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		Cheryl Blossom

		

	
		Part One

		

		About a year ago, it was morning and the November sunlight streams into our family room. It brings warmth to a house that always seems cold. I'm a housewife and mother and this is my own time. My children are at school and the husband is at work.

		I hold a cup of coffee in my hand and stand in front of the window as the sun slowly warms my bathrobe and my naked body underneath. The allure of sex with my husband has long lost its appeal. It's been so long since I've felt tender, romantic caresses.

		He treats me like a vessel that must be filled. I don't want that. I want words, kisses, a tongue on my hot skin, a smile, a warm embrace. I look up the hill at my friend Mary's house.

		I crave her companionship and think about inviting her over for a cup of coffee. Her phone rings, but there's no answer, so I return to our sun-filled family room and look at the bare trees.

		A familiar ache grows in my loins, in my thighs. I walk over to the TV, pull out a DVD that lies hidden behind some books and slip it in. Sitting on the couch, I untie the knot and my robe falls open.

		My body looks inviting in the sunlight and the warmth of the rays increase that tingling sensation. I pick up the remote and start the video. The hurky-jerky motion settles down and the camera focuses.

		A woman is sitting on some pillows naked. She is rubbing her fingers in and out of her cunt and moaning seductively. The hands quicken and the muscles of her thighs begin to tremble. The breathing and moaning deepens and then she grunts as her pelvis lifts off the pillows, her fingers are now buried deep inside and liquid drips off her hand.

		I watch myself on the TV, enthralled at how sexual I am. I made the video as a lark, out of boredom and a growing sexual urgency for something new. Now I watch myself all the time. I love my new-found exhibitionism, but mostly I love watching a woman's nakedness and the eroticism of female sex.

		I become wet instantly and restart the video. My fingers are tweaking my breasts and my clit as I begin the movie once again. The first time I watched myself, I realized just how beautiful the female body is. I don't have a fabulous figure, but I love my soft, hairless skin, the gentle curves and the seductiveness of a woman's breasts and loins are incredible, whether they are mine or someone else's.

		As I watch once again, I find the yearning for the touch of another woman's body growing inside of me. I think of Mary. I take my time, arousing myself, my fingers play a tender tune on my nipples. They quickly grow erect and so I lift one breast to my lips and begin to suck, lick and gently nibble on them.

		Oh my, that feels so nice. Now my hand opens the folds of my vulva, the fingers grow wet and brush moistly across my aching clit. I repeatedly slurp and suck on my round breast and nipple, and flick and rub my swollen pussy, which is so alive right now.

		All the time, I'm watching myself, transfixed by the eroticism of my own body on DVD. The groans coming from deep in my throat escalate as the power of my onrushing orgasm begins its final ascent.

		Once again, on the screen I see my hips rise up in joyous ecstasy and that's when I let go and explode, letting out forcefully the pleasure that wracks my body. I cry out and the release feels so good.

		It's when I let myself slide off the couch and on to the floor, exhausted, that I realize someone is watching. I turn and see a person's back, then hear my rear door shut and see Mary retreating quickly towards her house.

		My mind takes off in a million directions, all in a panic. I actually run to the door, still partially disrobed, and call for Mary to come back. But it's too late.

		After ten minutes of frantic pacing, I call Mary and ask her to come over for some coffee. I don't know what I'm going to say to her. She clearly sounded reluctant, but finally agreed. We greet each other tensely at the door and she apologizes for not knocking.

		I tell her all is forgiven and say I'm just glad it wasn't a delivery man. We laugh and the ice is broken. Then I ask if she had been there long, and when she pauses, I know she saw enough. Blushing madly, Mary asks what I was watching.

		"It sounded quite good," she says, giggling.

		Suddenly I'm stumped. For a moment, I don't know what to say, then tell her it's a masturbation video.

		"Could I borrow it?" she asks, repeating how much I seemed to be enjoying myself.

		Again, I don't know what to say, but can't think of a reason to say no, so I give her the videotape of myself masturbating and tell her to enjoy herself, with a wink.

		For the next two days, I'm mad with worry and anticipation, wondering just what have I done. I keep fantasizing her coming over with the video and talking about how it turned her on. Somehow, we end up on the couch together in each other's arms.

		The fantasy goes off in a dozen different directions after that. Every one of them more graphic and arousing than the last one.

		Finally, one morning after the kids and husband are gone and I'm once again alone, the phone rings and it's Mary. Her voice is shaking a little, but she says she has returned my video and has left something for me on my back porch. I'm a disappointed she didn't come over, but I say thanks and hang up.

		Outside I find two videos. One is mine, the other is something else. My mind and pulse begin to race. In seconds, I'm back inside and my clothes are in a pile on the floor as I slip the new video into the machine. My hand is shaking quite visibly.

		Mary is small with short blonde hair and lovely white skin. She has a wonderful figure, pert little breasts, small hips, and looks late 20's not late 30's. The video begins and she is wearing a lacey, white demi-cup bra, matching G-string and lace-topped, white thigh highs.

		Mary stands about 3 or 4 feet from the camera, grinding her hips, with one hand down the g-string and one on her breasts. Slowly, she backs into an overstuffed wing chair, and slips off the g-string, spreading her legs and bringing her feet up onto the chair.

		Leaving the bra on, she concentrates on stroking her pussy, which swells and opens as I watch. Her inner lips are larger than mine and when she is fully aroused, they really protrude and her pussy is very, very red and wet.

		Then Mary pushes her bra up, exposing her beautiful breasts and keeps one hand circling her little nipples, while the other rubs her lips. I watch her dip her little hand into her pussy once more for moisture and then she brings it up to her clit, which is very red and erect.

		She keeps this up for several minutes, her ass moving faster and faster and her moans getting louder, then she just starts pumping fingers in and out of her slit and rubbing her clit with her thumb.

		Suddenly she comes and I look down and, without realizing it, see my fingers buried deep inside of me. I'm gasping and shaking from my own orgasm. I can't believe it.

		The video goes dark for a moment and then comes back on with Mary, wearing only the hose, getting onto her bed. Lying on her back, she strokes her breasts, thighs and pussy for almost ten minutes, finally thrusting upward with her butt in the air, pounding against the palm of her hand, with three fingers inside of her, clearly climaxing very hard.

		Then Mary does something I've never tried. Lying face down on the bed, with her legs spread and the camera about four feet away, and aimed at her pussy, she puts both hands under her pussy and started a fucking movement, grinding her pussy and clit into one hand, while the other strokes her lips.

		She climaxes again, so quickly this way, and then flips over, pulling a vibrator out from under a pillow and holds it snuggly to her clit, while she finger fucks herself to a final orgasm. When she goes limp at the end of the video, so do I.

		I am breathless, a changed woman. There is a fire inside of me that I know won't be quenched until I have Mary in my arms. I have to have her. I want to consume that beautiful, sensuous body. My own body is covered with sweat as the quivering aftershocks of my own orgasms slowly fade away. My pubic hair is matted and wet, my fingers ache and my pussy is sore. I've never felt so alive before in my life.

		

	
		Part Two

		

		A day later, Mary, came knocking on my back door, a sheepish look on her face. I open the door and let her in.

		"I'm so embarrassed I didn't want to call you or talk to you about my video." Mary said nervously.

		"Nothing to be embarrassed about, you video was hotter than mine, and you body is adorable. What did you think of my video?" I asked.

		"Shit, it got me so hot, I made my video about an hour after watching yours." She admitted.

		We talked about our masturbation vids, and our secret desire for lesbian contact, over several cups of coffee. We both decided that we would try a night out together and maybe find other like minded women. We agreed it would be Friday night, and since we never went out much, our husbands would be hard pressed to object, if two married housewives wanted to go out and have a few beers together. That was a year ago, we have both divorce, I work in a hospital as a LPN and Mary watches both our kids.

		We have an open relationship, we see other women, and then tell each other about our dates. Since we sleep in the same bed quite often. The best of both worlds right now.

		***

		The first pint is always the best. You know that feeling, when the barmaid puts the glass to the nozzle and the pump seems to take forever. Yes, it may take one hundred and nineteen seconds to pour the perfect pint but there's no need for her to be so methodical in her work when I have had such a horrendous day at mine.

		My job as an LPN has a lot of anxiety. But finally, the swirling black elixir floats over the counter and into my hand, as I sink into creamy happiness the way a nomad sinks into an oasis.

		"Why can't you drink lager like most people?" my friend Mary complains, embarrassed by my `butch-looking' Guinness.

		"Because it makes me burp," I answer her frankly. She rolls her eyes at my uncouth demeanor and straightens her skirt for the thousandth time.

		"Do I look okay?"

		"You look beautiful."

		"You didn't even look at me!" Mary's bottom lip is quivering, and she looks like she'll start bawling any minute.

		I fix her with a more thorough stare and make a point of looking her up and down.

		"You really do look fine," I insist. "But she already knows what you look like when you're at your worst, so why make all the effort?"

		"Because it's a DATE." Mary's level of calmness has dipped drastically, and I fear that she is at breaking point.

		I decide not to test her anymore and instead ask her about her plans for the evening. She tells me about Michelle's need to avoid anyone she works with. Mary says it's "some stupid rule about staff and patient boundaries."

		I try so hard not to raise an eyebrow at this point. My Eyebrow of Sarcastic Scorn has troubled many people and rocked many friendships. Although in my defense, on such a subject as Mary's hot new woman I feel I am allowed to be somewhat dubious.

		Michelle is right to want to avoid people he works with. She met Mary as she was wheeled into the ER, screaming blue murder due to a horrendous kidney infection. It was whilst she was catheterizing her that she remarked on her lovely long legs.

		Mary, as high as a kite on gas and air, promptly asked her for a date and she accepted and took her number, which she somehow managed to relay perfectly. The eyebrow is not necessary as Mary notices my skepticism.

		"She was thoroughly professional the whole time."

		"Of course, she was," I reply dryly. "Only, she's touched your lady parts without having ever even kissed you."

		Mary looks ready to kill me and I am saved by her sudden beaming smile directed over my shoulder and I realise Michelle is here. She stands up and gives her an awkward wave and she comes over.

		The first thing I can't help but notice is how short she is, at least in comparison to Mary, who stands at five feet nine in just her stocking feet. Tonight, she is wearing green patent shoes with six inches of heel strapped to them.

		Michelle is about five feet four and not in heels. It doesn't seem to faze either of them, however, and they can't keep their eyes off each other.

		"You two lovebirds have a fabulous evening," I say, shaking Michelle's coolly perspiring palm and settling back into the comfortable leather chair with my pint.

		Mary barely says goodbye as she trots off her with her highly inappropriate nurse. It's blissful to have this time to myself after the day I've had. Three restraints in one day will take their toll on anyone but I am particularly sore after having been thrown across the bed by a highly paranoid patient.

		I thoroughly deserve this Guinness and am about to pull out my phone when I look out of the window and notice how it's a really beautiful evening. I decide to go and sit in the beer garden.

		I sneak out my pint in its contraband glass by carefully placing it into the deep hip pocket of my uniform. If there's one thing I hate, it's watching my settled, unassuming pint unceremoniously dumped into a plastic beaker in order to go and sit outside.

		Now in my late thirties, I feel I have mastered the skill of holding onto a glass without breaking it. I walk out slowly, doing my best John Wayne impression, and sit at an empty bench.

		The evening is quiet and still, and the beer garden looks over a pretty canal with barges moored on its sides. The unusually warm, November sunshine is still going strong at six o'clock and I pull out my book and begin to read.

		My drink begins to drain away all too quickly and I muse over the chances of being able to sneak out another glass. As I sat debating with myself a shadow falls over my book. I look up, squinting against the glare of the sun that surrounds a figure like a halo. The silhouette appears to be that of a woman with long blonde hair.

		"You know you're not allowed out here with a glass, don't you?"

		A strong Northern Irish accent instructing me firmly is not something even I am careless enough to be flippant about. I decide feigning ignorance is going to be my best bet until her next comment takes me by surprise.

		"How about I get you a plastic glass, with a fresh pint in it?"

		"Eh?" My ignorant reply is mortifying but this woman has floored me.

		"There aren't many girls around who drink Guinness."

		"No... there aren't," I concur, wondering of someone with a hidden camera is conducting research into the reactions of authoritative Irish women.

		Never one to refuse a free drink, however, when she repeats the offer I accept.

		"Thank you," I reply. "Is it on the house because of my blatant flouting of the establishment's rules?"

		The woman looks confused and then realization dawns in her eyes.

		"Oh, I don't work here," she says. She notes my confusion and adds: "I see a woman sitting alone with a pint of the black stuff and I feel compelled to support the cause."

		"Ha." I am amazed at her forthrightness and her blatant flirting.

		What amazes me is that we're in a very straight bar in a very straight part of the city. I'm also a little perturbed at her knowledge of my fondness for women without her even having said a word to me before now.

		Is it the drink I chose? The game I'm playing on my phone is innocuous enough. I'm wearing my nursing uniform, admittedly with comfortable, flat shoes but I can't think of anything incriminating.

		I'm too bewildered to do anything but sit dumbly until the woman returns with two fresh pints, unfortunately in plastic glasses. She sets one of them down in front of me and stands in front of me hesitantly until I laugh.

		"You're allowed to sit down, you know," I offer. "I don't bite people who buy me things."

		She appears less challenging now and there is a hint of a blush on her cheeks and a rather red neck. "Fabulous opening gambit," I add.

		"Why, thank you," she replies with enthusiasm. "I've never even done that before, offer to buy a stranger a drink. I just saw you walk out with your pint in your pocket and I loved it. So, I thought I'd take the plunge."

		"Ah, I failed in my discretion." I shake my head in mock self-loathing. "The thing is, how did you know I'd say yes?"

		"I didn't," she admits. "But I turn thirty in less than a week and I'm sick of waiting for life to come to me."

		"Good on you," I say, genuinely in awe of her guts. "I'm glad you came over. And not just for the drink," I add.

		She nods, smiling. And nods some more, before looking around, as though desperately searching for something to say. Damn it. She's cute.

		"Introductions?" I offer.

		Her eyes light up and when her lips open in a wide smile I notice how stunning she is, and how straight her teeth are, with the added quirk of a twisted incisor. It gives her a cheeky look and she offers her hand.

		"Cheryl." It's a statement and I welcome both it and her petite, soft hand in mine.

		"Sarah," I reply. "And thank you again for the beer."

		Admittedly the plastic glass sullies the taste but it's almost worth it, to be sitting in the sunshine with her company.

		We talk easily for well over an hour, and after I while I take stock of the scene playing out in front of me. I've had a god-awful day at work but now, in front of me is the cutest woman I've seen in a long time, melting me a little bit more with every word she says.

		She has a sharp, sarcastic side that gives the Left Eyebrow of Withering Contempt a run for its money. She talks with a soft, Irish burr she says originates in Derry. I have tried to be nonchalant and cool, but she is making it harder for me.

		There's far too much I want to know about this woman than is appropriate for an hour-long acquaintance but strangely, I feel she could ask me anything about myself and I'd tell her.

		Suddenly I realise I have not heard from Mary in a long while and make a mental note to text her next time I go to the ladies to check everything is going well on her date. I realise that tonight, this is the closest I myself have been to another woman, besides Mary, in about six months.

		. "Sarah?" Cheryl's voice snaps me back.

		"Shit, I am so sorry," I apologise. "I've had the worst day, and then you are so lovely, and you surprise me by buying me a drink, and –"

		"Sorry if I overstepped a line..." Cheryl looks genuinely crestfallen and I feel terrible for having zoned out on her.

		"No, really, you haven't." I explain about the stress of the hospital, and the three restraints I battled my way through.

		She listens to everything I've said with genuine interest, the way she has for the past hour. I decide to take a leaf from her book and grab the bull by his proverbial gonads.

		"I am in desperate need of a shower and am craving a pizza," I announce. With only a slight hesitation I add, "I can make it a large pizza if you'll forgive my ignorance just then and join me."

		"Where?" She looks shocked.

		"Yes indeed, where?" I remark.

		"My... flat." she falters, feeling she may have been a little too forward.

		What she wants to say to me is that this isn't a seedy, cheesy line she's feeding me to lure me back to her place. If anything, I want to stay in her company.

		Her voice alone I could enjoy all evening. To say nothing of her mouth. I go red at the thought of feeling the twisted tooth bite my lip.

		"Okay..." I say quietly. "Look," I say, looking her straight in the eyes. "I don't do this every week or anything, traipse off to strange people's flat."

		Cheryl injects, "But I understand if you don't want to. I'll tell you exactly where I live, and you can ring a friend and tell them where you'll be. It's within walking distance from here."

		"It feels a bit strange," I say, and she nods. "But I am having the best night I have had in ages," I add.

		"Me too." Admitting that to me is a huge relief.

		I was worried I would sound like a real idiot by telling her that. We finish our drinks and stand up. Maybe it's a combination of the beer and the evening sun, or maybe it's simply that I cannot wait any longer, but I pull her towards me by her waist and she doesn't object when I lean in and kiss her.

		I can tell she's taken by surprise, but she doesn't pull away. Instead she slowly brings her arm around my neck and I feel her twisted incisor with my tongue. She smells divine and tastes even better. Her lips are soft, and she kisses like nobody I have kissed before.

		Her lips move with a pulsating sensuality and I was right: feeling the twisted tooth graze me infuses me with an urgent sense of having to possess this woman and have her possess me.

		I am aware of our surroundings and three laborer's in dusty overalls and steel toe capped boots start cheering appreciatively. Not wishing for one iota to be a fantasy for boys I grasp Cheryl and we quickly exit the beer garden and head onto the main road.

		Cheryl's hand stays firmly on mine as we walked two doors down from the pub to get a pizza and some more intimate conversation. Cheryl was pumped and began talking like a used car salesperson.

		

	
		Part Three

		

		"That's all it is sweetheart." she intoned again in that honey-dripping voice. "Just a little scrap of fabric. All that's between me and you."

		My pussy quivered a pulse a bolt of all the possibilities of what she could do to me ran through my head at once, in an instant. She looked at me over the table.

		We were closer than two diners should be to eat pizza. Face to face. Her hand on my thigh. My breath hard to catch. Her fingertips pressing into my leg, eager, mere inches from my wetness.

		"I..." I began, but she silenced me before another word could escape with the most dazzling kiss I'd ever had.

		Away fell the world. The people. The Pizza Parlor. Just her and me in a moment of bliss. All good things

		... I hadn't noticed, but she'd broken the kiss and moved back. I unclenched my toes, opened my eyes and lost myself in hers. Not sure I wanted to swim out again. She withdrew her hand from my crotch. Nails scratching gently but purposely down my warm flesh.

		"Sarah, if you want to come and play, like the submissive I know you are, then come and play. I'll make sure you're first time doesn't scare you away for good. Deal?"

		The words took a second to make sense and for just a heartbeat I leapt. She was beautiful. Serene, austere. Only 2 years my senior and had just picked me up at that.

		Green eyes pierced me, her tight, cream top with the impossibly deep v neck for breasts that gorgeous flashed a promise to match the words as I glimpsed hard nipples piercing the silk.

		"Think carefully now. I want you, Sarah, your stunning, and I want to eat you whole, but this is a dance for two. Come along and I'll show you how deep my rabbit hole goes."

		And with that she got up from the table, edged out from the booth and without a second glance stroked heel after heel towards the hostess and the exit beyond. My head was spinning and not from the three glasses of Stout Cheryl insisted on.

		Was I crazy? Could I do this? I knew for some time I wasn't straight. But now, now after the flirting and the ball gag I secretly discovered in Cheryl's purse and then the fantasies of her

		... I swallowed. Grabbed my purse and followed. My eyes down in case anyone could read my blushed face and know what was happening. I caught up to her at the lobby. Some doorman holding the double doors as I strode out into the now crisp November air.

		I was within touching distant, though Cheryl must know I was there from the clatter of her own footsteps speeding to catch up, and yet she did not turn to acknowledge me. She just walked over to the nearest taxi and the door opened and held it, without looking back at me.

		"In, little rabbit."

		The momentum of the promise propelled me inside. Her thighs on the leather, the tight uniform slacks bunched up as she slid over to let Cheryl in. Door slam made me jolt back to reality. The hard, heavy metallic clunk breaking the spell.

		"London and 5th"

		. "Yes Miss."

		"And mind the bumps, my friend isn't feeling so great."

		"Yes Miss . Of course."

		"Rest your head in my lap Sarah. It'll help."

		I was once again a little disorientated. How did the cab driver know her? I wasn't ill, wait, was I? I am feeling a little dizzy. Cheryl's hand came up to Sarah's hair at the back and went deep.

		Fingers sprawled sending sparks of pleasure from them. 'She smells amazing' I thought and went unresisting with the hand as it led me down. Fingers toyed in and around, up and over my scalp. The feelings were delicious and everywhere.

		This wasn't what I expected, not at all, but I kept my eyes closed and face to the white uniform as this domineering woman, my unexpected crush, showed an idle but specific care.

		I felt loved and safe but excited and in unknown waters. My own nipples now were hard and grazing the fabric with every subtle jostle. We swept around some hard corner and I felt the pull slide me away from this safe nest so I pushed a foot out to stop my moving.

		The hand at my head swapped and the other landed at my thigh, very high. My brace had caused her slacks to ride very far up into my crotch, indeed as tender fingers now stroked my outlined sex. Up and down, just a little, but always right to my crotch and never leaving my leg.

		I was wetter than I could remember in a long while. Delirious from the overload of simple pleasure I mewled in wanton need and slid my slacks down to my knees, exposing the scrap of pink lace covering my pussy to... to Whatever!

		I wanted to reach down there and push it aside to allow access to my needy wetness but with my arms where they were I was pinned, lest I move and break the moment.

		The stroking continued. Hair and thigh. Incessant and teasing. A low-level pleasure on a constant hum. The feel of a flush came to my face again and I turned away to hide it, even in the darkness.

		"Please... please touch me" I whimpered out. My erotic ache ran through me and I thrust my covered pussy out again.

		'Something more. PLEASE, anything more' I silently begged, needing that next turn of the crank.

		Cheryl was a maestro and silently proud of how quickly she had turned this quiet, cute young woman into an instrument she could pluck. She smiled, the ideas of where to take this next danced around her, but she hadn't worn this skirt for nothing. It was a simple line of straps hanging downwards rather than a single piece of fabric.

		I spread my legs. I was held by a suddenly firm hand in my hair.

		"Rabbit. Hole." was all she spoke and just like that I became aware of both Her smell and what was desired.

		Inside me a little something drove me to want to please. The thought of kissing her pussy and while that hand was firmly guiding me was sending thrills up and down me. From clit to toes to nipples to hair. My need for more physical touch now replaced, and in the darkness I delved.

		Cheryl taking a moment to pull aside the couple of leather straps to reveal her own heated cunt. I tried to see, but it was too dark, and so I moved slowly forwards until I was able to kiss her mons. And kiss I did.

		The heady fragrance of Cheryl now impossible to resist nor did I want to. I tentatively reached out with my tongue. Finding and exploring all the places I thought would drive my own pussy wild.

		Yet then, even in the midst's of heaven I was propelled to a new place of worship. I lapped at the front of Cheryl's juices as if tasting heaven. I surprised myself at how much I loved her taste. Cheryl moaned and the fingers of both hands rand over my scalp, owning it. Positioning her.

		The pleasure I caused drove the fire deep in my own desire and I again, awkwardly, thrust myself forwards, grinding a little against nothing.

		'Oh god, this is like fantasy' I realized and squeezed my thighs together in hope of some relief. I continued my feast, lapping at the goddess. Resting and then suddenly tightening hands letting me know when I was doing it right.

		The journey seemed endless. I didn't care. I wanted to make her cum, here, now. Twisted in the back of a cab with hair and slacks and tongue and pussy all a mess. I felt a hand leave my head and pull at my waistband. Lower the slacks dropped then off, and my ass was pointed up.

		Nails suddenly dug into flesh and I gasped, pain rattled through me like a fire and yet, not pain. A welcome pain. I moved up to where the little bead of pleasure was and went into overdrive. Nails dug deeper into my head and ass. Breathing heavy and the air was charged as with an almighty pant Cheryl began to orgasm hard.

		Pulling Sarah's head tight, every lick a torture and a heaven. Cheryl screamed then. One long, guttural, wordless, leg shaking moan and grunt as the orgasm ran through and over and down and done. My head was released from the iron grip, and fingers held loosely against me. I beamed like a thousand suns in the darkness. I'd done it. A satisfaction of its own ran through me and I felt tingly at that.

		I'd done good. "We're here Miss. Have a good night."

		The driver didn't even turn around.

		"Come on rabbit. Home time." She said. and with a disentangling we exited the car on Cheryl's side. I didn't really take in the surroundings of where we were. It was dark. But in this pool of light was someone I wanted. Someone offering to show me a new place. I followed the click clacks along the path and beyond the heavy door.

		Silent here. Warm. We were alone. With all the tenderness and yet dominance and electricity in the world. We kissed, and Sarah's world exploded.

		The driver sullenly swings the car around and heads to Cheryl's flat, barely a mile down the road. He pulls up and I pay him and grab Cheryl's hand once more. She let us both into the main building and into the lift. We exit on the fifth floor and she unlocks the front door.

		As we walk through the living area to the kitchen I consider what to do next. Cheryl I tell me I should ring someone and let them know where I am. I send a quick text as I rifle through my post and when finished I put my phone in my pocket and lift my head to look straight at her.

		"I feel I should offer you a drink..." She begins, but her sentence is cut short as I walk the short distance between us, slide my arms around her neck and pull her in for an even more intense, delicious kiss.

		Thus, begins a passionate devouring of one another, as her tongue swirls with mine, her hands on my face, my hands on her hips. My fingers snake around her back and dance on her spine until she pulls them from her and holds me by my wrists.

		"Let's go to my bedroom," she instructs me in her commanding Irish accent. She makes me smile and then asks me what is so funny.

		"It's the Ducky Mallard-esque way in which you tell me what to do," I laugh.

		"You know that bit in NCIS, when he says-"

		"-Don't touch that body!" she finishes for me.

		Her mock serious face cracks me up and breaks into its own grin. And I have to kiss her again, as she mutters in between kisses that I have to turn around, follow the corridor and make a left into the bedroom.

		She pulls me behind her, this is her house, and I am her guest, enticed into her lair. When we enter the bedroom, she pushes me against the wall and kisses my neck softly, the action in itself a complete juxtaposition, yet intensely erotic.

		I can hear her breathing quickly as her lips wander up and down my neck and I conclude she is both nervous and excited; the idea that she is turned on sends a chill through my body. I lift my hands to her hips once more, but she pushes them away softly, exploring my mouth again with her tongue.

		We kiss and kiss and by now she lets me touch her and I steer us both to the bed, never once relenting on the kisses. I lie down and she straddles me and brings her head lower to meet mine.

		Feeling her thighs wrapped around my waist is intensely powerful and makes me begin to move my hips upwards to meet her crotch. She moves with me, as though we are inside each other already, and she moans softly in time to the thrusts.

		She then shifts to the left and lets one of her legs drop between mine and rubs herself on my thigh, as we trib together, still kissing. My ache for her is becoming unbearable and I cry out in frustration.

		She smiles and I plead with her with my eyes, silently begging her to relieve me from this rising craving.

		"I'm going to fuck you," she whispers in my ear, tickling me with her voice and making me groan even more. Her breath is hot, and she tastes of alcohol, a flavor that always drives me wild.

		"Please," I croak. "Please just have me.

		I don't recognize what I'm saying. This isn't me. I do not get women buying me drinks. I don't go with them back to their place and I certainly don't let them top me like this. I'm bewildered by the strange, unfamiliar feeling of wanting to be dominated.

		But this woman demands, in some way, that I pay attention, that I submit to her. And by God, I want to. I stop her for a second and push her away gently, making her pause in her movement. I make her watch me unbutton my shirt.

		She watches as my fingers play with the buttons and doesn't make a move until each one is slowly undone and my top falls open. Cheryl lowers her head and licks the top of my breasts, above my bra. She is driving me crazy and she knows it.

		I lift myself onto my elbows and decide to play her at her own game, pushing my chest forward and running my tongue along her top lip, touching her teeth and nibbling at her. She responds by running her hands over my shoulders and pushing away my open top, and I wriggle free of it.

		She notices the scars on my right arm and retracts a little.

		"They're nearly ten years old," I tell her.

		"Did you do them yourself?" she asks quietly.

		"Yeah, it's a long story."

		"It's fine," she reassures me. "It doesn't change my plans."

		"Your plans?"

		"To completely and utterly own you, for one night."

		"Then for Christ's sake, please just do it!"

		She obliges by taking my hands and moving them to her own shirt, and I slip the buttons through their holes and slide the top off her. Her bra is turquoise with sequins and I stroke her breasts through it, feeling her nipples harden and watching her close her eyes and suck in her breath.

		I take the opportunity to catch her unawares and with my right hand I quickly snap open her bra from behind. Her eyes flick open and her mouth opens in what look like horror, but then she grins and shakes her head.

		"I got caught off guard," she says, grimly, and pins my arms back down.

		She begins an all-out devouring of my body, licking my neck, and my chest, and my stomach. She undoes my bra with her own hand impressively and begins to tug at the button of my trousers, deftly opening it and without stopping, she yanks down my trousers and leaves me lying on the bed, naked but for my panties.

		The satin material is dark in its wetness and she notices this and exhales, closing her eyes in rapture. I'm nervous and yet hugely complimented that this woman is clearly excited to see how turned on I am.

		She presses two fingers to my damp panties, and I groan in surprised pleasure when she licks her fingertips delicately and savors their flavor. I shift my legs slightly wider, blatantly inviting her to fuck me. She grabs my thighs and dives into my crotch, licking me through my pants crazily.

		I feel her tongue press against my clit, and I begin to see stars, crying out then clamping my hand over my mouth so as to hide the noises from her neighbors. She tugs at my panties and pulls them down, over my thighs, my knees and then my ankles, before tossing them off the bed. I am completely naked and exposed but I do not care.

		"I can see your wetness," Cheryl whispers, her eyes fixing on mine.

		"You've got me unbelievably turned on," I gasp, beginning to move my hips in their rhythmic motion, enticing her tongue once more.

		She nibbles my thighs and moves towards my crotch once more; with the tiniest tip of her tongue she slowly licks me from the hole to my clit, scooping up my juices and letting them dribble down her tongue.

		I am blown away that someone so new to me would do something so intimate, but it feels as though she has been doing this to me forever. She is past teasing me now and gently takes her fingers and opens my lips, exposing my throbbing clit.

		She whispers something I cannot decipher and begins to lick me slowly, sending electrifying bolts of lightning from my toes to the tips of my hair. She licks me rhythmically and I grab her head and push myself against her, panting loudly, not caring who hears me now.

		"Oh, Jesus," I moan, as she reaches her hands up my chest and pinches my nipples hard.

		She makes me curl towards her with my body, holding her head with both hands, my shoulders off the pillow, my feet raised in the air. I can feel myself getting wetter and wetter, but she deals with it like a professional, lapping up whatever I give her, sucking on my clit, grazing her teeth over the tip.

		The feeling is incredible, and I am finding it hard to breathe, with every exhalation I am moaning louder and louder, but there is something missing, something extra I need. My brain searches for what it is but Cheryl answers me telepathically by taking her fingers from my nipple and instead introducing them to my cunt.

		She needs no lube and slides in two fingers, claiming me without permission. The feeling of sheer relief is overwhelming as she leaves her fingers still for at least ten seconds, as if to emphasize her action.

		Then she begins to stroke me from the inside, and instead of licking my clit she bites my thighs. The pain only intensifies the pleasure and as she presses on my G-spot with her fingers I can feel the pressure rising.

		She has been fucking me for barely five minutes and already the pleasure is becoming too much and I feel I am going to lose it.

		"Wait," I say, panting. "I'm going to come."

		"And what's wrong with that?" Cheryl asks, between pushing her fingers inside deeper and biting my thighs.

		"It's happening quickly..." I don't even know why I am concerned but I am shocked that she has got me this close so soon. I start to pull away slightly and she grabs my thigh quickly, pinching my skin.

		"Don't you dare move," she growls. "You're going to come right now. You're going to feel me fuck you to within an inch of your life, and don't you even dare to stop me."

		I cannot do anything but surrender as she begins her rhythmic stroking of me from the inside, alternating between sucking my clit and biting my thighs and stomach.

		Once more the swirling intensity is building and I start to picture myself standing naked on the top of a hill in a vast expanse, and before I know it I am thrust forwards and am tearing down the hill at the speed of light, and stars are showering me all over, and I realise I am coming, pushing against her as she pushes against me, fucking me so hard I feel myself explode on her hand, soaking her as she moans, feeling me pulsate from inside my cunt, until I can't take any more and collapse back onto the bed, panting, desperately trying to get my breath and pushing her hand away as I can't possible stand to feel her fingers tease me anymore.

		She begins to withdraw her hand, but I stop her, enjoying the feel of her filling me up without moving. She is no longer predatory and instead gives me tiny kisses where she has marked me with her teeth, sighing into my crotch and closing her eyes. I watch her lie there, between my legs, as though she has done this to me a thousand times, and I tap her on the head and beckon her to come up and lie with me.

		She slowly removes her fingers from inside me and as she does, so she makes me squirm. She giggles and finally her hand is free, and she crawls up to my chest, where she lies on my breasts and throws an arm over me.

		"Holy shit," is all I can say.

		I am utterly exhausted and cannot for the life of me move. I want to kiss her, touch her, explore her body the way she has mine, but I have nothing left. Not one iota of energy. The physical exertion of my shift and the fucking of a lifetime have taken every shred of life from me.

		But as I lie there, my hand across Cheryl as her head is on my breast, I hear the faintest snoring and realise that she is asleep. I stare in wonderment at the mysterious lover who, in less than an evening, has stormed into my life, taken me to bed, and my body, flooring me and leaving me as helpless as a child.

		"Thanks for the drink," I whisper to her, as she stirs in dreamy unconsciousness.

		

	
		Part Four

		

		So my tough love, lover didn't seem to have any staying power. That's when I decided to take over the 'top' roll. First I needed to wake her tired ass up..

		I had some plans for her, plans I've wanted to try, but never had the right partner to approach. Cheryl, is just the perfects subject. I've got to tell you my pussy got wet just thinking about it!

		My breasts are not huge they are very sensitive. I have little body hair. I keep my pussy hair shaved not that I'm an avowed lesbian, although I sometimes let it, as well as the hair under my arms grow. There are times I love the sight of a women with lots of hair under her arms.

		I began to rouse Cheryl, she was a bit out of it. The alcohol in the stout is not for wimps. She should have known that. We are nearly the same size as so I could move her into place with just a bit of effort on the bed.

		She began to stir, a bit, still some cobwebs I could tell.

		"Wakey Wakey sweet pea. The nights still young."

		I was going to have sex with her, on my own terms, hell she would thank me when it would happen eventually.

		Cheryl was coming to, and looked at me with groggy eyes. She asked what I was doing. I told her it was a surprise, and that she should just go with the flow. She'd get that quip later I guess.

		Cheryl was still a bit sweaty and her cunt was sparkling with her pussy juice. She also liked to be clean shaven so this was going to a slick ride, I thought.

		While she was still coming to her senses I walked to her kitchen, and found what I was looking for. A large bottle of Wesson Oil, this will do nicely I thought.

		I returned to the bedroom, Cheryl had lapsed back to sleep. I took that opportunity to cover her body from, breasts to toes in Wesson oil. Then did the same to myself.

		I was surprised but when Cheryl opened her eyes she looked shocked, but did not try to leave. She smiled and asked me about why she was covered in cooking oil.

		"I guess, Cheryl it will be easier to show you than tell you." I said

		When I climbed on top of her, I couldn't believe my senses. Because of the oil, Cheryl's tits were quite arousing , with large pink nipples - Uhm!

		They looked so good. I wanted to suck on them so bad. I felt my pulse quicken and I gave a barely audible sigh. Cheryl then wrapped her arms around my back then moved them over my ass. She left a small trail of oil all the way to my ass crack.

		She continued caressing my back, my ass my thighs then she returned to the crack of my ass. But then her finger began searching for my rosebud. My God!! Because her fingers were cover in oil, she slid her index finger directly into my ass.

		I swear I almost came just with that insertion. My pussy was dripping by now. When she turned toward me, I could tell that she was turned on.

		She said "Would you like to wrestle me or fuck me with all this oil?"

		I leaned over and kissed her mouth, our tongues entwining. I was now so hot, that I would come soon. So, I decided to get down between her knees and get a better look at her pussy. I ran my slick fingers over her slit.

		Cheryl's cunt lips were puffy and spread apart already. I pulled her lips as far as I could and licked the entire length of her pussy. I then sucked her large erect clit into my mouth and twirled my tongue around and around on it.

		She was moaning and started to buck on my face. She must have had a good nap earlier because she now seemed to have extra energy, especially her pussy. After a few more tongue lashing she started to talk dirty too me.

		"Oh, suck my pussy, you beautiful cunt. Lick it, Oh yeaa right there. you bitch. your making me come with your tongue.. you slut".

		She then started to jerk around and started coming on my tongue. Cheryl's juices squirted into my mouth and I drank it all in. We stopped to recuperate then she stopped with a soft whisper in my ear –

		"Now it's my turn to suck your pussy, baby". She then licked my ear and pushed me onto my.

		She got between my legs and spread them wide. She then started licking my thighs and rubbing my cunt with her hands. I was still so hot, that I had to have her tongue in me now.

		I grabbed the back of her head and pushed her face into my pussy. She pulled back and said, "Wait, baby. Let me do this my way".

		She then spread my pussy lips and put two fingers in me.

		She said, "Oh, Sarah your pussy is so slick, I think I can get my whole fist inside"

		. At that point, I didn't care what she put in my cunt - I was so damn horny. She worked two, then three, then four fingers into my hole.

		She said, "Come on Sarah, loosen your pussy for me".

		She then tucked her thumb into her fist and slipped her entire fist into my now gaping hole. I have never felt a sensation like it before.

		My pussy had never had anything that big in it before. I humped my ass into the air to meet her thrusts.

		Cheryl said, "Sarah, my fist is inside of you and I'm fucking you".

		I said, "Oh Cheryl, fuck me faster, you fist fuckin' cunt".

		She said, "Get on your knees, baby. I want to lick your asshole while I fist fuck you".

		I get on my hands and knees, all the time keeping her fist in me. Cheryl spread my ass cheeks with her other hand and ran her tongue over my asshole.

		I screamed, "Ah, Cheryl, baby, put your tongue up my ass"

		. She worked her tongue into my asshole all the way. When she did this, I came and came. My pussy was contracting on her fist as the walls of my anus contracted on her tongue.

		She said, "I'm gonna fist fuck your asshole too".

		I swear I came again just hearing her say that. She worked two fingers into my ass and I felt my sphincter loosen up. Then three fingers, and then four, and then tucked her thumb into her fist and all at once she rammed her fist all the way up my ass.

		I screamed in pain, but the pain soon turned to pleasure as she worked her fist in and out of my pussy and ass. I soon started coming in waves.

		Again, and again, over and over, so many that I lost count. She then slowly pulled her fists out of my pussy and asshole. All of the fist action had left my pussy slightly sore and left my asshole gapping open about an inch.

		She said, "Oh Sarah, your asshole is stretched out so big".

		She then licked the rim of my ass very lightly, It felt sooo good. My pussy was so wide open that she was able to lick way inside me, farther than I could have imagined. She was actually licking the walls of my cunt. It was heaven.

		I came so violently that I almost broke her nose! She turned me over and laid on top of me. Cheryl's firm tits were mashed on mine. Cheryl's nipples were so big and erect. She rose up and fed a nipple into my mouth. I sucked on it and bit down gently.

		I was really getting into her tits, when she said, "Let's eat each other, baby".

		I then spun around and put my ass right over her face. She reached up and licked my pussy lips.

		She tasted so sweet. She was returning the favor when I stopped and said, "Cheryl I want to pee in your mouth".

		She stopped and sat up and said "No, I don't think so".

		I said, "Come on, Cheryl, you'll love it. It tastes so good and sweet".

		I then grabbed her by the arms and pushed her down on the bed. I didn't realize how strong I was. I had her pinned and she couldn't do anything about it. she was helpless. I positioned my pussy over her mouth and grabbed her hair with my hand and pulled hard.

		I said, "Come on you domme cunt, suck my pussy".

		She decided to give in. She didn't have a choice. She licked my cunt like there was no tomorrow. She sucked on my clit until I was bucking and thrashing on her face.

		As I was ready to come, I said, "Cheryl, when I come I'm going to pee in your mouth".

		My pussy started to contract, and she could taste my cum. Then all at once a warm stream of piss was shooting out of me into her mouth. She said, "It's sweet and warm and actually tastes good".

		I peed for about thirty seconds and she had to keep swallowing to drink it all down.

		When I was done, I said, "Oh baby that was so good. I want do it again now"

		Cheryl's eyes went wide with shock, "No, no more. Once is enough."

		"Cheryl, where is your sense of adventure." I smirked

		. I positioned my pussy over her mouth, and she started to eat me. She licked my hole like never before. She would alternate licking my clit with her tongue putting her tongue all the way up my cunt. I couldn't last much longer. I was moaning and screaming her name.

		As I was ready to come again, I said, "Cheryl baby, I'm gonna come and pee, again, in your mouth".

		Cheryl was easily persuaded and was all in by the time my second orgasm got close.

		She said, "Oh yea, do it now baby".

		As I came I let out a steady stream of hot, sweet piss, right in her mouth. She swallowed and swallowed to get it all down. I rolled off her and collapsed beside her. I then nuzzled up to her and said, "Thanks Cheryl, that was wonderful, I told you that you just had to go with the flow.".

		I then gave her a long French kiss. I could taste and smell my own piss.

		I can't wait until I introduce to to other erotic delights.

		END
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