isn’t able to take time off to fly to Naples with his sexy wife, she asks her best friend Katie to step in. but their fun afternoon of trying on vacation clothes takes a different tack when the talk turns to bikini lines, waxing and shaving. It isn’t long before the two housewives are comparing bodies, and soon after, they’re touching, kissing and licking. Their vacation adventure might very well become one long lesbian loving session.

I still couldn’t believe it was real, but the two suitcases on the bed assured me it was. Maggie grinned as she threw open the one which was to be mine. It was three-quarters filled already.

“Where did all this come from?” I asked.

“I knew you didn’t have much in the way of vacation clothing, so I gave you a bunch of mine. I hope you like the colors.”

“They’re perfect,” I said, lifting the corners of the neatly-folded garments and peeking beneath. “But why do you have so much?”

Maggie shrugged. “Sam and I go on vacation a lot, or at least we did before he got this new job. Every time we go, I always bring back more than I take.”

“And he definitely can’t get the time off?”

“No way. He has to work another six weeks before he accrues any vacation time.”

“It’s really shitty timing for you guys. I’m so sorry.”

“Hey.” She tried to put on a brave face, but I wasn’t fooled. “We were lucky he managed to get another job at such short notice.”

“Yeah. Better that, than no job at all.”

“And there’s no chance of a refund on the vacation?”

“A week before we fly out? No, we’d lose the lot.” She sighed. “If he hadn’t found another job, then maybe the insurance would have paid up…”

“But then you’d be risking the house too,” I finished.

“Exactly.”

“Well, I think Sam’s very generous, letting me go instead.”

Maggie smiled. “I know. I’m happy I’m going, and there’s no-one else I’d rather go with—other than Sam.”

“I feel I owe you big time. I haven’t had a good vacation in years.”

“You don’t owe me anything. I’m really happy you were able to step in at such short notice. I didn’t want to go alone.”

“Thank you for lending me the clothes. I don’t have much beach wear.”

“Why don’t you try some on, make sure they fit?”

I glanced at her figure. When I’d arrived she’d been wearing her trademark white shorts and vest top. I was in my favorite dress, a short green number which showed plenty of thigh. Her figure was perfect, in my eyes. In some shops, we were the same size, but sometimes I had to go one up.

“They should be fine,” I said. “But I can take some home and let you know.”

“Hey, I’m almost done packing. Try them on here and I can close the case on the Katie file.”

I laughed. “Sure, I can do that.” Maggie handed me two swimsuits, one black, one red. “Can I use your bathroom?”

“Sure, if you’re shy.”

“I’m not shy. I was being polite.”

“No need. How long have we known each other?”

“Forever. Apart from the four years after you got married.” I pouted. We’d been strangers after the wedding. But Maggie was concentrating on her new life. She’d apologized many times for her lull.

“Aw, Katie…”

“Relax. I’m teasing.” I stepped out of my shoes and pulled my green dress up over my head. I’d never been shy of undressing in front of Maggie. We’d grown up together and were very comfortable in each other’s company. Today felt different somehow. Maybe I was excited about my unexpected vacation in the sun. As I unhooked my bra, I felt Maggie’s eyes on me. Maybe she was feeling the same way. I picked up the red swimsuit and began to step into it.

“Are you going to keep your panties on when we get to the beach?”

“Like I said, I was being polite.”

“Stop being so silly. We’re friends, aren’t we?”

“I didn’t want you to see me down there. I’m… I’ve been waxed.”

“Ouch. I prefer to shave. Is it sore?”

“Uh-uh. A bit red, though.”

“Did you wax completely?”

“Yeah. Thought I might as well. Never gone completely bald before. It feels kinda weird.”

“Exposed?”

“Yeah. Like I’m not wearing any underwear.”

“Except you are,” she pointed out.

I rolled my eyes. “Okay, I’ll take them off. But no peeking.”

“Promise.” She grinned and crossed her fingers. Of course she was going to look. I felt unusually self-conscious as I dropped my panties to the floor. Maggie tilted her head for a better look. I shuffled my feet apart and stared ahead as her eyes appraised my freshly-exposed genitals.

“It doesn’t look red now. Have you been putting cream on there?”

“Uh-huh. And aloe Vera.” I pressed hand to my tummy and stretched the skin, trying to see if the redness really had subsided.

“It looks neat. And not sore at all.”

“I use cream four or five times a day. It feels nice. Putting it on.”

“I’ve waxed plenty of times, but I’ve never been brave enough to go completely bare,” Maggie said. Absently, she rubbed her crotch.

“It’s quite liberating. Especially when I get the breeze between my legs.”

“Maybe we could find you a nudist beach,” Maggie said. “You could stay naked all day long”

“What and get sunburned lips instead? Ouch.”

“No, you’re right. Sunburned boobs will be bad enough.”

“What? You’re planning on going topless?”

She shrugged “When in Rome…”

“We’re not going to Rome, Maggie, we’re going to Naples.”

I was starting to feel a little exposed, standing naked in front of my friend, and yet, it was pleasant, and as I’d said, liberating.

“Do you want to put the swimsuit on?”

“Why?” I pressed my hands onto my hips. “Am I making you nervous?”

“Not in the least. You’re easy on the eyes. I wish I had your figure, and your confidence.”

“What? There’s nothing wrong with your figure.”

“Oh, I wish.” She patted her tummy. I couldn’t see anything out of place.

“Lift up that top. Let me see.” Suddenly, my friend of twenty years turned shy. She giggled and gripped the hem of her vest top. I pressed my hands to my eyes. “Promise I won’t peek.”

“Then why do you want me to lift it?”

“Oh, yeah. Good point. Okay, I might look a little.”

“Then no, I won’t do it.”

“Tell me, will you be wearing a swimsuit on the beach?”

Of course. Maybe even a bikini, if I feel brave.”

“Then why are you shy about getting your tummy out?”

She sighed. “You’re right. Here goes.” She drew a deep breath, then pulled the vest top over her head. The skimpy bra she’d been wearing beneath it hardly covered her small breasts. She watched me for a reaction, certain I was going to scorn her.

“You’re beautiful,” I said. “And did I see a tattoo on your shoulder?”

“Yeah.” She turned her back to show me. “My little butterfly. I got it when I married Sam. But it’s not the only one.”

“Really? Where else?”

“On my thigh.”

“Let me see.”

“It’s pretty intimate. Right on my bikini line. Are you sure you want to?” I spread my hands to indicate my nudity, and she laughed nervously. She unfastened her shorts at the waist and pushed them down. I tilted my head, but couldn’t see her tattoo.

“You might have to… um… get a bit lower.”

“Oh. Right.” I dropped to my knees in front of her and peered closely at the top of her thigh. She hadn’t exaggerated about its location. It was barely visible, almost hidden by the elasticated leg of her panties.

“I might need you to move…” She reached down and moved the material aside. “Ah, there you are.” A small crimson heart, pierced by an arrow, decorated her inner thigh.  She pulled at her skin and peered down at her crotch.

“Do you see where the little arrow is pointing?” she asked.

“I do, you little minx.” I went to pat her hip, but she turned unexpectedly, posturing. My fingers brushed the front of her panties. I froze.

“Sorry, sorry…” I said. “That was an accident.”

“Hey, don’t worry about it.” She smiled down at me. “You wouldn’t be the first woman to touch me there.”

“I…” I was stunned. “A woman’s touched you… here?” My fingers hovered inches from the white cotton. I was still burning with embarrassment.

“Oh, yes. She got me really hot. Burning hot. I couldn’t bear it.”

“Wow. What was it like?”

“Memorable. Definitely one to remember.”

“Cool. It’s something I’ve always wondered about, but never had the nerve to actually go and do it.”

“What, waxing?” she asked, then grinned. I stared up at Maggie in disbelief. A moment later, the penny dropped.

“Waxing. Of course. The woman who touched you got you hot. Very funny. You had me.”

“But what you said…”

“What about it?”

“I’ve thought about it too.”

“You have? Really?”

“Sure.” She shrugged. “It’s all part of life’s experience, isn’t it?”

“Not so far, it isn’t.”

“So if the chance every came up, would you try it, just to see?”

I thought for a moment. “I guess. As long as she wasn’t too scary.”

“I suppose you’d have to kiss first. If you didn’t like it, you could quit there and then.”

“Sure. A kiss can tell you a lot about someone.”

“We should do it.”

I raised my eyebrows. “Go out and kiss a woman? Are you crazy?”

“But you said—”

“It was a thought. A fantasy.” I rose to my feet. “I’d no intention of going out and seducing another woman. Who knows what problems that might bring?”

“Maybe we don’t have to.”

“What?”

“I said, maybe we don’t have to go out to find a woman to kiss.”

“You mean, get one to come here? What would Sam say?”

“He won’t be home for hours yet. And besides, we don’t need to call anyone. Your kissing partner might already be here.”

I stared at her. “You?”

“Me.”

“But… actually kiss you?”

“I know. I’m gross, right?” She stuck out her tongue.

“No, no, that’s not what I meant.”

“I know. I was teasing you. But I want to know what it feels like too.”

“Um… I… need to think for a minute.” I suddenly felt exposed with my clothes lying on the chair. I moved toward them, but Maggie caught my wrist and turned me round.

“We don’t have to do anything weird. Just kiss. Don’t you want to know?”

“I… sure… yes. But what if it weird's us out?”

“It won’t.” She tugged gently at my wrist. “And it’ll be our little secret.” I gave in to her urging, and turned to face her. She stepped up to me. Her hands stroked my hair. I was aware of her body heat, so close to me. She was in skimpy, lacy underwear, and I was still naked. A peculiar tingle ran through my body. My best friend was suggesting I kiss her, not on the cheek, but a full mouth-to-mouth kiss. She leaned in, bringing the moment closer. Should we, or shouldn’t we? Despite my nerves, I remained still, but my eyes fluttered closed.

“This could change everything between us,” I whispered.

“I really hope so.”

Our lips touched, and the first thing that crossed my mind was how soft her mouth was. A small sigh escaped my throat. Her lips curled into a smile, and her arms slipped round my waist. Our first few kisses were light and hesitant, as if we were afraid of scaring the other one away. But as the moments passed, our mouths pressed more firmly and our kisses deepened.

Maggie sighed deeply, as if she’d been waiting for this day all her life. My breath hissed through my nose as my lips pressed against hers, working softly up and down as I grew more comfortable. Kissing her was like nothing I’d ever experienced. Infinitely softer than a man’s mouth, and more caring, her kiss was the way I imagined I’d kiss myself—if that had been possible. In my teenage years, I’d practiced my French kisses on the crook of my own elbow, folding my arm around my face to kiss my soft skin. This warm, soft bliss was an echo of my blooming adulthood and those naive, experimental days.

My hesitant hands rose to touch Maggie’s arms, cautious of moving too quickly. This was a new experience for both of us, and any sort of distraction could break the fragile spell. My body was thrilling to the sensation of kissing my best friend, and although I was aware we’d crossed a line, I didn’t want it to end.

I had a hunch she felt the same way, for even though I was completely naked, her hands never strayed from my waist. I was happy about that, although I’m sure her hands would have been as gentle as her kiss. No, I needed time to process what we were doing here. It was very new, as well as a little bit scary.

But it was also heavenly. Our mouths moved together, warm and soft. Her breath was hot on my face. I was feeling heat elsewhere, too, as if the thermostat had jumped up by ten degrees. My head felt light, and my pulse thumped in my ears. My fingers began to stroke Maggie’s arms, which was about all I dared do to her. In response, her hands moved minutely at my waist, but didn’t stray.

We were both making appreciative noises by now, moaning softly and groaning. We both wanted this, although how far it was going to go, I had no idea. But wasn’t that part of the thrill of new experiences? Maggie’s mouth opened slightly, and the tip of her tongue touched my lips. I responded automatically, extending my tongue to meet hers. She groaned, and suddenly, our kissed moved up a gear.

One of her hands cupped the back of my head, pulling me against her. Our kiss turned into a frantic, breathless tussle. My hands slid across her back, and one went down to her waist to pull her body into mine. The other hand found the back of her neck, where my fingers caressed her sensitive skin. She moaned softly, and her kisses became even more eager. This was no longer a tentative making out session. We were deep in the throes of a passionate kiss.

I became aware of my breasts against her flimsy bra. The lacy material was scratchy against my skin, but my nipples were responding to the roughness, hardening and demanding more. So I twisted my torso, rubbing my boobs against hers. Maggie began to move too, shifting her hip so her thigh pressed into my crotch. My newly-bared skin tingled at the unexpected contact. I was surprised by the way my body reacted. I was used to feeling the need for a man to touch my boobs, to caress them and even kiss them. My pussy would usually ache soon afterward, crying out for firm fingers to slide across my slippery flesh.

But what I was feeling now was alien to me. I was willing Maggie’s hands onto my body, mentally urging her to stroke my nipples, or slip her hand between my legs. What was wrong with me? Why was I suddenly filled with lust, desperate to have my best friend touch me like that? Afraid for the future of our friendship, I decided the time had come to pull back, before we went one step too far.

But Maggie was the one who broke the kiss, leaving us both breathless.

“I want you so bad,” she said in a tight voice. “All I can think about is throwing you down on that bed and kissing you from head to toe.” She pressed her hands to the back of my head and pulled me in for another dizzying kiss. Thoughts of pulling back began to melt away, and yet, I knew we shouldn’t be doing this, in her bedroom, in the middle of a sunny morning.

“What’s wrong with me?” she asked. “Why am I so fucking horny for you?” Before I could answer, she drew her hands down my shoulders and over my chest. I stared down at them as she grabbed two handfuls of breast and squeezed.

“Fuck, you’re beautiful.” Her thumbs swept across my nipples, making me gasp. It was exactly what I’d been willing her to do earlier.

“Yeah, you like that, don’t you?” she leered. I caught my lower lip between my teeth and nodded as she brushed the nipples a second time. She grinned and caressed me eagerly, pouting as she squeezed and stroked. Her grip was firm, but considerate, giving me exactly what I needed without overdoing it.

“God, I love your tits. I always have.”

“Maggie!” I was shocked by her language.

“What? I can’t help myself. I wanna eat you all up.” Before I could react, she bent her head and engulfed my right nipple with her mouth.

“Holy shit…” I groaned. It felt amazing. Maggie knew exactly what to do with my nipple. Her tongue curled and flicked, lapped and licked. She sucked hard, offering no mercy, as her hands squeezed and pulled my boobs. I didn’t try to stop her. I didn’t want to. My best friend was kissing my breasts, sending me crazy with desire, and I was doing nothing to resist.

We had definitely crossed a line here, but what she was doing could still be considered harmless, something to be laughed away as a mad five minutes… if she hadn’t put her hand between my legs.

I almost stopped her. She’d moved so quickly, it felt like a drunken lunge, but when her finger pushed past my lips to stroke my inner flesh, my grip loosened on her wrist. I still wanted to ask what she was doing, even though it was stunningly obvious, but when she started curling her fingers, stroking me from opening to clit, I realized I no longer wanted to stop her. Instead, I shuffled my feet a little further apart, and rather than pull her away, I ended up pressing her hand against my crotch. Her mouth switched breasts, pleasuring the left nipple as eagerly as she’d pleasured the right. My long groan of pleasure, which was involuntary, helped encourage her. It wasn’t long before her mouth followed her hands. As she trailed kisses down my flat tummy, I considered stopping her; I actually opened my mouth to tell her enough was enough, and that she was going too far with this.

I was so glad I didn’t.

The first touch of her lips on my former bushy triangle made me gasp. I couldn’t believe I was so sensitive there. She lingered awhile, kissing right above my lips, making me desperate for her to move lower. But she teased me, dipping her tongue to skirt the dimple above my lips, making me think she was going to let me have what I craved, then resuming her kissing. In the end, I put my hands on her head and urged her lower. She chuckled and complied, delivering several kisses onto my pussy. I actually laughed when she first touched me. Sure, I’d been eaten out dozens of times, but by men. Those experiences were pale shadows compared to what Maggie was doing to me.

“Oh. My. God,” I whispered.

“That nice?” Maggie asked from somewhere below me.

“Shut up and keep licking,” I said. “Of course it’s nice. It’s fucking incredible.” Her soft tongue, which knew exactly where to go, explored my slippery folds, sliding up between my inner and outer lips on one side, then the other. As she licked, she spread my slick juices upward, all the way to my clit, which sent a wave of heat through me with each touch. I meshed my fingers in Maggie’s hair, tousling it as she put her tongue where a best friend shouldn't.

“Oh, wow. Mm-mm-mmmm…” As much as I was enjoying myself, the entire experience was surreal. I’d come here to try on some summer clothes. If I’d had the slightest inkling I would be standing here naked, letting Maggie lick my pussy…

“Maybe we should get more comfortable,” she suggested, smiling up at me and arching an eyebrow.

“I think…” I put my hands on her cheeks and drew her upright. “…that would be a perfect idea.” I pressed my lips to hers, which seemed to surprise her.

“Don’t you mind?” she mumbled around our kiss.

“Mind what?”

“I kind of taste of you.”

I pulled back slightly, then ran my tongue around my lips. “So you do.” Then I kissed her again. Her mouth curved into a smile.

We kissed for about a minute, then moved toward the bed, not breaking the kiss once. I unhooked her bra and she lowered her arms so it could slide to the floor. Her breasts were half the size of mine, but the only thing I could think about was kissing them. We sank onto the bed, lying beside the suitcases, and Maggie lowered herself on top of me. Our kissing resumed, hotter than ever. I was horny as hell by now, and I wondered how to ask my best friend to go down on me again. I could taste and smell my own juices on her mouth and face, and it stirred me into wanting to taste Maggie’s pussy, something I’d never, ever considered in my life.

“I love kissing you,” she murmured, peppering my face with her lips. “I want to kiss you all over. I want to suck your nipples, lick your pussy, and make you come…”

“Mmm. The licking sounds really good.” I sucked her lower lip between mine. “And it tastes good too. Do I really taste like that? Is it nice?”

“It’s really sweet,” Maggie said, grinning wickedly. “You should try it.”

“I want to, but I can’t wait for you to lick me again. It drove me crazy.”

“I have an idea.” She trailed kisses down my chest, stopping off at my nipples to pluck at them with her lips.

“Fuck, that feels nice.” I watched her for a moment, then let my head fall back as I focused on the sensations she was sending through my body.

I was startled, then, when she stopped and the bed bounced. I opened my eyes to see her leg swinging over my head. A moment later, I was staring at her butt, and below it, her wet, glistening pussy.

“Oh, Maggie...” I said softly. If I’d had any reservations about getting close to her, my choices had been taken away from me.

She shuffled back, and her pussy hung above me, swollen and glistening with sticky juices. What the hell, I thought. I slipped one arm out from behind her leg and stroked her lips. They were warm, soft and slippery. She groaned immediately. Encouraged, I explored further, drawing a finger down from her opening to her clit, which was hard and surprisingly large, like a tiny cock poking out.

“Ngh… Oh, fuck…” she muttered as I brushed my finger over it. Her entire body shook as I stroked the clit, wetting it with her own juices. And when I circled it, she practically collapsed onto my face.

“Oh, my God…” she groaned. I pressed my fingers to her pussy and stroked, enjoying the happy noises she made. She was very close to my face, and I could smell the sweet wetness of her juices. Heat radiated from her, warming my cheeks. I enjoyed making her feel good, but despite my earlier keenness to taste her, I wasn’t sure I could actually do it.

But when she dipped her head, and began using her tongue on me, I melted. It felt so damn good, my body exploded with sensation, overwhelming me and setting me squirming with delight. I spread my legs so wide, one of them slipped off the bed. But the reward was incredible. Maggie pressed her whole mouth to me and sucked, swirling her tongue around my clit. I rocked my hips back so she could get to me better. She brought her hands into play to spread me wide open, exposing my pussy to her mouth and tongue.

“Oh, fuuuck! Oh, oh, ohhh…”

“Mmmf mmmf,” she replied, pressing her face into me. Above me, her pussy swung from side to side as she used her tongue on me. Curious, I brought my slicked fingers to my lips and extended my tongue. The taste of her was similar to my own juices, yet subtly different. The slippery sensation was pleasant on my tongue, which I rubbed against the roof of my mouth, spreading the slickness around.

I reached up for more, coating my fingers good and proper by circling Maggie’s tight opening, before slipping the fingers into my mouth, rubbing the tips against my tongue and sucking my fingers clean with my lips. Maggie’s tongue was lapping at my pussy, driving me crazy. My mouth hung open as my breathing grew faster and deeper. I slicked my fingers in Maggie’s pussy again, licking my fingers clean. I loved the sensation of the slippery fluids, and the sweet taste of them on my tongue. As Maggie licked and sucked my pussy, I gazed at hers, so swollen and ripe, shining with wetness.

What was I so afraid of? Crossing a final line? If I accepted my friend licking me between my legs, and me tasting her wetness, what would a little touch with my tongue matter? No-one would ever know, except us. And Maggie was damn good at keeping a secret. Steeling myself, I lifted my head and touched my tongue to her clit. Her groan filled the room. Immediately, she rocked her hips, pushing her clit closer to me. I pressed my lips to it and sucked gently.

“Oh, my fucking God…” she wailed.

“Mmmm.” My first experience with a pussy was incredible. Maggie was so wet, her juices immediately coated my cheeks and nose. I loved the feeling. It made me properly slutty. I opened my mouth and pressed it to her, lapping at first, as if her pussy was a delicious ice cream. Then I swirled my tongue, rubbing it across her clit, then up between her inner and outer lips. She cried out and rocked her hips, fucking my face. I didn’t mind her banging her pussy against me. Her reaction meant I was doing something right. Not bad for a beginner, I thought.

But her mouth was having a serious effect on me. Heat was spreading through my body, and I knew I’d be having an orgasm soon. Maggie’s fingers were still holding me open, but she’d managed to reach over and press some of them to my tight opening. One slipped into me, then another. I cried out as she moved them slowly in and out. My hips bucked as I matched her movements, willing her to push deeper, to touch me where I needed it most.

“Fuck me,” I cried. “Fuck me with your fingers.”

“Mmm…” she murmured, sliding her tongue over my clit. I groaned and writhed, then tried to focus on giving her some pleasure too. It wasn’t easy. Her fingers sliding into me became the center of everything, the only sensation that really mattered. Still, I tried. I pressed my mouth to her crinkled lips and sucked gently, drawing my tongue from hard clit to slippery opening.

“Mm… mm… mmmm…” she moaned.

“Yeah, you like that?”

“Mm-hmm…” Her voice was muffled as she licked me.

“You want me to keep on doing it?” I asked.

“Mm-hmm…” I was becoming hotter by the minute. The heat between my legs, and Maggie’s body on top of mine conspired to make our skin slippery with perspiration. I swirled my tongue around her clit, then sucked gently, making her groan again. My fingers stroked her opening, circling around it as I steeled myself to cross one final line.

“Please,” she begged softly. “Please use your fingers.” Being careful with my nails, I stroked my fingers downward, teasing her a little as my fingertips brushed her entrance. Her body quivered with each pass. She seemed to grow wetter, and the room grew hotter.

“Pleeez…” she groaned. To show me how sexy it felt, she slipped her fingers deeper into me. I groaned as she filled me to the knuckle.

“Okay,” I said to myself. “Here it goes. No going back now.” I slid my middle finger into her, not even sure I was doing it right. What angle was I supposed to have my finger at, anyway? But it didn’t matter. Maggie cried out and lifted her head from my lap.

“Oh, Goddd…” she growled. “Your face feels so soft against me.”

“My face?”

“Yeah. So soft, not scratchy. Feels like you could really press yourself against me and it wouldn’t itch.”

“Like this?” I took the hint and pressed my mouth hard against her, getting my cheeks and nose wet again. It felt good to have her soft folds against me. I put my tongue to work, licking and lapping. Somehow there was still room for my fingers.

“Oh, fuuuck! Yes, fuck, oh, my Goddd…”

I brought my other arm up, feeding it around her leg so I could pull her cheek aside, giving me even more access to her wetness.

“Oh, fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, yes…” Her hips rocked against my finger, drawing it deeper. I pushed a little more in, then slipped my forefinger in too. Her pussy bumped up and down on my face, and my mouth made loud sucking noises as I lost contact. But my tongue didn’t. I lashed her clit rapidly, setting off a series of spasms that had her trembling and shaking.

“Fuck, fuck, fuuuuck… uh, uh, uh…” Her fingers paused inside me for a moment as she squeaked hoarsely, then groaned long and loud. Every time I stroked her clit, she shuddered and cried out, jerking her hips as if she was suddenly too sensitive to be touched. When she moved her knees closer together, raising her pussy out of reach, I knew she’d had enough for the moment. But when her fingers began hammering into me, my head fell back and it was my turn to wail. Her hand slapped against me, filling the room with noise, which my mouth tried to match.

“Fuuucking hell!” Her fingers fucked me harder. “Fu… uuu… uu… uck!”

“Oh, yeah,” Maggie said. I could hear the smile in her words. “Oh, you like that don’t you?”

“Oh, yeah. Fucking yeah…”

“You want it harder?”

“Fuck… yeah… fuck… please…” What she was doing was unbearable, but I loved it. And she was pressing on my clit, too, flicking her other hand from side to said, exactly as I did when I played with myself. It was awesome. It was incredible. It was too much. My orgasm flared, gripped me tightly, and squeezed me hard, tightening my body so much, my feet lifted into the air and my shoulders rose from the bed. I bit Maggie’s butt as I cried out, trying to muffle my cries against her soft skin.

“Oh, yeah,” she said happily. “Oh, fucking yeah, that looks so good.”

“Mmm, mmm, fuuuck!” My fingernails dug into her cheeks, and she squealed. “Sorry,” I groaned through my teeth. “Sorry, sorry, sorry.” My words ended as a hoarse squeak as my lungs were squeezed flat. Her fingers slowed, still sliding deep into me as I writhed beneath her. My orgasm was still gripping me tightly, but it had lessened a little, and I managed to draw a breath. I collapsed back against the pillow, groaning and gasping.

“Oh, fuck…” I wheezed. “Oh, fuck, oh fuck…” Maggie’s fingers finally slowed, and she stroked me gently, avoiding my clit, which was now very, very sensitive.

“Well, that looked pretty good,” she said. Her leg lifted and she climbed off me, turned round and laid beside me on the bed. We kissed lazily, each of us grinning over and over. She tasted of me again, and I made sure I kissed her properly so I could taste it all. She seemed to be doing the same to me. I don’t know how long our kisses lasted, but when she finally pulled back, I was marvelously relaxed.

“So,” she said. “Do you feel bad about what we did?”

“Oh, yeah.” I nodded. “Very bad. But I think we’ll get better.”

She tapped my nose. “Smartass.”

“Hey, what can I say?” I shrugged and kissed her again.

“How about… we make sure this is not the last time we ever do this?”

“Okay. How ‘bout we do it every day of our vacation, and then at least once a week when we get back?”

She widened her eyes in horror. “Once a week? You’d deny me?”

I laughed. “Never. Not after what you did to me. I feel amazing.”

“Then it’s a deal. Every day of the vacation.” We shook hands.

I couldn’t wait for the vacation to get started.


3. My Life Lesson in the Classroom: First Lesbian Encounter with the Professor by Kaylee Jones

When Liz is headed to college, she knows that she will be learning a lot in the next four years.  What she never expected was the lessons she learned from her sociology professor.  She learned not only about the people around her, but Dr. Melanie Andrews ends up educating her about a whole different part of life.

You know, everyone told me that college would be a life-changing experience but I had no idea just how changed I would be after my four years away.  Sure, I thought I was all grown up at 18 when I graduated high school and moved out, but what I learned in the next four years was more educational than the first eighteen years of my life.

My first year was a blur of meeting new people, trying to get from one class to another without getting lost, and drinking more beer out of Red Solo cups than I ever thought possible.  By the second year, I had my act more together and was starting to create my own place at the university.

As I started my sophomore year, I decided to major in sociology because I loved studying people and how they interact.  My friends and I in high school had always loved to people watch and make up little stories about them, so it seemed like a natural progression of my interest.  My mom and dad were a little unclear as to the career possibilities of such a degree, but I assured them that the right thing would come along by the time I needed to worry about that.

The summer after my sophomore year I actually started to get excited about school and my classes.  Now that I had all of the basics out of the way, I could really focus on what I wanted to study -- the study of people.  Somehow I managed to talk my parents into letting me stay in the town where the college was instead of coming home for the three-month break.  I guess I had hit some sort of maturity level that was suitable to them.

I spent that summer working as a lifeguard at a local pool, mostly yelling at kids not to run on the sidewalks and dodging annoying high school boys.  It was only a few years ago, but I struggled to remember what was so attractive about them back in my high school days.  Sure, I chased boys like the rest of the girls, but for the life of me, that summer I could not remember why.

While I spent my days perfecting my tan at the pool, I spent the evenings with a handful of gal pals that stayed in town as well.  It was not some wild and crazy summer really.  It felt more like we were settling in to some kind of grown-up routine.  We all had jobs during the day and hung out at night.  Sometimes we would go down to the lake for a cookout and a nice swim in the cool lake.  Sometimes we would just order in pizza at one of our apartments and rent movies for the night.  Other times we would stock up on way too much ice cream and play cards all night.  We talked about plans for future jobs and families, complained about the lack of dates, and generally just spent time together.  They were a drastically different group of young women than the friends I had had in high school, but perhaps it was sign of growing up and finding different souls to mesh with.  No drama, no headaches, and no boys.  It was actually one of the best summers of my life.

And while my friends were great, I also enjoyed some alone time.  I had dated a handful of guys since coming to college, and while all of them were, on paper, the type to take home to mom and dad, none of them really made me excited to get up in the morning.  So by that summer, I was not seeing anyone.  That left me free when everyone was occupied with jobs or summer school or whatever, so I got to spend some lovely evenings by myself.  I was not one to be afraid of alone time.  I discovered a fantastic hidden little Mexican restaurant with killer margaritas and amazing guacamole, and I got to watch all of my favorite movies without anyone laughing at my love of all things Disney and Broadway.  I felt comfortable with who I was and where my life seemed to be going.  Sure, I did not join a sorority or anything official while I was in school, but the group of friends I had developed was just as close as a group of sorority sisters ever would be.  At least, from what I can tell.

I knew my parents were more nervous about my sociology degree than my older brother’s accounting degree, but the idea of attending business classes and then doing that exact job for the rest of my life was enough to drag tears from my eyes.  There were services available on campus that could help with finding a job, and I had faith that once I took some of the upper classes I would find something that really sparked an interest.  With that information, I could then go to the guidance counselor and figure out a path.  A lot of adults might call that naïve, but I preferred the terms “hopeful” or “optimistic”.

****

By the time fall rolled around and my junior year began, I had a fabulous tan, real excitement in my blood, and a genuine grin on my face as I headed into my first advanced sociology class.

I have to confess that my grin and my confidence and my excitement all faltered when I walked into the classroom.  I admit that I was not bad to look at back then, on the shorter side, shoulder length hair, and trim figure from swimming all summer.  But the professor at the front of the classroom actually took my breath away.  Tall and muscular but lean; dark shiny curls, smooth creamy skin.  And she had just about the most perfect set of breasts I had ever seen in real life.  I lost the ability to make my lungs function and I walked on wobbly knees to a desk in the back of the room just to catch my breath.

I had no idea what was going on with me and why I felt like such a stupid schoolgirl just being in the same room with her.  Her legs seemed a mile long and my eyes enjoyed every inch of the trip until they stopped at the hemline of her charcoal grey pencil skirt.  When she turned around, that waterfall of dark curls bounced and gleamed in the fluorescent lights and her green eyes sparkled in my direction.

“Hey there,” she smiled.

My tummy erupted into angry butterflies when the melody of her Southern accent reached my ears.

“H-H-Hi,” I stuttered back.  At least my answer made me sound like the blooming idiot I had turned in to.

“Looks like you’re the first one,” she continued.

I nodded, not trusting my voice.

“Why don’t you come on down?” she pointed to a desk right in front of her.

I nodded again, somehow having turned into a mute bobble-head doll.  I gathered my things and shuffled to the desk she had indicated.

When I sat down in front of her, I got a much better look at her long slender legs, her trim waist, and the way her full breasts filled out the slightly sheer white blouse.  The grey high heels made her calves more pronounced and my mind started inventing all sorts of strange random thoughts.  She must have been some kind of high school boy’s wet dream, but instead I was the one squirming while I gawked at her.  Her green eyes sparkled at me and I knew there was some kind of inside joke that I was missing.  She flashed me an odd smile, and I dropped my head down towards my notebook.

Shortly thereafter, a handful of other students started filing in and I was able to let my attention to this young new professor get absorbed by the background noise.  I recognized a few of them from my beginning sociology classes and I greeted them as warmly as my frazzled nerves would allow.

Right on time, the professor moved to close the door and my eyes followed each sway of her ass in that tight skirt.  I was pretty sure every pair of male eyes was doing the same but I did not dare look around to find out.  It was even worse when she strode back to the front of the classroom since her firm breasts bounced just enough under that sheer blouse for everyone to notice.

“I’m Dr. Andrews,” she introduced herself.

The classroom mumbled a weak and pathetic greeting.

“Gee, I hope y’all are more enthusiastic about the material than you are about me,” she smiled at her own joke.

Giggles smattered through the room and the mood seemed to be lightened.  My guess was that the boys were all thinking inappropriate thoughts about their teacher and the girls were all thinking that they disliked her because she was stunning.  Me, I guess I fell somewhere in between.

Since there were only about ten of us in the room, she made everyone move to the first few rows of desks.  Then we did the fun little icebreaker exercise that all students hate -- we went around the room to introduce ourselves, and share one fun fact about ourselves.

My turn came and I still did not trust my voice, but I could not be the only one who did not participate.

“Hi, I’m Liz and I used to breed Great Danes,” I shared with the group.

The ones who knew me laughed since it was the only fact I ever offered up and the others just sort of looked at me strangely.  What can I say, I love the big dopey dogs and so did my parents while I was growing up.  Even Dr. Andrews gave me half a smile when I shared, which thrilled me more than it should have.

She handed out her syllabi to everyone and had us read over it for any questions.  It looked pretty standard, lectures and tests and papers.  I had already purchased the textbook that had been listed for the class, but the paperwork did mention several other articles for additional reading.

She paced back and forth at the front of the classroom while we read through everything.  My eyes kept darting up to watch her calves flex and her hips sway as she moved.  When she walked away from me, I stared at her ass and when she walked towards me I gazed at her breasts.

I was so confused by my attention to her.  It did not make any sense.  I had spent the entire summer at the pool with tanned muscular young men but not a one of them turned my head.  But there I was, the first day back in school, and making eyes at my teacher.  What a bad stereotype I turned into!

“Well guys and gals, I think that’s enough time.  Were there any questions on the syllabus?”

Most of the students shook their heads except for one guy.  Every class had that one guy.  The one who would ask the stupid questions because they were only there for the grade, not to actually learn anything.

“Will those extra articles be on the tests?”

She quirked an eyebrow up at him and shook her head, “They are for your learning only.  But it could certainly help your understanding of the basic materials, so I’d say they would be helpful on the tests as well.”

He huffed his annoyance at her vague answer and I had to smirk.  She was a smart one.  When she walked by and noticed my smirk, she winked which sent the butterflies in my stomach into a tailspin.

“Well, I see no need to keep you all away from whatever afternoon plans you might have.  So let’s reconvene on Wednesday.  See y’all then!”

You could hear the smiles in the group, and everyone started packing up their belongings.  As I stuffed my notebook into my backpack, I realized that there was someone standing in front of me.  I did not see her so much as sense her, and the smell of her flowery powdery perfume tickle my nose.

“Can you stay for a few minutes, Liz?” she whispered softly.

I nodded again, reverting back to the bobble-head that she had apparently turned me into.  I clasped my hands together in my lap and waited for the room to empty.  Once everyone else had left, she perched herself on the edge of my desk and watched as my eyes traveled up the length of her silky smooth leg.  By the time my eyes traveled over her trim waist and the swell of her breasts and reached her face, she was grinning like a cat that just snared the mouse.

****

“You’re one of the prettiest women I’ve seen here on campus,” she whispered, that Southern accent just dripping honey.

I felt my cheeks bloom hot pink and I studied the fake wood grain of the surface of the desk.

“I’ve noticed that you’ve been staring at me this whole time.  Do I make you nervous?” she asked as she re-crossed her legs towards me.

“Y-Y-Yes,” I nodded.

“Why on earth do I make you nervous, hon?” she laughed lightly.

I shrugged, “I don’t know.”

I twisted my fingers together in my lap and tried not to look at her.  Unfortunately, by strategically avoiding her face, I ended up staring at the shadow that lay in the triangle of her upper thighs just underneath the hem of her skirt.  That did not help my situation.

“Liz?” she said softly, “Do you know why I make you nervous?”

I shook my head.

“Oh but I think you do.  You find me attractive,” her voice dropped an octave which seemed to resonate in parts of my body I had almost forgotten about.

I felt my cheeks darken with a new flush of heat and she laughed lightly.

“It’s okay, Liz, really.  I find you attractive as well.”

I looked up at her and took in the depth of her intense eyes.  They did not seem to be mocking me or challenging me.

She stood up off the desk and walked around to crouch down next to me.  Her light perfume was intoxicating and I could not stop my body from responding to her fingers on my bare knee.  Despite the fact that my sundress covered everything, I could not help but feel exposed when the goosebumps erupted over my skin.  Her fingers tickled my knee and I squirmed in my seat.

My whole body felt warm and flush at the nearness of this beautiful woman.  When she leaned forward and brushed her lips against mine, I gasped and dug my nails into my palms.  She pulled back to study my face and I guess she liked what she saw because she leaned forward again, and pressed her lips firmly against mine.

It was completely different than kissing a guy.  Her lips felt soft and warm and her skin was satin against mine, no stubble to scratch my face.  The tip of her tongue slid across my lower lip and the only thought in my head was that I wanted more.  I had never thought of being with another woman before, but as Dr. Andrews kissed me, I could think of nothing else.

I had limited sexual experience to begin with, but none of it had been all that thrilling.  In fact, kissing her for just a few minutes was heating my body in ways that actual sex had never accomplished.

Her fingertips were still tickling my knee as she deepened her kiss but her other hand had my full attention as it slid up my arm and over my shoulder to rest at the nape of my neck.

She finally broke the kiss to smile at me, “By the way, I’m Melanie.”

I laughed at the suddenness of her introduction.  She quirked that eyebrow at me and I shook my head.

“Sorry, that was just very sudden,” I admitted.

She rose to a standing position and pulled me up as well.  We would have been about the same height except she was still wearing those three-inch heels.  Because of her footwear, I found my face right up next to her neck.  Without thinking, I leaned forward and kissed her warm skin while I inhaled the scent of her.  It was mixed with powder and flowers and a honeyed musk that I vaguely recognized.  When her arms slid around my waist, I realized that my satin panties were slippery against my skin.

She held me against her body and I threaded my arms around her neck as I nibbled her ear.  Her full lips parted as she moaned softly and I darted my tongue along the curve of her throat.  As I slid my mouth over her collarbone, the loose fitting blouse moved with me, and I found more skin that needed my attention.  I kissed every inch that was available to me while she kept moaning and digging her nails into my lower back.

Suddenly she pulled away, and I was terrified that I had crossed some invisible line that I did not know existed.

Her smile eased my confusion and she led me by the hand to the teacher’s desk at the front of the room.

“Sit up there,” she motioned as she walked away to lock the classroom door.

I perched on the edge of the desk and swung my legs nervously.  She turned and stared at me with one hip cocked to the side.

“Oh Liz,” she murmured softly.

My legs stopped moving and anxiety started to creep into my thoughts.

She walked back over, slowly unbuttoning her blouse as she approached me.  By the time she was in front of me, she had lost the sheer white blouse and the lacy bra underneath.  Her breasts were large and firm and full, and they bounced slightly as she moved.  She watched me staring at them with a devilish smile.

She took my hand and gently placed it against one warm globe.  It felt soft yet firm, pliable and yielding to my touch.  I squeezed lightly and she nodded.

“Anything you want,” she breathed.

I raised my other hand and caressed the other one, letting my fingertips brush over her stiffening nipple.  She groaned and arched into my hands.  I watched, fascinated, as my fingers played with the tight pink tips.  I rolled them and tugged on them, and without even thinking about it, I lowered my head to taste them.

She pressed her hands against the back of my head and held me against her flesh as my tongue worked one nipple then the other.

“Oh god,” she exhaled softly.

I loved the way they felt between my lips, pebbly and firm but yielding slightly between my teeth and under my tongue.  The silky flesh of her breasts was warm beneath my fingers as I massaged their heaviness.  Her soft gasps let me know I was doing something right but suddenly she pulled away, her eyes glassy and her lips parted.

I was still perched on the edge of the desk but she firmly pushed me back so I was not wobbling to keep my balance.  She slid her trim hips between my thighs and stepped forward until she was pressed against the core of my body.  I was certain she could feel the heat radiating from my body.

As her lips found the pulse in my neck, she slid the straps of my sundress off my shoulders, tickling my arms as she worked them down.  The dress slid to my waist and she exhaled her approval when my breasts popped into view.  She buried her face between them while her fingers rolled and pinched my already stiff nipples.

I had never had anyone pay so much attention to them.  The boys I dated in high school and college had always just grabbed a handful of flesh and squeezed, but Melanie seemed intent on licking and nibbling every inch.  I was surprised at her exploration and how she found every sensitive part that I never knew existed.  My breath caught in my throat as short little gasps and I buried my hand in her soft curls to hold her against my body.

As she kissed her way down my smooth stomach, her hands crept up my inner thighs, sliding my dress with them until the entire garment was bunched around my waist.  She hooked her thumbs into the strings of my thong and slid it down until I was spread open and bare in front of her.

I could feel the cool air against my warm wetness and it made me shiver, especially as she knelt down in front of me.  Her breath warmed my flesh again and I gasped.

Her voice sounded like thick honey when she whispered, “Have you ever had someone go down on you?”

I nodded, “Uh-huh.”

“And did you enjoy it?”

“I guess.”  A couple of past boyfriends had tried but it had not really been all that interesting or pleasurable.

She chuckled, “If that’s your answer, then they weren’t doing it right.”

I flushed pink as she pushed me flat on the desk.  When her lips brushed against my wet pussy, I gasped but when her tongue slipped between the folds, I moaned.  It felt completely different than before.  She ran her tongue everywhere, tasting and licking and nibbling.  Before it had always been a clumsy effort with no real intent, but she was focused on enjoying my body and making sure I was enjoying the act.

I wrapped my fingers around the edge of the desk as she continued to tease me.  It was soft and gentle and torturous but I could have sworn I heard her moaning along with me.  My pulse pounded in my clit but I did not even know what I wanted.  I just needed more.

“Please,” I breathed into the room.

She raised her head with a wicked smile on her glossy lips, “Please what?”

“I-I-I don’t know… Please… More…”

She chuckled again but when she returned her mouth to my pussy, it was different.  Her lips pressed against me and the tip of her tongue found the tiny throbbing nub.  I could not help but bury my hand in her curls and press her to me.  I think I felt her smile but it was a passing feeling as the sensations from her tongue overwhelmed my entire body.  I felt hot and cold, flush and needy, as though I could not get enough of whatever it was she was doing to me.

The tip of her tongue flicked and rubbed my aching clit until I could not breathe.

“Please… Melanie…” I begged, the words falling from my parted lips without my permission.

In a swift motion, Melanie buried two fingers inside me while her lips trapped my clit.  As her tongue flicked firmly, her fingers worked their way to a new spot deep inside me, one that sent hot shivers through my body.  As she licked and thrust, the heat inside my blood threatened to boil over.  I wriggled under the onslaught of sensations but Melanie did not relent.  She sucked firmly on my clit while her fingers continued to press against that spot inside.  Suddenly the bubbles inside hit a boiling point and I squealed as they released all at once.  Every muscle in my body tensed simultaneously and then melted into liquid fire.

Slowly Melanie eased the pressure from her tongue and fingers, and eventually stopped altogether.  My eyes were blurry as I tried to focus on the ceiling.  When my mind returned to my body, I realized that I had scooted backwards on the desk to lie flat and Melanie was curled up next to me, her fingers lightly stroking my hair.

“I-I-I…” I tried to speak.

“Please don’t tell me that was your first orgasm...” she giggled softly.

“Well, no, but…”

“But what?”

“But it was my first with someone else,” I admitted quietly.

Melanie’s Southern voice burst into laughter, “Oh my dear, I am so sorry to hear that!  But I am honored to have been the first!”

I felt my cheeks flush dark pink and I tried to turn away but she held me to her.

“No really, I’m just sorry that you had to wait this long but truly, I am thrilled to have been the first.”

“I don’t remotely know how to repay the pleasure,” I whispered in her ear.

“There will be time enough Liz,” she reassured me as I felt the sleepiness creeping over me.

I was grateful that she managed to keep me awake long enough to get dressed and shuffle back to my apartment across campus.  I missed the rest of my classes that day because once I reached my bed, I passed out completely.

****

It had taken only about an hour with her, but I was a changed woman after that.  That one afternoon with Melanie turned into a full-blown two-year affair, right up until I graduated from the university.  She did let me go easily, knowing that I was not meant to stay in that small college town forever.  I’m not sure that I could have been that mature about it had she not insisted.

About six months into our relationship, I did finally break the news to my friends and they were all surprisingly supportive.  You just never know how people will react when you tell them that (a) you are dating a professor or (b) you are dating a female, let alone (c) all of the above.

After I got my degree, I ended up going on to get masters (with a glowing recommendation from this one particular professor from undergrad school) and then moved into a career of professional counseling.  While my scenery changed over the years, my preferences never did.  After Melanie, I never dated another guy again.

Even though our intimate relationship ended when I graduated, I actually never lost touch.  We have remained close friends through the years and she did an amazing job of guiding me through the process of coming out.  Despite the fact that my first real relationship ever was with a woman, when I left school and left her, I was at loose ends on everything.

I will admit to slipping back to Melanie on more than one occasion, when I was between relationships.  I mean, really, can you ever 100 percent get over the one who was your first?  In some ways, all subsequent relationships are chasing that first experience.  That breathless moment of the first kiss, that thrilling heartbeat as you touch them for the first time.  It changed me and I never regretted leaving dick in the dust.


4. Workplace Arrangement: First Time Lesbian Sex with the Boss by Sofia Miller

Sandra has decided to change her life after high school sweetheart Trent, leaves her fourteen years into their relationship. Frustrated and determined to experiment with all the things she didn’t get to try while she was chained to monogamy, she will take a stroll down the office affair road and end up with a big crush on the most attainable person and unexpected of all: her boss Ania. New to the world of lesbians, will Sandra be able to seduce this power dyke?

It had been one of those turning points in life where I decided to change everything. What else could I do once the breakup bomb had been dropped? For the longest time, it had been the sort of thing I believed happened to other people; people I had to comfort from my privileged place as the only one of my friends who had managed a decent, long-lasting relationship with the person I thought I’d be spending the rest of my life with.

It’s a tough hit to take, that one. The worst part for me was how long it took me to realize that this soft-spoken conversation we were having was actually him trying to end things between us. I sat there obliviously for fifteen minutes, smiling over my salad. That was the thing with Trent, he was never direct enough out of fear of confrontation and the tedium that it led to. It was probably part of the reason we lasted so long and I slow and sadly came to realize that all that wisdom I had been so smug about had absolutely no weight in the real world. I could see it in all their eyes as they told me that things would be fine and I would figure it out in the same condescending tone I used countless times as I showered them with my wisdom on how to deal with their horrible suitors and shady fashion choices.

They say karma is a bitch. They are not wrong.

After a couple of weeks of pure self-loathing and pity, I decided that what I really needed to pick myself up off the ground, was a new set of everything. A new place that wasn’t haunted by Trent, clothes that didn’t remind me of the smug, passive-aggressive arm candy I became when I was with him, and a new job; a new office with a whole new set of acquaintances that didn’t know me as the girl who had just been dumped by her boyfriend of 14 years.  He could have all of their shared friends in the split, the last thing she needed was their pity as they asked how she was doing and avoided talking about Trent and his new girlfriend Amanda – who just happened to be talented, brilliant and stunning. Amanda who was living my life and showing up to Wednesday bowling nights in her cute summer dresses.

Fuck Amanda. And fuck all those other nasty little backstabbers for not having the common courtesy of warning me because “they didn’t want to get in the middle”. 

That had been the last drop, hadn’t it? With friends like that, I was better off starting over. At least that was what it felt like as I stormed out of the room, giving them the finger with one hand as I stole one last beer with the other. Who the hell wears a dress to bowling, anyway? Seriously.

That night was far from my best. I got back home to my sister’s apartment and drank the entire contents of the liquor cabinet, which included a third of a Malibu rum bottle, a shot of Midori, and a half a green apple Schnapps.  Then, I decided to leave four messages for Trent before, by some miracle, my battery died. It wasn’t miraculous enough because eventually I got distracted Facebook-stalking Amanda until I passed out, neck deep in tissues. Trying to get used to the couch but dreading the moment when my own bed made me face the endless emptiness of the side of the bed he claimed.

I hated waking up feeling like that, so goddamn defeated. So I made a plan to change my life, get rid of everything and anything that reminded me of Trent. It sounds easy until you realize he’s laced with the very roots of you. I had to cut around, start by finding a whole new neighborhood and hand my two-week notice at the magazine I had been the online editor for the past eight years.

Everyone told me to stop, pause and reconsider, but I was determined.

Within a couple of months, I had moved into a small two-bedroom apartment I could have all to myself and a job working for a Dutch company specializing in travel and basically charging people a fortune for research they couldn’t bother to do themselves. The offices were a twenty-minute walk away from the new place, and my job basically consisted of writing about these fabulous destinations and the amazing deals and benefits that booking through us would afford them, both editorially and in the sales area. It was nice, undemanding, and left me with a lot of time to wander about, talk to my co-workers and make new friends. It was all part of the plan, more or less. Like incorporating more summer dresses into my wardrobe and only wearing my hair up once a week. Like waking up an hour earlier to hit the gym and reminding myself not to use expressions like “hit the gym”.

Finally, and perhaps most importantly, I promised myself I would only get involved in very casual affairs with people who were nothing like Trent until I had figured out who I was without him. Without our collective “us” and “we”. It was a sad thing, but I couldn’t remember the person sitting under all those years as a couple, with tastes and opinions of her own. I sure as hell couldn’t let another person in my life before I figured out what kind of woman she was and what, if anything, I wanted from a partner.

The thought of having a partner made my skin crawl, though. There was so much I had missed out as the respectable half of one of those relationships that made old aunts sigh and others roll their eyes as they were subjected to the story one more time: how we had been life-long friends and together since the beginning of high school. How we were meant to last forever. I wanted the complete opposite: I wanted my apartment all to myself, my salary spent on new shoes and clothes and my romantic life went with only the occasional sexual encounter to keep me satisfied. I wanted to fuck and be fucked and experience all those things you just can’t experience when you have dedicated every year of your life to be someone else’s boyfriend.

***

Jason was the computer guy at the office. He was one of those lanky nerds that had completely missed the memo on his own attractiveness and went through the life smiling at people and being nice and kind, oblivious to his own looks and even sexier because of it. He was funny, intelligent and the kind of witty that won hearts over in a matter of hours. Also? He was tall. He was very, very tall.

I had always been attracted to taller men. It was in their hands and those long fingers, but I also liked the feeling that their form towering over mine gave me as if knowing that he could overpower me if he tried made me want to test and push back. Made me want to challenge him to a wrestling match that quickly became something else in my mind as I watched him work on my new office computer.

And I really don’t know what took over me.

I was wearing one of those sundresses I got myself in my new life plan and felt his elbow brush against my knee as I leaned in for him to explain how to log into the CMS. There was something in that pause, that look he gave me – as if he was waiting for my permission to lift his hand from the keyboard and softly touch my knee.

“Is this okay?” He asked, his fingers sliding from the knee to my thigh tentatively.

I could feel the way he was shaking as It moved a little further and then stopped suddenly, stuck between whether he should go on or just retire. Unsure, he kept his hand right where it was and looked up at me, searching my eyes for some sort of incentive or deterrent to guide him through his next move. I don’t know if it was the novelty of it, the fact that he wasn’t Trent, or how long it had been since I felt truly wanted, but I parted my legs for him and smiled a slow smile, reaching down to guide his hand further up my skirt.

Those Nintendo-callused fingers were as fucking good as I expected them to be. Long and thick and dexterous as they brushed the crotch of my panties aside and began to touch me, spreading my lips and rubbing in patient circles until he couldn’t resist and pressed two fingers into my warm, wet pussy. I bit down on my lip, trying to quiet down the moan that threatened to push past my lips as he inserted a second finger and, placing his other hand on my stomach, began to finger fuck me. The unhurried movements more out of cautiousness than any interest to tease me.

I could see his erection pressing painfully against his jeans already and it only turned me on, his fingers slick with proof as I began to rock my hips to the rhythm of his fingers. A little harder every time.

“You’re fucking my fingers…” he exhaled, his tone both breathless and incredulous.

And I was a little shocked at how satisfied I was with doing just that.

My cubicle was in the furthest corner of the last row and standing as I was, I could see the empty cubicles around it and had a clear view of the door. It was perfect as long as I could manage to concentrate on checking for people instead of his hands, the way they touched me and how his fingers penetrated me in a way so pleasurable I was honestly disappointed when he stopped. Even through the anticipation, I wanted more. More of his hands and those slick fingers I kept pressing myself back against.

The smack on my ass resonated through the entire space and made me glad it was so early – earlier than most people were used to around here. The only person around was the security guard past the glass doors at the entrance, who could probably hear each moan and grunt produced as he fingered me so hard my knee ended up on the desk, my legs spread wide as he reached for his erection and began to stroke himself through the condom. He moved closer, teased me with the head of his cock and another smack that made me whimper.

“Do it.” I pleaded, his breath hot on my neck as he adjusted himself behind me.

“Do what?” He asked, his voice teasing and his anxieties gone.

He wasn’t shaking anymore as he wrapped an arm around my waist, letting his hand snaked down between my legs massage my clit in small circles with his index and middle fingers.

“Fuck me.” I hissed, pressing myself up against his hand and then rocking back to feel his cock, hard and ready. “Do it.”

His free hand reached between us to guide himself in, then, he rocked forward with a thrust vicious enough to make my voice echo through the empty workspace again.

We fucked hard and fast, invigorated by the thought of being caught until he had to put his hand over my mouth to shut me up before the guard decided to check if I was being murdered instead of fucked raw. I almost didn’t notice Edna from accounting as she walked in, coughing that cough that never seemed to go away.

I pushed Jason back onto the chair, landing on top on him. And any normal person would have stopped then, but I was a woman possessed and began to fuck him faster and harder. My hand over his mouth as he stuck his fingers in mine – muffling my cry as my whole body arched and shivered with orgasm. His fingers digging harshly into my hips as he came a few hip thrusts later.

I stood, turning my music up and yanking one of two drawers open to produce a package of wipes I offered to him after grabbing a few.

“I… I don’t know how --” he stuttered, trying to find the words as he pulled the condom off and cleaned himself before wrapping it in the moist towels and throwing it away in my trash basket. 

“Do I…. I mean you are –“

“Stop,” I shook my head, tossing the bunched up wipes into the same basket, “you don’t have to say anything and this doesn’t need to be anything other than an amazing office fuck that stays between you and me.”

“I…”

“I like you, It was fun, but I can’t give you anything else right now. And you don’t really want anything else either, so how about we don’t make this weird?”

Still a little speechless, he laughed.

“Fine, no weirdness. Just let me go wash my hands and I’ll finish installing the program so you can get to work.”

“Appreciate it a bunch, mister.” I winked.

He seemed to be fine with it as he gave me a peck on the cheek when he stood, right before wandering out from our hiding place as people started to pour into the office. And as I saw my new co-workers wander in, I wondered how terrible an idea it would be to get a little collection of fuck buddies right there in the office. A little bit of experimenting with the menu at hand.

It was a lost cause because I was determined to find out how much I could get away with. I wondered about who looked like they might want to get in trouble with me, which conference rooms were best for middle-of-the-day fucks and the parking room spots that allowed the most privacy.

It was around that time that I began to really notice Ania.

***

I didn’t want the whole office to notice I had the plan to fuck my way through the people I found attractive around there for a number of reasons, I needed to be smart and to find legitimate excuses to meet up with the people I hoped to seduce. I booked meetings and crossed my fingers, hoping they would find me irresistible in a short skirt and high heels and take me right there; in their office, the bathroom, the copy room – I had a list of ideal spots I hoped to get through in a certain amount of time. As for my conquests? I didn’t do too bad: there was Marcus with his own corner office, Jamie with his spacious black car, and Jason, whom I visited with computer issues often and fucked in the utility closet.

Then, there was and a quiet, almost unacknowledged, interest in our brave leader. Ania.

Ania was the founder of the company and a consummated power dyke. She wore killer tailored suits that showed off her impossibly long legs and well-toned figure; her waist, cleavage, and ass were always bang on. She at no point aimed to look like anything other than the ridiculously sexy woman she had been ever since she realized she was too smart and pretty to give a fuck about what the world thought about her and her personal preferences. And so, she didn’t anymore. At least that was what she preached on blog posts and interviews about her wonderful little company.

I had never experienced with women before. There was that one drunken kiss in the pool at that Hawaiian college party I had gone to with Trent, but I was pretty sure that drunkenly smooching on your best friend from college in front of your boyfriend was one of those rites of passage that you stumbled through and often forgot. It had been fun, I guess. The parts I remembered were definitely not something I would ever regret but I was convinced that my lesbian tendencies had been put to bed that night when the three of us passed out side by side before any experimenting could happen.

Trent would never forgive himself for it.

Still, it couldn’t be denied that what Ania made me feel, in the midst of all that nervousness, was the strongest attraction. The kind of attraction that made me stutter, giggle at jokes that may not have been that funny and, suddenly, stop noticing the boys who had been so accommodating up until now. Slowly, I began to lose interest in them, making up excuses to miss our dates, and then pitching them some cheap sell about how it was unprofessional to do what we had been doing for weeks at the office.

The truth was that I was unexpectedly terrified that the rumor of me sleeping with half the office would reach the boss.

Far from being afraid of getting fired, I feared that her knowing I was involved with these men would make Ania assume, perhaps correctly, that I was straight. Exclusively so. It was a strange thought to have with so much more at stake here, but it was there. In my daydreams and my night dreams, some more vivid than others. Some so realistic I woke up worked up and wet.

In the dream, I walked up to her and grabbed her by the arm to catch her attention, pulling her close to tell her that I was feeling I might be a little bit bi-curious. Then, I kissed her so hard, deep and intense I often woke up breathing heavily and flushed. Snapped out of it with my tits rising and falling with my hollow breaths.

It wasn’t like I got a lot of alone time with Ania. Or any at all, really. In fact, I usually only got to see her at meetings, on the other side of the table. Far, far away from where I sat, looking perfect and untouchable. When we spoke, it was usually with a group of people around us, throwing ideas on what should be written on the blog and how. It was all about work and why wouldn’t it be? I still couldn’t help resenting her for speaking to other people and giving the time I wasn’t getting, no matter how obvious or justified.

As much as I had been wishing and praying for a one-on-one, mainly as part of a fantasy I hoped one day would become a reality, I wasn’t particularly surprised or suspicious when Ania’s assistant poked her head into my cubicle and told me that the boss would like a word with me before I left later that evening. It did, however, fill me with that bubbling excitement that takes over you like sparkly wine prickling at your chest and buzzing inside you and ready to blow the cork.

I ran to the bathroom like a teenager who has just been told their crush is waiting for them downstairs, entirely by surprise, and spent the next fifteen minutes in front of the mirror. I brushed my teeth, used my fingers to comb my hair out of the messy bun it had been pinned into all day and then pinned it back up in a better, nicer, more arranged little bun – without the pencils and the stray locks that stuck out and spilled from the careless pin I had tucked it into in anticipation of finally leaving the office. 

The office was almost empty by the time I returned to my cubicle to wait for the time of our meeting to arrive. It dragged, gave me enough time to go from that hopeful excitement that I would get to maybe kiss her, to the worrisome realization that maybe I wasn’t being called to be kissed at all. Maybe it had more to do with my office affairs and I was, actually, about to get fired.

***

“Come in, Sandra.”

“Ania, hi,” I walked into the office, the largest of them all, with a large window and a view of the city from the 19th floor. “You wanted to see me?”

“I did, yeah, come in. Sit down, please.”

Ania’s office was a spacious room with very clean lines and minimal decoration; she had a painting facing her desk and the city’s skyline as a backdrop when she sat at her desk. I moved closer, sliding into one of the chairs opposite to her seat and glancing around for a moment before returning my attention to her. Even with all those noteworthy details, the view, the pictures and the decorations, Ania was the most mystifying thing in the room. The most appealing.

“I spoke to Edna,” she began, making my heart sink instantly upon realizing that this could only be about one thing.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. She brought certain things to my attention.”

“Certain things?” I asked, biting my lower lip to add my nervousness to the list of things I was feeling as I felt the blood rise to my face, filling it and leaving it so hot and heavy I could barely hold it up. “Like what?”

“You know what,” Ania smiled at me, leaning back into her chair.

She was wearing a pair of black slacks, red stiletto heels and a crisp white shirt with only the two middle buttons done, leaving her a view of both her stunning cleavage and a stomach she had obviously put a lot of work into. I noticed that she had the longest neck as she tilted her head to the side and brought a hand up to massage it, thumb and middle fingers massaging first the neck and then the shoulder.

“I…”

“Edna thinks it has all been to get my attention, I am wondering if I can just turn a blind eye to all of this or if I should take legal action. What do you think?”

“Edna said that?”

I knew that what was being said here was impossibly serious, but it was hard for me to see the bigger picture. Hard for me to understand that my career was on the line as she sucked the cap of her pen between her lips. She looked interested in what I had to say as soon as she realized that what worried me most about her words, was what Edna had been babbling to her about. Again, I felt that adolescent tug of anxiety I hadn’t experienced in long enough to know I was never really fond of it. I hated the uncertainty. I hated that all I could think of was spreading my legs and letting her watch.

“Is it true?” 

“Maybe?” I sighed, my hands gripping my knees like a school girl being told off.

“Stand up.”

I looked up at her, my brows furrowed in a question she answered simply by signaling my to stand with her hand. I stood, suddenly feeling her eyes as they devoured me in the black and yellow floral print I was wearing, my tits rising and falling in that deep v neck cleavage, much to her delight.

“Take that off.”

I was confused. I wanted it, I couldn’t explain why, but I really wanted it. I wanted to do as I was told. To submit myself to her. There was another part of me, though, a smaller part of me, that wanted me to shake my head and tell her that what she was asking me to do was inappropriate – far much more than anything I had done so far because she was in a position of power. It was a part of my brain that spoke with a shaky voice; a part of my brain that wasn’t entirely convinced that the right thing was the right thing at all.

A part of my brain that went ignored as I slipped both straps off my shoulders and felt the loose fabric of the summer dress slide off of me to leave me standing in a mismatched pair of polka-dotted bra and panties. The dress pooling at my feet and covering my heels until I stepped away from it and gave a little turn that was entirely of my design.

“So,” Ania stood up, her hands sliding into her pockets as she slipped closer to me, her heels clicking as she moved in circles around me, “Why have you been fucking all of my employees if you’ve been trying to get to me?”

“No offense, but it looks like it might have worked.”

“Take the bra off and put your hands on the back of the chair,” she said, “lean forward.”

I did as I was told, letting the bra drop and placing my hands on the backrest of the chair, gripping it tightly to steady myself as I felt my legs beginning to shake with anticipation, my breath caught in my throat.

I felt her hand slide my panties down before she slid it between my thighs. The way she touched me. I had never been touched like that before, with subtle touches, fingers spreading and pinching and slapping until she dropped to her knees and suddenly, without a warning, stuck her face between my legs from behind. I could feel her up against my ass as she began to eat me out, thrusting her chin up aggressively as she tasted me, pushing me forward and forcing me to grip the chair even more tightly than I had been before. Each stroke of her tongue and tease of her lips taking me closer to the edge until I was moaning out loudly, without any control over it or any care about the way she was making me feel.

I ended splayed on a light blue rug in the middle of the room, peeling clothes off of her while we kissed. I could taste myself on her lips and it made me want to taste her as I pushed a hand between her legs, her pants discarded to the side, her panties wet as I pulled them off and smelled her on them, my stomach tying in knots after the crazy fluttering of the inner butterflies. I began tentatively, touching her like I liked touching myself when I woke up horny in the morning and slipped my hand between my legs before I was even fully awake. It was clumsy, but her broken directions as I hit the right spots were as much of a turn on as the way her pussy responded to the way I touched her.

I could still taste her as I slipped back into my underwear, watching her pull layers of clothes with her short hair stuck at an odd angle; flattened as she pressed her head back to the ground while I learned the right way to go down on her. I had never been directed before, but it was difficult to deny its appeal. I could feel myself getting wet all over again just thinking about it.

“Needless to say,” she said after her clothes were back on, her shirt having lost its pristine crispness to be left with the wrinkled evidence of their desperate fuck, “you’re not going to sleep with any of the boys again, are you?”

“No,” I answered without missing a beat, licking my lips and finding the remains of her sticking to them stubbornly – her taste everywhere. “I stopped a couple of days ago.”

“Good,” she smiled. “Next week, same time?”

I nodded. I wasn’t entirely convinced with our arrangement but I wasn’t really sure about anything other than how immensely good it felt to kiss her; to taste and finger her; how great it was to have her tongue playfully flick my clit. Maybe what I had been missing all along was a bossy sort of woman in my life.


5. Emma's Story: My First lesbian Lover by Riley Davis

She entered the room like a wave of hot fire. Strong. Sexy. I loved the way she smiled and the feel of her hand in mine. We danced and drank and even shared a bed. Could I take it a step further? I would have her and know what it was to be loved. Unless she broke my heart. What the hell was I supposed to do then?

She stormed into the first day of our American Lit class at least ten minutes late balancing a bagel in her mouth and an oversized backpack against her slim hip. Her hair was a crazy shade of red, and it hung over her shoulders in loose curls.

“Ashley Barnes. The only person who failed to speak up during roll call. Am I right?”

Every eye in the room turned to see her nod as Professor Parker tapped his watch and asked her how she had made it to the university if she didn’t know how to keep time. The girl never blinked as she assumed the only free desk at the front of the classroom and let the bagel fall into her palm with an apologetic bow of her head.

“Would you believe that question was not on the application?” she asked with a bright smile that never wavered, and a silence hung over the room as she pulled the required textbook from her bag and shot the rest of us an assured stare.

“At least I’m prepared for whatever you have on the syllabus,” Ashley continued. “But fair warning; I got through the Hawthorne last night and put in for a little Poe before the sun was even up.”

Bold, beautiful and ambitious. Just the sound of her voice triggered something in my soul that must have always been there even if I couldn’t give it a name.

“Fair enough,” Parker said with what sounded like grudging respect. “And now that you have graced us with your presence, let’s say we get on with the task at hand.”

“That’s what I’m here for,” she chirped as she lengthened up the back of her neck and tied her hair into a messy bun. “I can share with anyone who forgot to buy the book.”

Her words earned her a few groans from the peanut gallery, and our eyes just locked as she glanced over her shoulder. God she had an amazing smile. So many teeth tucked between plump, lush lips. Forget sharing the text and trying to make sense of the words; I was counting the seconds until the lesson’s end.

The moment of truth took an eternity to arrive, and as every other student shuffled out of the room, a few shooting her dirty glances just for the hell of it, I inched closer to her desk, my body buzzing as I met her eyes.

“Did I come on too strong?” she asked with a light laugh.

“I thought it was awesome,” I said. “Like something out of a movie.”

“Thanks,” she said as she packed up and leaned in to my ear, her breath warm and sweet as it washed over my flushed face. “You want to know a secret?”

“Sure!”

That came out a little too eager and I was ready for her to roll her eyes and say that she had something else to be late for when her fingers grazed the surface of my sleeve. I felt my skin tingle under my denim jacket and hoped that I could keep from falling over when she gave me a sly wink.

“After the Hawthorne and right before the Poe, I spent the rest of the night binge watching Julia Roberts. Maybe this was me making like Erin Brockovich. Funny how some things get stuck in your mind and make you want to bring them to life.”

Truer words were never spoken by another living soul.

“So you… I guess you like multi-task,” I said as I bounced from one foot to the other. Why were my hands suddenly so sweaty? It wasn’t like she was Michael Warren, my unrequited love from Saint Mary’s who failed to ask me to prom. I still went to the dance and hoped he might see me with new eyes and twirl me around the floor as the DJ spun his sounds.

Never happened. And right now I didn’t even care.

“I’m a girl with many talents,” she said. “Sorry. I didn’t catch your name.”

“Oh, I’m… my name is…”

It took me longer than I cared to admit to actually remember what it was, and Ashley rested her hand on my shoulder, her touch flowing through me again as the fog left my mind and I felt like I might drown in her deep blue eyes.

“It’s Emma,” I muttered.

“I love that!” she said. “Right out of Austen. So much better than sharing a name with the so-called hero that pretty little Scarlett O’Hara spends way too much time sniffing around.”

To my shame, I hadn’t read the book. But I had the movie as a point of reference. Maybe it was my aversion to mustaches, but the pale gentleman with more manners than moxie never seemed like the worst bet, and I gasped when she reached down and gave my hand a tiny squeeze.

“Where are you off to next?” Ashley asked. “I don’t have another class until after lunch.”

“Same here,” I said.

“Perfect! That bagel was just not enough. You want to split a plate of fries?”

“That’s a lot of carbs before noon,” I said. “How do you manage to stay up so late if you---?”

“All about the coffee,” she said. “Caffeine is a girl’s best friend.”

God how I wanted to play that role. The feel of her arm locking around mine seemed as normal as breathing as we hit the cafeteria and shared what sort of felt like a meal.

And a first date.

“So, Emma,” she said as she dabbed the corners of those lush lips with a flimsy napkin and tapped her nails of many colors against the tabletop. “Tell me you story.”

“My story?”

“Your hopes and your dreams. Where you come from and where you see yourself once we’re out of this institutional setting and making waves in the world.”

The music in her voice made me think that there was no way that she would not make that much and more happen. I was here because it was the next logical step. I had no major and imagined that I would end up like my mother. The running joke in my family was that she had gone to college only to catch my dad’s eye at a frat party and fall in love. She was kind of smart about it; they dated well past graduation and only married once he was landscaping fulltime and she managed a dentist’s office. They never seemed anything but happy. Maybe I would be as lucky and catch a prince before my first semester was out.

Or a princess.

“Interesting,” Ashley said as she munched on another fry. “I really do love those types of stories.”

“What type?” I asked.

“Two separate souls seeing each other from across a dark room. And they just know. You know?”

“Yes,” I whispered as my knees knocked together under the table. What would it feel like to run my fingers through her fiery hair? I had to sit on my hands to fight the urge, and my mind drifted into directions that signaled sin. If Sister Virginia were to suddenly enter the room with her glasses just perched on the edge of her nose, no doubt she would whip out a ruler and remind me how hot the fires of hell could burn for the damned.

Yet fire meant heat which was always good for keeping out the cold.

“But you have it all figured out, right?” I said. “Let me guess. You… you’re going to write your own stories. Or… or something for Julia Roberts to play. Maybe get her a chance at another Oscar?”

Ashley laughed out loud as she slapped her hand to the frayed jeans at her thigh, and I joined in as she coiled her fingers around mine.

“Looks like you already have my number,” she said. “Maybe this is the meeting that will make the next four years well worth the hassle.”

“That’s a story I’d like to read,” I muttered.

Or better yet, inhabit.

I spent every waking moment with Ashley. We always met up before Parker’s lectures, and he started to call us the wonder twins when we offered insightful analysis on everything from Melville to Bobbie Ann Mason. In the space of the latter’s most famous short story, going to Shiloh seemed like a kind of death sentence, but after a weekend spent in her dorm watching Ken Burns’ Civil War series, she suggested that we check it out come the summer. I liked the idea of a trip that was just the two of us so we could leave the rest of the world behind.

I shared her single bed in what felt like a perpetual sleepover, and Ashley loved to snuggle under the sheets. Sometimes I wondered why she didn’t make another move, but simply being her with was almost enough. Of course I couldn’t help but slip my fingers into my panties and imagine what her hand would feel like on my body. Inside me.

A supposed sin never felt so sweet.

Friday nights were for the mixers, and I learned how to drop it like it was hot under her tutelage. It wasn’t the prom waltz I had been denied, but there was something so much sweeter in dancing beside her and having the freedom to try my own moves as she clapped her hands to the beat and whistled her approval at every turn of my hips.

Did I dare make the next move and take this a step further? Winter break was right around the corner, and I needed something to sustain me in the weeks to come without her.

I bought a blue dress and spent more time than at any other point in my life on my makeup as I approached her dorm room, ready to tell her that she didn’t have to treat me with kid gloves.  I had watched her lips spin theory into cold hard facts and seen them curl around straws as she stayed sober and always made me feel safe. Time to return the favor and I got my hands on a bottle of cinnamon whiskey for us to share. Taking the steps two at a time, I spied her door open and pressed my body to the nearest wall as the sound of muffled voices left the room.

“I’m serious, Ash. I get it now. You were always the one. And I’m not going to let you slip through my fingers again.”

Stretching forward as I held my tongue, I saw a lanky boy with spiky blonde hair kneeling at the foot of her bed as he held her hand and bathed her cheeks with soft kisses.

Who the hell was he? And what right did he have to show up at this moment and spoil that night that was meant to be ours?

“Peter, it’s too late,” she said. “You lied to me. You said we… Christ. We were going to get married.”

I saw her eyes soften as my heart froze, and I silently tried to tell her to slap the boy’s face away when she sighed and settled into his shoulder.

And his long arm worked its way around her waist…

“We still can,” Peter whispered. “Just… all you have to do is come home with me. I’ll take care of you. You’ll never cry again, and I---”

“No!”

Unable to contain myself, I busted into the room and looked into Ashley’s eyes. She gasped as soon as she saw me, and I wanted to be strong enough to lift her into my arms and carry her far away from someone that had hurt her.

“Emma?”

She was on her feet, and I smiled at her touch when she hung her head and glanced over her shoulder.

“Emma this…this is Peter,” she said in a voice so soft that I had to strain my ears to make out her words. “He’s… he is---”

“Not supposed to be here,” I sneered. “I… you should sent him away and let me…”

As my voice trailed off, I was ready to claim her lips and show her what she meant to me despite her wayward lover’s spying eyes. Ashley seemed ready to fall into my mouth when the boy stood tall at our side.

And my world came crashing down around me as she reached back for his hand.

“I’m sorry, Emma,” she murmured. “Guess we’re never going to make it to Shiloh.”

Peter shot me a smug stare, and I suddenly felt like a fool in my blue dress as I turned away and couldn’t tune out the sound of her voice.

“She’s my friend, Peter. She’s… she kept me going.”

“Okay. But now you have me.”

I spent the night in a wave of tears and downed the entire bottle of whiskey until I passed out.

To say that things were strained between us as we worked our way through our finals was the definition of an understatement. Even Professor Parker seemed to sense the chill that rivaled the wind whipping outside the classroom, and he actually pulled me aside to ask me if everything was alright.

“Yes, Sir,” I lied. “Just waking up from a dream is all.”

He frowned and asked if there was anything he could do to help. Did he have the power to turn back time? That would make for a hell of story, but it was the stuff of fantasy. Maybe if I’d told her sooner, let her know that I would fall to my knees at the first chance I wouldn’t be looking forward to going home. I was ready to head for the bus stop, wondering if I even wanted to come back to campus without her…

When Ashley stood before me with wide blue eyes and parted plump lips.

“Thank God you’re still here!”

She lunged forward and took me into her arms, stunning me with the force of her embrace. Her head slipped to the crook of my neck, and I started to ask her if this was her way of saying goodbye when she crushed her mouth against mine. I relished the taste of her hot kiss tinged with coffee and beer as she kicked my door closed and fell to her knees as she burrowed her copper locks in my lap.

“I’m so sorry,” Ashley whispered. “Forgive me.” Threading my fingers through her hair, I blinked back a few tears as she slowly looked up at me and waited for me to speak.

“I… you should be,” I said softly. She climbed up my body and cupped my chin in her hands. Could I just kiss her again? My tongue ached to tangle with hers. But I backed off and sat on the edge of the bed as I hugged my legs to my chest.

“What the hell, Ashley?” I asked. “You… I thought we had… I thought that you wanted me---”

“I do!” she insisted. “Peter was… I mean he was my first love or whatever. Mixed me up a little to see him again. Like you never had a first love, Emma.”

There was the memory of Michael Warren. But truth be told…

“Yes,” I whispered. “You.”

Ashley smiled at that and wiped a stray tear from her face. Cuddling close to my side, she held me in her arms and peppered my neck with kisses that made me whimper before she finally met my eyes again.

“Then give me another chance,” she said. “Because I… I can’t… I don’t want to lose you.”

Her kiss thawed the ice that had worked its way around my heart, and her fingers drifted under the waist of my jeans as she pushed her hand between my thighs and caressed my cunt as she kept showering my hair with her tender lips.

““I don’t want to play games here, Ashley,” I muttered. “I… if you’re just here to have some fun and get back to your boyfriend, I---”

“No!” she cried. “I’m not playing with you.”

Again our lips locked, and I chased after her kiss when she removed her blouse and let my eyes linger on her ample breasts.

“Play with me,” she teased. “I need you so much. I… I want your hands on me.”

Stretching forward, I traced the line of her slender neck and let my fingers fall down her sides until they hitched under her paisley skirt. The feel of her creamy thighs made me sigh, and I touched her taut belly as she nodded her head.

“Just like that,” Ashley said. “Keep going.”

But suddenly I paused and pulled my hands away as I softly shook my head.

“You… you do get that this is my first time doing this,” I said. “I mean with a girl.”

“You’re off to a great start Emma,” she said with a smile. “Here I… how about I make it nice and easy for you.”

Ashley shot up and discarded her skirt. No panties. I had stolen glimpses of her body here and there as she pulled sweaters over her head and shimmied into fresh jeans. But now it was so much more than a moment. Her perfect body was on full display, and she lay back on the mattress and grabbed my hand.

“As you were,” she said. “Do with me what you will.”

Biting down on my lip, I started at her ankles and let my hands glide up the length of her legs. The urge to nip at her flesh followed each stroke, and she giggled as I kissed her and made the move to wrap my arms around her waist. Ashley arched her hips as I tickled her ass, and her mouth was hot as she followed my lead. Trembling as she suckled my breasts, my head started to spin as we drifted back to the bed and lingered in each other’s arms.

“I’ve wanted this from the first moment I saw you,” I said.

“Maybe you’re more like your mother than you care to think. You wanted to be sure.”

“And is this?” I asked.

“A sure thing? Feel me.”

Ashley guided my hand between her legs. Her damp cunt was all that I needed to know, and I explored her folds as she turned her body to let me take her deeper. The feel of her pleasure was rivalled by the light in her eyes, and as they started to fall back in her head, I grabbed her face and stared at her hard.

“I… I need to you to touch me,” I said.

“How about you level the playing field?” she asked.

I started to undress when I stopped and reached for her hands.

“You do it,” I said. “Don’t worry about hurting me or anything.”

“Because I’ve already done that?” she asked with a sad sigh.

“Yeah,” I confessed. “But we’re past that now, right?”

“In every way, baby.”

She tore at me sweater and relieved me of my jeans with a quick tug. The sight of my panties made her frown, and she snapped the elastic about my waist.

“Not that I blame you or anything,” she teased. “But these are getting in the way.”

“Then take them off,” I said. I was ready for her fingers to make the move when she bowed her head and tugged the silk away with her teeth. Laughing as I wrapped my arms around her, I moaned as she softly touched my thighs and grazed the short hairs surrounding my pussy.

“How does that feel?” she asked.

“Perfect,” I said as I struggled to breathe. Ashley’s stroke was a tender taunt. Every time I felt like she was about to consume me, she backed off and fell into a sweet caress. It was delicious torment and I wanted this moment for the rest of my life when she cradled my head in her hand.

“You go,” she whispered. “Like when we dance. I love the way you move, Emma.”

Kissing her thighs, I clung to her legs. My mouth roamed up her middle, and I buried my head in her breasts, lapping at her body as I grinded my nails into her back, only stopping when I heard her gasp.

“Did I hurt you?” I asked.

“Nothing that I don’t deserve,” she quipped. “Or can’t handle. But go down now, Emma.”

“Go down?”

“On me, baby.”

Ashley spread her legs, and I blinked at the sight of her cunt. Mine for the taking, and I rubbed her soft flesh as my head fell to her middle. The vibrations pouring from her flesh might have lulled me to sleep in her fingers didn’t keep carding through my hair, and I wanted to be everything to her when I slinked up her frame and rested my head against hers.

“Need a little help here,” I said. “Show me how it works.”

Rolling her eyes with a gentle smirk, Ashley guided me to my back and captured my wrists in her palms.

“Pay attention, Emma,” she said. “Parker doesn’t give lectures on this.”

“Thank god for small miracles.”

We shared a laugh at the old man’s expense, and my wonder twin went to work. Her tongue started to sip my essence.  She darted in and out of my cunt and licked the cum dripping between my thighs. She moaned with each move, and I left her hold to grasp the sheets under my body as she looked up and narrowed her eyes.

“You can scream,” she said. “Dorm’s almost empty.”

“I think… I know I’d like that,” I said. “Ashley, please.”

She kissed one breast and then the other before diving back between my legs.

“Still multi-tasking?” I asked with a weak laugh.

“Maybe I should get some focus here.”

I trembled as she licked and nipped and sent my senses reeling. How did her tongue move so fast? My mound melted into her ministrations, and I wondered why the hell she would ever want to waste such skills on a cock.

“That’s good,” I said. “That… Christ, this is the right thing.”

I felt her head nod as she sucked my pussy dry, and my voice hit the ceiling as she finished me off with a gentle kiss and lifted her head to meet my eyes. I lingered in her stare and let her fingers caress my face as she laid her head in my neck and sighed into my skin.

“All good, Emma?” she asked.

Her lips curled around the sound of my name passing through her lips, and I held her hard and fast as her the red strands of her hair fell before my eyes. I kissed at her locks and wrapped my arm around her neck as she lifted her face to mine, her breath floating into my ears as I listened to the low hum of her whisper.

“I… I always knew that holding you would feel like this.”

“Like what?” I asked. Ashley was silent as her hold grew tighter, and I savored her kisses as she worked her way down my neck and pushed me deeper into the bed.

“Like the best thing,” she said. “Girls… they always smelled so sweet. And then you were right there. A dream come true. Almost.”

“Ashley…”

Was she having second thoughts? Would Peter come back and spoil the show?

“You… are you afraid of this?” I asked as I stroked her sides and savored the feel of her turning into my touch as she closed her eyes.

“No,” she said. “This is the story to tell.”

“Think Parker will ever add it to the syllabus?” I asked.

“Depends on how you play your part,” Ashley said. “Can you please do me now?”

Propping my body up, I kissed her hair and let my fingers settle between her legs. Ashley felt like an extension of my own body as I probed her soft flesh and remembered the moments when I touched myself to the point of screaming.

“I.. I used to think that this was a sin,” I said. “I prayed for it to go away because of the pictures in my mind”

“Tell me what you saw,” Ashley begged as she kissed my hand and fluttered her eyelashes.

“I imagined an angel taking me under her wings. Folding me in so many feathers until I couldn’t breathe.”

“And I’m the writer?” she asked.

“I only want to be yours.”

Ashley kissed me, and I met her mouth and loved the feel of her body on mine. Soft flesh. Her red strands falling through my fingers.

“Let me show you how much,” I said. She giggled as I parted her legs and kissed her inner thighs. Her legs quaked with each peck, and I delighted in the faint scent of flowers flowing from her cunt as I kissed her mound.

I parted my lips.

The taste of her heat falling over and around my tongue felt like coming home. I loved the way she grew wider and let me know her inside as well as out when her flood came hard and fast, like she’d been the one watching me sleep and wanting…

“Why…why did you stop?” she begged as I pulled out and looked down at her with brimming eyes.

“You really won’t leave me?” I asked. “Because I can’t take---”

“Emma, breathe with me.”

Sighing into her hair, I felt her fingers trickling down my sides as she guided me back to her cunt and sweetly kissed the top of my head.

“I’m not going anywhere,” she said. “Come home with me for break. Or I’ll follow you. Or we’ll go to Shiloh.”

“All of the above,” I said as I moved into her depths and swallowed her desire. Ashley writhed underneath my hands, my body, and I heard her scream as she pushed me to my back. Her cunt stayed on my face, and my kisses blazed across her folds. I stayed between her legs until she calmed, and I winded my arms around her body to keep her close as she settled at my side.

“How did I do?” I asked.

“Like an angel,” Ashley said. The feel of her nod made me curve my neck back as I kept touching her hair.

“You’re real sweet,” I said. “When you’re not breaking my heart.”

“Right about here?” Ashley asked as she placed her hand just above my bare breast and I thrummed under her touch. “Feels good and strong now.”

“Thanks to you,” I purred. Giving her a quick kiss, I let the heat from her body warm me like the most brilliant fire, and Ashley lifted her lips to my ear.

“Two separate souls seeing each other from across a dark room. And they just know. You know?”

I did, and as I lay at her side and looked up at the window, I wondered how I would explain missing family Christmas for Shiloh. How we could finagle a double room for next semester.

And how I was going to be happy with her for the rest of my life.
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