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  Blurb


Let’s get something straight…said none of these girls, ever! 
Whether it’s the badly-behaved boss, the curious flatmate, the best friend or the taboo younger woman…every girl in this bundle gets exactly what she’s always wanted.
Even if she never knew she wanted it.






  
  She's The Boss


I watched my boss march through the office like she owned the place. Which she did, of course, but that wasn’t the point. 
A former swimsuit model turned successful marketing whiz, Margot Ridley was everything I thought I wanted to be. I even had a bit of a crush on her at the beginning. But all of that was before I knew what it was like to work for the bitch.
She glanced my way as she passed, looking me quickly from head to toe and pursing her lips. She’d been retired from modeling for 8 years, but if anything she was more gorgeous now in her mid-30s than when she was at what photographers would think of as her peak.
If she’d been taller, and less busty, she probably would have made it to the catwalk in Milan. The fact I was close to six feet tall, and with a slimmer build, seemed to be a real problem for her. Like I’d scored the genetic jackpot she’d always wanted.
And she always took it out on me. I was fifteen years younger, half a foot taller, and my legs went on for fucking ever.
Though she’d said nothing as she walked past, I could see the envy in her eyes. The really stupid thing was, I’d just about kill to have her body. Not just for those magnificent tits, either. I kinda liked the idea of being a few inches shorter, too. Just to be less intimidating to guys my age.
Usually, Margot was extremely open about criticizing me. Often in front of the other employees. She really seemed to have a thing for me, and me alone.
It had gone beyond simple rudeness, and was starting to get hurtful. She’d always do that management trick, of hiding a stabbing remark between two half-assed compliments, but I was just sick of it all.
She’d arranged a meeting with me this morning, probably to point out I was wearing the wrong fucking brand of lipstick or something. I’d decided this morning I was going to do what I should have done weeks ago. I was through with my bitch of a boss and her stuck-up attitude. Fuck you, Margot Ridley, and all the hoops you tried to make me jump through.
I’d always wanted to work in marketing, but not like this. Honestly, I would have quit months ago if the pay hadn’t been so good. And the clientele was amazing, which helped. Now, I’d simply come to the end of my rope. Even in my high, high heels, I was marching in and quitting. At least my skirt was short enough that I could stride without tripping over.
Margot was still on the phone at our appointed meeting time, so I busted into her office, leaving her receptionist, Tina, flustered and panicking from trying to stop me. Margot glanced at us both, and seemed to sum the moment up immediately. She made a quick hand gesture to Tina, who backed off and closed the door. A moment later, my boss hung up the phone.
“I know I called this meeting, Clara, but it’s usual for a subordinate to wait until they’re called.”
“Subordinate, huh? Is that what you think of me? Of all your employees?”
“What’s the matter, girl? You seem to have ridden in on a very high horse.”
“I can’t stand it here anymore. I quit.”
Margot leaned back in her plush leather chair and took a deep breath. I could see why she landed so many male clients, with a rack like that. Hell, I was distracted, and I’m a woman.
“So,” Margot continued. “What particular bee is in your bonnet, girl?”
God, I hated when she called me that. It felt so demeaning. I slammed my hands down on her desk and leaned over. “It’s you. You don’t listen to me, you don’t encourage me, and you try to change everything about me.”
“Everything? That’s rather dramatic, don’t you think, girl?”
“No. You’re always sniping at me. Nothing I ever do is good enough for you.”
“Well, whose fault is that? I set standards. If you can’t reach them, then you need to own that.”
What a fucking bitch! I felt the rush of blood fill my head, including my cheeks. Being blonde and pale-skinned meant pretty much every emotion turned my face red. In my anger, I almost slapped her, but instead I channeled that rage to my feet.
With a childish stomp of my red stiletto, I stood straight and speared my finger toward Margot. “Screw you. I’m done.”
The woman showed next to no emotion. Just kinked one eyebrow as she looked me over. “All right. Calm down, Clara.”
“No. I won’t.”
Margot stood, and despite having to look up to meet my eye, she radiated control. “Clara. Take a breath.” She came around her desk and stood before me. “Please, sit down.”
I stood a moment longer, just letting her know anything I did was by my own choice. Not because she told me to. When I took a seat, she eased up and sat on the edge of her desk.
“Clara, if I’ve been harsh with you, it’s only been because I admire you.”
“You got a funny way of showing it.”
“I can’t help how I am, girl. I see such potential in you, and I truly believe I can mold you into a successful marketing manager.”
I crossed my arms and looked off to the side. “Yeah, yeah. You’re only hard on me because you care. My sister had a boyfriend used to say that. Afterward.”
Margot’s face paled and she tightened her lips. I suddenly realized the depths of what I’d implied.
“Oh, shit. I’m sorry, Margot. That was just…too far.”
The color returned to her cheeks, and she slid to the floor. “Well, I guess if that’s how you feel, then perhaps it would be best for you to move on. Such a shame, though. I had big plans for you.”
I felt like a piece of crap, but I couldn’t allow that to sway me. She’d been picking at me for months now. One three-minute conversation wasn’t enough to change that.
Still, she had me intrigued with that last little comment. “What kind of plans?”
“How tall are you, Clara?”
“I…um, what?”
“How tall are you?”
“I’m five-eleven. Six-two in heels.”
“Excellent.” She hooked her arm through mine. “Walk with me a moment.”
She led me over to her wall of book shelving, and stopped before the small stepladder.
“What are we doing, Margot?”
“I keep the paperwork for resignations on the top shelf there. I’m afraid even with the stepladder I’m not tall enough to reach. Would you?”
It seemed a weird place to keep something so vital, but I was determined to get out the place. Today, if possible. I went to remove my heels for safety, but Margot stopped me.
“No, I think you’ll need those on. It’s the top shelf, after all.”
I blew a frustrated breath out through my fringe, and climbed the three steps to the top of the ladder. “What am I looking for, Margot?”
“Hmm.” That was all Margot said. And then the next thing I felt was her warm hand, halfway up the inside of my thigh.
“What the hell?”
Still Margot said nothing, just slid her hand higher, turning her fingers to claws and scratching at my sensitive skin. I could barely move, thanks to my stilettos…and I wasn’t sure I wanted to, either.
I’d been so focused on my work over the past few months, trying to get this woman off my back. There’d been no time for rest or play. Definitely no time for the mind-numbing release of sex. Simply having another person touch me intimately was almost overwhelming.
“Hey…” I said, hearing the thickness in my own voice. “I—I’m straight, Margot.”
“Oh, you know that’s none of my business, Clara.”
 She squeezed my flesh and I quivered through my whole body. “The paperwork isn’t up there…is it?”
“I’m sure it is. Perhaps if you lean forward a little.”
The moment she said that, she pressed her fingers against the front of my lacy thong. My quiver became a quake, and my heels threatened to slip out from under me.
Margot pressed harder, finding my clit through the fabric and grinding, the pressure shooting bolts of lightning up and down the length of me. I grasped the shelves to stop from falling, and I leaned my head against the books.
“Is something the matter, Clara?”
“Y-you…you…” There was more I had to say but her incredible fingers were stealing every word from me.
“Me? Yes, you said that already.” She ran her hand up and hooked my thong, pulling it down past my hips and letting it fall to my ankles. “Though I can’t imagine what I’ve done to upset you so.”
She slid her hand upward again, and I moved my thighs apart, barely realizing I was doing it. Margot’s skillful fingers seemed to move independently of her body. She ran her free hand across the spines of books, as though looking for a particular title. Meantime, she pressed a finger directly to my clit and I could barely stop myself screaming in ecstasy.
“Are you okay up there, Clara? Afraid of heights or something? You’re breathing so heavily.”
“Yyyessss…” I wasn’t answering her question. I was simply saying the only word her fingers would allow.
“Oh, dear. How selfish of me. Here, let me help you down.”
Margot stood behind me and guided her hands up to the bare skin of my hips, beneath my short skirt. I raised one foot and my thong slid off it, and as I stepped down I almost fell back into Margot’s arms. She held me up and turned me around.
“I’m so sorry, Clara. I didn’t realize you had acrophobia. Here, take a seat.”
She guided me down onto the top step of the ladder and put her hand against my cheek, then slid it down to my neck. Like she was checking if I had a fever.
“I-I’m okay, Margot. Now about that paper—”
“You don’t seem okay, Clara. You look light-headed. You need to raise your feet.” She dropped to her knees and put my feet up over her shoulders. The movement overbalanced me backward and I fell against the bookshelves.
Margot simply kept working, pushing my knees apart and forcing my skirt up, baring my wet pussy. Before I could even take the time to blush, she had her mouth against me, lapping at my juicy slit and awakening pleasure like I’d never known. I stared down, scarcely able to believe I had a woman between my thighs…and that the woman down there was my boss.
Her tongue was unbelievable. She drove it inside, filling me with heat, before dragging it up my lips. She engulfed my clit and sucked on it, hard as hell. The fierce power of her mouth nearly took my consciousness from me.
I pulled my legs up to open myself to this woman’s amazing mouth. The shift of weight sent the stepladder teetering, almost to the point of falling. Margot grabbed it and pushed it upright again, never even looking like releasing my clit from her mouth’s python grip.
As she clamped her teeth around my pleasure button, I couldn’t contain my moans any longer. This was so wrong, so unbelievably wrong. Yet I never wanted it to end. No man had ever worked me over so perfectly with just his mouth.
The stepladder seemed almost to tremble in harmony with my body, until Margot gave up the fight. She leaned back and drew me with her, still staying clamped to my clit. She rolled herself down to the floor and held my hands while I glided down with her, until I was kneeling, straddling her beautiful face.
Margot released me for a moment and lapped at my tender flesh. I pressed myself down and bucked forward and back, grinding my juicy cunt against her tongue and lips, making wider and wider circles until there wasn’t an inch of my pussy she hadn’t tasted.
I worked my hands from her grip and fisted her hair, pulling her upward so I could fuck her face. For the first time she showed emotion, showed that this was having an effect on her. She closed her eyes and hummed, the sound vibrating against my clit and raising my pleasure to a new high.
She pushed her hand up under my blouse, and pinched my nipple through the lace of my brassiere. I practically snarled as I tore my top off and unclasped the bra, throwing both garments across the room.
Margot’s eyes flashed with desire as she clasped onto my nipples, squeezing with both hands. My whole body trembled with need, with want, with the onset of a climax.
She tweaked my buds like they were oven dials, and the beautiful blend of pain and pleasure rocked me to my core, an orgasm blooming inside me with an intensity like I’d never felt.
As the fizzing sparks of ecstasy buzzed through me, I arched my back. When it all fell away again, so did I, turning limp above my boss and falling forward.
Still she lapped at my juicy slit, like she couldn’t get enough of my flavor. And in all honesty, even so soon after climax, it was still working for me.
Margot slid out from under me and lapped her way up my sopping wet cunt, and then on up to my ass. She dropped a hot wad of saliva right on my back door and ground her thumb against it.
It’s not like I’d never had any action there before, but it had only been an occasional licking, or a little rubbing. No penetration. Again, though, she found a way of touching me that nobody ever had. It was beyond simple pleasure. She touched me like she actually understood what felt good. Not just so she could claim one more hole.
I rested my face on my forearms to muffle my hisses and moans. Margot bit my ass cheek lightly, then lapped her way up my spine.
Suddenly, I felt something completely unexpected. A cool hardness pressing against my ass.
I raised my head and looked back at my boss, unsure exactly what I’d see. To my surprise, she’d stripped off all her clothes, apart from a thong. But when I looked harder, I realized it wasn’t a thong after all.
It was a strap-on.
“H-have you been wearing that all this time?”
“I wear it, or one like it, every single day.”
“Really?”
She nodded and smiled. “It’s a bit silly, but it makes me feel powerful.” She pulled a small bottle from the pocket of her discarded jacket. She flipped it open and I realized it was lube.
“You keep lube with you all the time?”
“Not all the time. But like I told you before…I had big plans for you. Why do you think I called this meeting?”
“Well, I thought it was to discuss my position here.”
Margot smiled at me. “I think your position here right now is…perfect.”
Margot coated her pink strap-on with lube, stroking the shaft of it almost as naturally as a guy would stroke his own cock. It was hypnotic. I was glad to see it was a nice, compact dildo, too. Short and slender. Perfect for fucking an unexplored ass.
When she dropped the lube, her expression changed to one of determination, and she guided that toy home against my virgin butt hole.
I held my breath as she worked the tip inside me. There was a little pain, and a lot of pleasure. Her toy stretched me, and I lowered my face to the floor so I could grab my cheeks and pull them apart, giving the woman easier access to my forbidden hole.
Deeper and deeper she pressed, until the smooth skin of her feminine hips ground up against the taut cheeks of my soft ass. I had her whole toy buried in my back door, and it felt fucking amazing.
Margot glided back and forward, and I reached between my legs, grinding at my clit with both hands. Still, she plundered my tight butt with that magnificent toy, pumping at me with hunger and need.
My boss grabbed my hips, digging her long nails into my skin and awakening a fresh burst of pleasurable pain. As she fucked my ass, and scratched my skin, I kept beating my clit into the middle of next week.
My whole body trembled, as the fingers of pleasure worked their way out from my pussy and into my limbs and mind. I tingled everywhere as I crested an enormous wave, and prepared to drop over the edge into blissful, gushing ecstasy.
Margot completed the picture by landing a sharp slap on my ass cheek. I’d never done any spanking or discipline play, but the feel of that pain as it charged into the tide of pleasure within me was ridiculously good.
“Again, Margot.”
She moaned with want and landed another blow, the mirror image of the first. My alabaster white butt must already have been glowing pink. My only regret was that I couldn’t see it.
I was on the edge of coming again, and it took all my strength to hold on, to resist it, to stop myself diving into the bliss. Instead, I stretched my fingers back further, until I reached the fake balls that hung below Margot’s strap-on. A little further, and I could feel the wet heat of her pussy, and I slid a fingertip up inside her.
She hummed with pleasure and I took that as a good sign. A little more stretching and I could get a second fingertip into her hot hole.
“So, have you found that…uh…paperwork yet, Clara?”
I had no idea what game Margot was playing, but I figured I could work with it. Hell, with the pleasure she was giving me, I could work with anything.
“N-not yet…mistress.”
“Ohh…”
I had no idea where that had come from. I’d never called her, or anyone, a title like that before. Somehow, though, it seemed appropriate at that moment. And judging by the stutter in her hip movement, I’d had a very strong effect on her.
“Well,” she said, her voice thick with want. “You can hardly quit if you don’t fill out the paperwork now…can you?”
“No, mistress.”
As I spoke, I pinched her clit between the nails of my finger and thumb, squeezing as hard as I dared. The effect was amazing, as Margot punched her hips forward, filling me with that beautiful toy and freezing in place.
I’d never taken it in the butt before. Now, I couldn’t imagine how sex could ever be complete without it. This was the most wonderfully overwhelming moment of my life.
And then, Margot kicked it up a notch. She seized my hair and wrapped it around her fist. When she drew her shaft out of me, I almost cried with loss. Then she thrust forward again while she pulled hard on my hair, and I was in fucking heaven.
In only a few drives of her hips, I was cresting again, and when she landed the next slap, I was gone. A whirlpool of ecstasy opened inside me and pulled all my senses down, down, deep into the dark areas inside me. They burst forth in my belly and I screamed with the power of my release.
Margot let loose a sweet, deep moaning sound, that went on and on, with just a slight warble. It took me a moment to realize she was coming, too. I rubbed at her clit the best I could, and it seemed to work for her.
Slowly, I slid forward, letting her latex cock glide out of my hole. When I rolled onto my back I stared up at my boss, kneeling above me.
I’d never been interested in fucking another woman before. Well, I’d wondered a bit, and watched a little girly porn. And I knew for certain I could never give up the wonder of hot, thick cock forever.
But there was no denying how fucking amazing Margot had made me feel. I looked down at her cute little strap-on and smiled.
“So, um…what happens now?”
Margot slowly unbuckled her toy and drew it off. “I was thinking that perhaps you should stay on for a while, Clara.”
“I was thinking that, too.”
“And maybe you could think about quitting tomorrow as well.”
I smiled up at her, then reached over and took the toy from her hands. As I bounced it in my grip I brushed her hair back from her forehead. “I was thinking maybe tomorrow, it was your turn to quit.”
She bit her lip and smiled. And for the first time ever, I saw her blush.

      ***






  
  Maybe Just Once


It was a rare night when Frankie and I could both muster our boyfriends into taking us out. My guy, Andrew, worked a lot of nights, and Rob was just kinda shy. The complete opposite of Frankie, but somehow, they made it work. 
We were buzzing like schoolgirls as we got ready for our double date. I’d just finished my shower when Frankie started beating on the bathroom door.
“Come on, Erin. Forget the hair and make-up. You’re already gorgeous. And I need my shower.”
I opened the door, and Frankie walked in, dressed only in her skimpy bra and underwear. As always, I had to catch my breath.
She was a little shorter and slimmer than I was, and I could see why she was never without a boyfriend. She’d had at least four serious ones since high school…plus more than her share of frivolous ones.
“Keep your hair on, Frankie. The guys will be late, anyway.”
She sighed as she nudged past me. “This is true.”
She started unclasping her bra, as open as she always was. Sometimes I wondered if I’d seen my own body as often as I’d seen hers. That’s what happens when you share a house with Flirty McFlirterson, I guess.
“You’re such a slut, honey,” I said, with a smirk.
She smiled back at me in the mirror, then pulled her panties down on one side and kinked her hips. “Kiss my sweet ass, babe.”
“I’ll poke it with the damn straightener, is what I’ll do.”
“Ow.” She grimaced at the thought and turned on the shower. “Okay, I know I’m irresistible, but I charge folks ten bucks to watch this particular show. Cash, no credit.”
“Fine, fine.” I closed the bathroom door as I left, and headed for my bedroom.
The guys were actually taking us somewhere decent tonight. A classy restaurant and everything. So I’d made sure to pick out something appropriate. A classic black dress, below the knee, with a low back. It had a plunging neckline, but could still keep my tits under control. Those girls were big enough that they needed a little wrangling.
I’d finished dressing, including my three-inch black stilettos, just as Andrew called me. Frankie came out of the bathroom in a short silk robe, her tanned and toned legs still glistening from the shower, as I put my boyfriend on speakerphone.
“Hi, Andrew. What time are you getting here?”
“Hey, Erin. Hey, uh, something came up and, uh…we have to cancel.”
Frankie narrowed her eyes and muttered what sounded like a voodoo curse.
“Cancel?” I tried to keep the disappointment out of my voice. “Why?”
“See, Rob has a buddy who has a buddy, and…well, long story short, we got tickets to the big fight. Up in the nosebleeds, but still, it’s worth it.”
I shook my head. “Worth it, huh? I clearly don’t understand what that means.”
“Huh?”
“I mean, why pay to watch a fight? Come over here right now and you’ll have front row seats. Because I promise you, Frankie and I are worth a butt-load more than shitty seats to a sweaty punch-fest.”
“Aw, come on, sweets. Don’t be like that.”
“You don’t want us like that? Then don’t keep jerking us around.”
Frankie leaned forward. “And tell Rob I was finally gonna let him fuck my ass tonight.”
I managed to disconnect before I burst into laughter. “What the hell, honey?”
Frankie shrugged, a big smile on her face. “Hey, if I don’t get to play with his body, I might as well fuck with his mind.”
I tossed my phone back onto the bench and crossed my arms. “Hey, at least you weren’t dressed yet.”
“It’d be a shame to waste all that prep time, though. Maybe we should head out and see if any hot guys wanna hit on us.”
“Are you suddenly crapping money?”
“Oh, come on. With your tits and my legs, we won’t have to buy a single drink all night.”
“We still have to get there. Unless you’re planning to blow the cab driver.”
She narrowed her eyes. “I would, but he’s a tit man. So you better oil those mamas up.”
Frankie could always make me laugh. That, as much as anything, was what made her my bestie. “Well, we have a bottle of vodka here, and a bag of chips. Movie night?”
“Even better.”
I went back to my room and changed into a loose cotton dress, while Frankie pulled up some dopey rom-com on cable.
While the opening credits ran, Frankie went and pulled on some tight yoga pants and a crop top. I fished the vodka out of my freezer and grabbed two plastic cups. We were both cheap drunks and clumsy as hell, so I was playing it safe.
Frankie held the cups while I poured and we sat back to watch as a sexy guy and a hot chick played the ageless game of cat and mouse.
After a while I sighed. “God, how did we settle for such lousy losers?”
“I know, right?” Frankie pointed her cup at the screen, spilling some precious vodka on the carpet. “This dude is fucking perfect. Not only is he chiseled and pretty, he’s there for her no matter what.”
 “I almost don’t care how unrealistic it all is.”
Frankie chuckled. “What, are you suggesting men like that don’t exist? How dare you!” She glanced at the screen as the Hollywood couple embraced, then put her cup down.
She slid across and put her arms around me, frowning and jutting her chin forward as she stared into my eyes. “Hey, baby…” she growled, in as deep a voice as she could muster. “What’s a nice bitch like you doin’ in a dump like this?”
“Why do you get to be the boy?”
“Because, sugar, I’m wearin’ pants and you’s in this purty little dress.”
“And why are you suddenly Southern?”
“Aw, come on, honey-drawers. Gimme a kiss.” She plumped up her lips and made silly smacking noises.
“You’re nuts, Frankie.”
“My nuts? You wanna see my nuts? I thought you’d never ask.”
I rolled my eyes, but couldn’t stop myself laughing. If she wanted to be an idiot, I figured I could play along. Two vodkas had left me feeling playful.
“Why, yes, big boy. I want the whole package. Now kiss me, you fool.”
Frankie surprised me then, by closing her eyes and actually planting one on me, right on the lips. She’d kissed my cheek before, and my forehead. But this was a first.
I froze against her. Sure, it was all a game, and she was just being silly…but she hadn’t moved away yet. Her soft lips were still pressed to mine, and she slowly opened those pretty brown eyes of hers.
Frankie pulled back gently, her lips sticking to mine for a second as if they were reluctant to let go of me. I could feel the color rushing to my face, but I wasn’t sure if it was embarrassment or not.
My bestie smiled, and I noticed her face had pinked up as well. But more than that, I saw the twinkle in her eye that always meant she had big ideas.
“That was, um…” She licked her lips, as if sampling a little more of me. “That was actually really nice.”
“Well, um, thanks. But I’m not…y’know. That way. And I’m pretty sure you’re not, either.”
“I might be. You’re not around me all day every day.”
“I’m around you enough that I think I’d know.” I touched my lips, feeling a little trace of moisture from Frankie’s kiss. “I can’t believe we just did that. Oh, god, imagine if the guys found out we kissed?”
Frankie shrugged, letting another wicked grin curl her pretty mouth up. “It’s just us girls tonight. We could do whatever we want.” Her face colored even deeper. “I won’t tell if you don’t.”
“But…”
“Come on, babe. For one night only, we just get wild. No limits. No shame. No men. Just fun.” She ran the tip of her finger down the length of my arm. “Wouldn’t you like to cross that off your bucket list?”
“Wh–who says it’s on there?”
Frankie winked and ran her hand back through her lovely sandy brown hair. “Oh, it’s on there. I know you better than anyone.”
Another blush heated my face, and this time I knew it truly was embarrassment. Because she was completely right. I’d thought about it, on and off, for a few years. It was impossible to be around a woman as sensual as Frankie and not wonder what it would be like to touch her. To kiss her.
To taste her.
“It sounds…well, it sounds fucking hot, but I don’t know,” I said, my voice growing thick with desire. I stared deep into Frankie’s gorgeous eyes and my resolve evaporated. “Okay. M-maybe just once.”
The next thing I knew, my best friend had her hand on my breast. Just outside my clothing, and really only resting there. I stared down, wondering if I was dreaming, until she leaned forward again and captured my mouth in hers.
We shouldn’t be doing it. We were both straight, we both had boyfriends, and surely this was cheating on them. Wasn’t it?
But Frankie’s lips were so fucking soft, and her skin smelled so sweet. She nudged her tongue against my mouth and without thinking I opened, welcoming her in.
Frankie sighed, the sweet little sound such a contrast to the rugged grunting of a man. She pressed herself against me harder, but it was still much more like a dance than a hunt.
I loved the soft feel of her small hands as she speared her fingers into my chestnut hair. She moved closer, pushing me down on the sofa and straddling my hips.
For a moment, I wasn’t quite sure what to do, or where to put my hands. Frankie seemed to have none of that trouble, plunging her sweet tongue deep into my mouth and whimpering with obvious desire.
I let instinct take over, and I put my hands on her tight little ass, squeezing it through her painted-on yoga pants. She moaned deep into my mouth as my touch grew harder, and she broke our kiss.
“Can we take this somewhere more comfortable?” Her voice was ragged, and sexy as hell.
“Wh-what?”
“God, I want to see you, Erin.” She kissed my cheek, then licked her way down to my ear. “Every goddam fucking inch of you, babe.” She finished off with a sharp nip on my earlobe and I squealed, overcome with the pictures she painted in my head, and the sweet pain of her bite.
I could barely breathe, but I managed to rasp out one word. “Bed?”
“Ohh. Please.”
 She rolled off me and held out her hand, helping me up off the sofa. I was trembling so hard I wasn’t sure my legs would take my weight.
The moment I stood, Frankie pulled me against her and took my mouth in another deep, soul-searching kiss. God, the girl knew what she was doing. My pussy pricked with heat as she grabbed my neck in one hand and my boob in the other.
“Mm.” I pulled away and she kissed my throat, scratching at my soft skin with her teeth. “I thought we…uh…were going to my bed?”
“We are.” She slid her tongue down between my breasts and I quivered with desire.
“Oh, god. We better fucking go now, or I’ll collapse here.”
Frankie kissed her way back up and sucked my tongue into her mouth again. She moaned and mewed against my lips, and it was so intensely erotic. Mostly because it still felt so damn wrong…and so fucking right.
The next thing I knew, she had her hands around my back and had unzipped my dress. She pulled the straps forward as she plundered my mouth with hers, and I sobbed with need.
“B-bed?” I could barely get the word out between hot kisses.
“Can’t…wait…” Frankie pulled the loose dress right down until it pooled around my feet and I was left standing in just my bra and panties.
“Fuck, you’re gorgeous, babe. I always thought so.”
“Th–thanks.” 
Before I found any other words, Frankie took hold of my hair and bent my head back, sinking her teeth into the flesh of my throat. Even though she was being kind of rough, it was still gentle compared to most guys. No stubble, no muscle.
Suddenly, I felt her soft fingers gliding into the top of my panties and I gasped. Gradually, she slid her hand lower, and inward, until she was cupping the slick heat of my cunt.
“Oh, fuck, that feels amazing, Frankie.”
“I was about to say the same thing, babe.” She kissed her way out to my shoulder and bit at the strap of my bra, pulling it and growling. “Can you take this damn thing off, please? My hands are full at the moment.”
My fingers were shaking so hard I could barely work the clasp, but after a couple of attempts, the bra came loose. Frankie pulled it away, still with her teeth, and held it up, grinning like it was a prize.
With her fingers grinding into my clit, though, it felt as if I was the winner.
My bestie tossed the bra away and leaned her face against my shoulder, looking down at her busy fingers. “So hot, babe. So fucking wet.”
“Uh-huh…” I put my hands on her lower back and ran them down to her perfect ass. Holding tight to her butt was my only chance to stay standing. The way she ignited pleasure within me, using only a couple of fingers, was like nothing any man had ever done. They were always too ready to ram their big tools home. Frankie had no tool to fall back on. What she possessed, though, was something none of my boyfriends ever had.
Understanding.
And skill. A fuck-ton of skill.
She released her grip on my hair and slid that hand down to cup my ass, inside my panties. She found the soft swelling of my breast with her hot, wet mouth, and kissed a serpentine trail down to my nipple.
As she lowered herself, I lost my grip on her butt, and the bursts of ecstasy she pumped through my body simply took my balance away. I collapsed back on the sofa, and Frankie held onto my panties, tearing them from me.
“Oops.” She fired that wicked smile at me, and I smiled back. With a tiny shrug she tossed the ruined underwear over her shoulder and scanned my naked body. “For fuck’s sake, babe. You’re incredible. I barely know where to start.”
“Wherever you want, Frankie. Tonight, I’m all yours.”
 My gorgeous friend closed her eyes and sighed. “You know, this has been a fantasy of mine for, like, six years now?”
“Really?”
“Uh-huh.” She crept forward on her knees and pressed her fingers to my mouth. They were rich with the scent of my arousal.
I shot Frankie a quick wink and opened my mouth, and she quivered with desire as she slid those aromatic fingers home. I hummed as I suckled on them, and my bestie moaned in harmony.
“God, that’s dirty, Erin.”
“Mm-hmm.”
“And I fucking love it.”
She came closer and leaned down, snaring my stiff nipple between her teeth, never breaking eye contact with me. I speared my tongue out through the gap in her fingers, and she hissed with clear want.
Frankie bit into my sensitive flesh and I arched my back, pressing the soft skin of my breast into her face. She cupped it with her free hand and coated that big girl with kisses, then came back to suck my nipple into her blistering hot mouth.
“Oh, fuck, Frankie…”
She released my flesh and licked her way slowly up to my mouth. As her lips met mine she spread her fingers, and we fenced between them with our tongues.
Between long, deep kisses, Frankie explored my body with her free hand, stroking my throat and kneading my breasts.
She gradually guided that hand up to my hair and threaded her fingers through.
Then, with a ferocity that was almost masculine, she made a fist and sent sharp needles of painful pleasure through my scalp. She bent my head back, pulling her fingers from my mouth with a dirty slurping noise.
“You’re too fucking sexy for your own good, Erin.”
There was a darkness to her smile, and a devilish light in her eyes, as she ran her wet fingers down my body, making swirling patterns with just the tips of them.
I couldn’t hold in my whimper of anticipation as she moved closer and closer to my desperate pussy.
Her face was full of wonder as she reached my hip, and she pulled my face toward hers.
“Frankie…” My voice broke part way through and her eyelids fluttered.
“I want you so bad, babe.”
She took my mouth in hers again, a deep kiss that was tender at first. Then, the moment she touched my wanton slit, my world changed.
As Frankie drove two wet fingers inside me, she bit into my tongue and made a growling sound. It was the single hottest moment of my life.
I had no words in my head, and no way to say them if I did. All I could manage was to groan with ecstasy into my best friend’s pretty mouth.
As Frankie plunged in and out of my tight pussy, I raised my legs, letting this gorgeous woman spear me deeper than ever with her skillful fingers.
I put my hands around the back of her neck and pulled tight, as if trying to merge with her face. It felt like I couldn’t get enough of her mouth on mine, no matter how hard I tried.
Frankie slowed her hand and curled her fingers upward. As she found my special place inside, she jammed her thumb against my clit, and I jumped like I’d been shot from behind.
My jerking motion pulled my mouth off hers, and I slapped my hands down on the sofa. It was the only way I could be certain I wouldn’t tumble to the floor. Or fly off into space.
Frankie released my hair and grabbed my breast, squeezing the soft flesh and thumbing at my nipple. When she seized that bud and pinched it, I lost my fucking mind.
Not only was I letting another woman fuck me…I was loving every second of it. The storm of sensation inside me threatened to blow any second, and I was powerless to do anything to stop it.
At that moment, Frankie locked her eyes on mine, and let a dirty little smile curl her mouth. “I can’t fucking wait to eat your pussy, babe.”
And that was that. Just the thought of having my gorgeous friend’s mouth on my most sensitive flesh was all it took to push me over the edge.
My climax hit me like a punch in the belly, then washed through my body like a flood. Waves of pleasure hit me, and my howls of release filled the room. I arched up even higher than before and let the rhythm of bliss ride me like a song.
When the final pounding of ecstasy fizzled away, I fell flat on the sofa, and struggled to get my breathing under control. I opened my eyes to see my beautiful bestie gazing down at me, her cheeks flushed pink and her mouth slightly open.
“Damn, babe…you’re even more beautiful when you come.”
My face heated again at Frankie’s praise. I reached up and cupped her cheek in my palm. “I can’t believe we just did that.”
“Like I told you, I’ve wanted to. For years.”
“I think I have, too. I just never really put it in words. Not even in my own head.” I sat up and grabbed the bottom of Frankie’s crop top. “But if we’re only doing this once, then I say we do it all the way.”
She lifted her arms and I pulled the skimpy top off her, then surprised her by diving in for another kiss. Frankie pulled away and smiled.
“Hey. I thought you were gonna let me lick that pretty puss of yours.”
I put my finger over her lips. “Shh. I wanna play, too.” I stood and held my hand out to her. “And I want to do it in comfort.”
Frankie landed a sharp little smack on my bare butt, then stood. I led her through to my room and sat her on the side of my bed.
I stood in front of her, straddling her leg, as she nuzzled at my boobs. Her hair was so soft as I ran my fingers through it, and then pulled her hard against me.
She was such a sweet temptation, and I didn’t want to wait any longer. She’d been driving this whole thing. I thought it was time she got to sit back and take it easy, while I did all the work.
Funny, though…it didn’t feel like work at all.
“Frankie, scoot back on the bed. Let me get you naked.”
“Mmm.” She bit my nipple one more time and I hissed with pleasure, then she leaned back.
I scooped her legs up and grabbed at her yoga pants. With a quick tug I had them down past her hips…and was pleasantly surprised to see she was commando beneath them.
Where I’d always kept myself completely bare down there, Frankie was sporting a closely-cropped triangle of glossy hair. I caught a quick burst of her scent and gasped. Her aroma was so very much like mine, but still noticeably different.
With a bite of my lip I drew her tight pants all the way off. She pulled her knees up toward her tits to make things easier, and all I could focus on was the beautiful dark pink of her glistening snatch.
“God, you’re gorgeous, Frankie.” I clambered on over the top of her and planted my mouth on hers. She suckled on my tongue and my body lost all its hardness. I liquefied on top of her and collapsed.
The velvet of her skin against mine was so unlike the hard muscle and rough hair of a male body. Guys had their charms, of course, but in that moment, I absolutely adored the way Frankie’s body could glide against mine, almost as if we were oiled up.
She raised her leg in between mine and pressed her thigh into my clit. A fresh burst of pleasure rocked my body, and I groaned with desire into her mouth.
“I have to touch you, Frankie. I mean really touch you.”
“I can’t wait.”
Her breasts were smaller than mine, but just so fucking perfect I thought I should frame them. I kissed her chin, and her throat, and lapped her salty skin all the way down to her nipple.
For a second, I held still. It was a weird moment. I was hypnotized by the perky beauty of her bud, and scared of how fucking much I wanted to suckle on it.
Frankie slid her fingers into my hair and made fists, pulling all my sensation to my scalp. She dragged me down as she rolled her tit up against my lips, and I opened instinctively.
The hard press of her nipple against my tongue thrilled me down the length of my spine. This was all still so taboo to me, but there was no way I wanted to stop.
With a long moan, I closed around her flesh, dug my teeth into her stiff bud, and sucked like crazy. Frankie bucked beneath me, pressing her soft skin to my face, as she ground her leg against my sopping wet pussy even harder than before.
“Come on, Erin. Stop teasing. Get your sweet pussy on my face. Now.”
“Ohh…” It was more of a sigh than a moan, and it was muffled by the skin of her beautiful breast. “You are such a dirty, dirty girl, honey.”
“You’ve know that since forever.”
I smiled up at her and raised myself to my hands and knees. “Yeah, but I thought you were all about the cock.”
“You gonna talk all night? Because I can think of much better uses for that pretty mouth of yours.”
For a moment I hesitated. All of this had been so fucking amazing, and I’d surprised myself with just how readily I’d got down and dirty with another woman. But the idea of putting my mouth on my best friend like that? Well, it was a bit confronting.
On the other hand, I’d tasted my own juices plenty of times, on a lover’s mouth, or cock, or fingers. Could it be that different?
“Erin?”
“Huh?”
Frankie smiled at me. “You know you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to, right? I’m fucking desperate to taste you, babe, but I’m not a guy. I don’t expect an automatic payback in kind.”
I pursed my lips a moment. “Well, who says I don’t want to?”
“Less talking, more face-sitting.” She pointed at her mouth with both hands. “Right here, babe.”
My belly tightened as I rose to my knees, and crept forward. Just as I came within reach of Frankie’s pretty pink tongue, I flipped around so I was facing her feet. Keeping my options open.
Frankie took a long breath in, and moaned like she’d just had dessert. “You smell so wonderful, babe.” A split second later and she ran her hot tongue over the length of my wanton slit, from clit to ass and back again.
And even then, with my eyes clamped closed, and my world centered on only my pussy, I could still feel how different this was. It wasn’t only the softness of her lips, cheeks and chin. It was the softness of her touch.
When she drove her tongue inside my pussy, it felt like she was exploring, not ransacking. Like she knew the map, and the secret code, and where all the treasure was kept.
I fell forward, spreading my knees so I could mash my slick lips into Frankie’s face. She moaned against me and the vibrations tickled me exactly where I needed them.
My face was hovering only inches above her spicy, aromatic cunt. I leaned against her slender thigh and ran my hand up her other leg, starting at the knee and ending at paradise.
The moment I touched her glistening slit, she made a sharp, barking noise of pleasure.
“Oh, god, babe. I’ve wanted you to do that forever.”
“What, this?” I pinched her tough little clit between my thumb and finger and she quaked like the San Andreas beneath me.
“Oh, fuck. Do that again. Harder.”
This time I twisted her bud, and was rewarded with a new burst of her scent filling my nose, and a long, hard stroke of her tongue on my pussy.
“Holy fuck, Frankie.” The beautiful fragrance of her arousal was drawing me in. We said we’d only ever do this once. We said we shouldn’t hold back, or feel shamed by whatever we did.
And suddenly, all I wanted was to eat the hell out of my best friend’s pussy.
I didn’t hesitate any longer, just fell forward and took her cheeky clit in my mouth, sucking like it was a lifeline.
Frankie’s breath stuttered in her chest as I concentrated all my attention on her pleasure bud. She slapped her hands on my ass cheeks and squeezed, as she moaned her pleasure out against my pussy.
I released her clit and ran my tongue slowly down the length of her wet lips. It wasn’t enough. I wasn’t sure if I could get enough of her. She tasted of salt, and sex, and wanton desire. She felt like heaven.
Frankie bucked her hips up against me, and I fell back a little, landing my slit on her face even harder. It just seemed to make her hungrier than ever for me, and she made feline growling sounds as she devoured every pore of my tingling cunt.
It was nearly impossible to breathe, I was so lost in the incendiary heat of her mouth. My hand trembled as I brought my fingers up and licked them, and trembled even more as I reached for her pretty pussy.
Frankie crept her hands further and further inward, until her fingers met in the middle. A couple at the outer edge of my pussy…and some right near my ass. I pulled my knees forward to really open up to her, and she moaned.
“You call me a dirty girl, you little tramp.”
Before I could reply she licked her thumb and pressed it to my ass, and I gasped with the unexpected pleasure. I returned fire by driving two fingers deep into the inferno of her tight pussy.
Frankie glided the tip of her thumb inside me and I couldn’t hold my rasping moan in. “Fuck, honey…”
“I know, right?”
We licked and sucked, and we worked our fingers, like well-oiled machines. I lapped at her silky thighs, and ground at her clit. She sucked on my lips as she pleasured my ass.
Inside me was a bird’s nest of ecstasy, a thousand tiny fingers of pleasure woven around each other. And when Frankie caught my clit between her teeth, the whole beautiful mess unraveled.
The pressure within my belly erupted, firing all those little threads of wonder through my entire body, burst after burst of pins and needles and magic gushing to my fingers and toes, and back again.
I curled my fingers inside Frankie and pinched her clit as I bit into her thigh, hard enough to mark her skin. She arched her back and forced her beautiful pussy upward, and I slid my fingers out so I could grind my whole palm against her.
A second later she went completely limp, coating my palm with her fragrant juices as she cried out in ecstasy. The heat of her breath washed over my cunt, a sweet accompaniment to the last throes of my orgasm as they fizzed through me.
Slowly, I came down from the amazing high of my first time with another woman. I planted a soft array of kisses against Frankie’s inner thigh, and one long, lingering kiss against her juicy slit, complete with a little tongue.
If this was to be the only time I ever fucked a woman, I was glad it had been with my best friend. Everything felt so natural, and my only question was whether we might have gone somewhere we couldn’t come back from.
I slid off Frankie’s body and laid beside her. She followed me with her gorgeous mouth, kissing at my thigh, then working her way up my belly, and through the valley between my tits.
Finally, she was face to face with me again, and tried kissing me on the lips. It was only the fact that neither of us could wipe the mile off our face that made that an impossible task.
She snuggled down against my neck. “Babe, that was just the fucking ultimate. I’m so glad we did it.”
“Me too, honey.” I scratched my fingers up and down her back, thinking about the promise we’d made. That it would be just one time. That we’d make sure not to regret it.
“I think I can read your mind now, Erin.”
“Hmm?”
She sat up a little, and ran her scented fingers across my lips while she looked into my eyes. “We said just one time. And I think I can do that. You’re gonna be in my spank banks until the day I die, but we made a promise.”
“Uh-huh.” I couldn’t tell if I was relieved…or disappointed. “We have to remember that we both still technically have boyfriends. They might be big, useless lumps of meat but still…I kinda like some of that meat.”
“Me, too.”
I could almost read her mind, too. But on the other hand…
She nestled down against me again, soft skin to soft skin. And gradually, we fell asleep.

      ***






  
  Just Once More


The moment I woke, I could tell it had been an amazing night’s sleep. The sun was high enough that my room was light and warm. My body was content and my mind was at ease. 
Then I rolled onto my side and saw my best friend Frankie in the bed with me. As naked as I was. And I remembered all the wonderful things we’d done last night.
“Hey, babe,” Frankie said with a smile. “You look like an angel when you sleep.”
My face heated at the compliment. “Thanks, honey. For a moment, I wondered if last night had all been a dream.”
“Best damn dream I’ve ever had.”
Her gaze was so intense I couldn’t help pulling the covers up a little. “It was amazing, for sure.” So why was I feeling guilty?
Frankie reached over and combed her fingers through my hair. “Babe? It’s okay.”
“What’s okay?”
“Last night. That bed-scorching fuck we had. You shouldn’t worry.”
How did she read me so well? I suppose being besties since we were 14 was part of it. “I don’t want to feel bad. And I really…I don’t think I do feel bad. Surely that’s wrong?”
“Why would it be wrong? You feel guilty for not feeling guilty?”
I pursed my lips for a moment. Hearing it back in those terms made it sound pretty stupid.
“Besides,” Frankie continued. “How could it be wrong for me to show my best friend how much I love her?”
I couldn’t come up with any good reply to that. Frankie was still smiling as she trailed her fingers down my arm. She lifted my hand to her mouth and kissed it.
“Mm. I can still smell myself on you.”
A sharp burst of emotion ran through me. There was a little seed of guilt, and a sliver of shame. But more than anything, the honey of her voice got my pussy begging for more of her. Fingers, teeth, tongue, breath.
“You shouldn’t tease me like that, Frankie.”
She opened her mouth and flicked my fingers with the tip of her tongue. “Who says I’m teasing?”
I tried to pull out of her grip…but I didn’t try real hard. “W–we said it was just one time.”
Frankie pulled me forward, and inched herself closer. We met in the middle and she rolled up on top of me. “So this can be the second half.”
“It felt pretty complete last night.”
“Nah. Sleep was just…intermission. Half time, if you like.”
I didn’t think I’d ever felt so much temptation in my life. But I just didn’t see how we could do it. “Frankie, I think Andrew and Rob will most likely come over today. Probably this morning. Can you imagine what would happen if they arrived and found us fucking?”
“You mean before or after they came in their pants?”
For once, even Frankie couldn’t make me laugh. “Honey, I wish we could. You don’t know how fucking much I wish we could just go one more time. But it’s too risky.”
I slid out from under her soft body and pulled my robe on, suddenly shy. I could feel her eyes on me as I headed to the bathroom.
Frankie had worked me nice and hard last night, and a hot shower would ease the wonderful, hard-earned aches and pains of hot girl-sex.
As I took off my robe, it instantly brought back the memory of when Frankie drew off my dress last night. And how freeing it felt when I was naked before her, as more than friends. How it got my belly buzzing with want, and how the fear had blended perfectly with arousal.
I shook my head with a sigh, and ran the water as hot as I could stand it. Walking away, leaving Frankie in the bed back there, had been way harder than I would have thought. I felt like the queen of all the bitches, saying no to her. Especially when I truly wanted to say yes.
The hot water stung my skin, but it felt as if I deserved that. It was my punishment. I grabbed my shower gel and squirted it into my palm.
All I meant to do was wash myself, but every place I put my hands reminded me of how Frankie had touched me. When I closed my eyes, my hands became hers. I could almost feel her strong, but petite, fingers on my flesh. The soft warmth of her mouth, the fierce heat of her pussy.
The bathroom door came open, and broke through my daydream. I realized I’d been spending a crazy amount of time washing my clit.
Frankie came marching over to the shower and pulled the door open. She was still naked, still achingly beautiful even with all the mess of sleep still written on her.
“I don’t want it to end like that, babe.”
My breath had to fight its way in and out of my body. The pure need in Frankie’s voice was as close to irresistible as anything I’d heard. “W–we said…just once.”
She lifted her leg and rested her knee against the wall, pointing at her inner thigh. Where I’d left a juicy bite mark last night. “I don’t know how I can explain this to Rod.”
“I’m so sorry, honey. I just…lost myself.”
“I’m not sorry. I fucking loved it.”
So did I. I wasn’t brave enough to say it out loud.
Frankie rubbed her thumb over the mark. “Of course, it’s not like this is gonna wash off, babe.” She lowered her eyes as if suddenly shy. “And neither are you.”
“Wh–what?”
Frankie practically leapt into my arms, planting a wild and ferocious kiss on my mouth. She fisted my wet hair and whimpered her need out against my tongue.
The heat of her mouth awoke a fire inside me, and my knees threatened to give way. I couldn’t stop myself returning her kiss, devouring her tongue. Thinking back to how I’d devoured her pussy. And I knew this was going to happen. Again.
I managed to turn around, and push Frankie into the corner of the shower. “You broke our deal, honey.”
“Uh-huh. Sue me.”
I cupped her face in my hand. “I’d much rather fuck you.”
She’d barely begun to smile when I dropped to my knees before her, kissing her sweet belly through the cascade of hot water. Slowly I worked my way south until the short hairs of her bush tickled my chin.
Frankie rested her hands on my head and made loose fists, guiding me to where she wanted me to be. Where I wanted to be more than anything.
I found her delicious plump split with my tongue, and lapped her from side to side, savoring every pore. Frankie let a long, keening cry out as she pumped her hips, mashing her softness against my nose and my chin as I devoured the spice of her arousal.
My knees began to hurt so I broke contact and pulled on Frankie’s hands. She came down to meet me with a deep, searching kiss and it seemed to last a year. Her mouth alone could fulfill three-quarters of all my fantasies. She was by far the best kisser I’d ever had.
Frankie rolled down onto her back and I followed, gliding myself between her parted thighs. We were beautifully slippery all over, and it felt as if nothing could stop us. Thank fuck we had a big shower. It was one of the reasons we’d taken this place.
I slid my hand up between her tight breasts and around the back of her neck, as I lowered myself onto her slender body. Our mouths met again, embracing like long lost loves, as my big boobs pounded hers into submission.
The stream of hot water was lightly spanking my ass, and I pressed my hips forward. The moment my pussy kissed hers, it was like an electric shock running between us.
Frankie curled her smooth legs up and over my hips, and let a sweet moan loose. Being on top of her like that, like a man would be, gave me a strange sense of power.
I thrust my hips, gliding my smooth pussy against her, and she arched her back, holding tight around my ass with her ankles.
“Mm. Do that again, babe. Only…” She pulled one leg down and forced it between mine. “…like this.”
I drove my tongue deep into her mouth as I ground my cunt against hers. The sensation was so much stronger with the new angle, and it sent a nice buzzing through my belly.
Instinctively, I sat up and hung onto her thigh as I spread my legs as wide as I could. My pussy mashed into Frankie’s so hard it was like we were trying to merge.
While I ground against her, she thumbed her perky nipples, and the play of emotions that ran across her face was like a dirty movie. My own private porn flick.
But while the scissoring was nice, it was never going to be any more than an appetizer. I had a taste for Frankie’s pussy now, and I wondered if it might be insatiable.
I released my grip on her leg and stood, which seemed to surprise her.
“What’s wrong, babe?” She scrambled to her feet and took my hand.
“I’m hungry.” I shut off the shower and cupped her sweet pussy, pressing hard on her clit. “And you have what I want.”
She seized my shoulders as her eyes fluttered closed. “Oh, fuck. I’ve created a monster.”
“Absolutely. And now, this monster’s gonna fucking eat you all up.”
“Shut up and take my pussy.”
I walked out of the bathroom, towing my best friend behind me. We didn’t even stop to dry off. We just tumbled onto my bed, still dripping wet, arms and legs entwined. If we ended up making a fuck angel on the sheets, then so be it.
Frankie rolled up on top of me and hooked her ankles around my calf, grinding her slick pussy against the side of my thigh. “God, you’re fucking sexy, babe.”
I tweaked her nipple and she jumped with a sound that was half laugh and half squeal. That just made it easier for me to push her down onto her back and come up on top of her again. This time, I held her hands down as well, either side of her head, as I gazed into her beautiful eyes.
Frankie made a cute little snarling sound. “You fucking tease, Erin. Dangling those fucking perfect tits there, just out of my reach.”
With a half-smile, I leaned forward, and Frankie opened her mouth, flicking my nipple with her tongue. I made sure not to let her get a hold of me. After all, what kind of a tease would I be if I just gave in immediately?
Just when she looked like she was going to get feisty, I dropped forward, smothering her with my breast, and she sucked my hard nipple into the heat of her mouth.
For a moment, I let her go for it, but it still wasn’t enough. I pulled loose from her grip with a dirty smacking noise, and fell on her breasts, squeezing and biting at her soft skin as she moaned and sighed.
The rich scent of her delightful cunt was calling to me. As I sucked on her sweet nipple, I ran my fingers across her mouth and she opened instantly, hauling them in and soaking them.
After a couple of sucks, I pulled them free and dragged them down her body. I switched my mouth to her other nipple and sank my teeth in, just as I ground my wet fingers into her clit.
Frankie put her hands around my neck and pulled, mashing my face against her body and letting ragged cries of pleasure fly.
But when I inched my hand lower and touched the sensual heat of her slick lips, she pulled my hair hard enough that I had to arch up with it.
“Fucking kiss me, babe.”
I dived at her, taking her beautiful mouth in a messy, ferocious kiss, just as I speared one finger into her tight hole. With pleasure, I swallowed the warrior scream she roared into my mouth.
Frankie sucked on my tongue like it was a cock, her voice a feline growl as I explored her inner heat. She ran her hands down my back and then pulled them up, her fingers clawed and scratching. It hurt the same way as a sharp spanking, and I moaned against her lips.
“That’s gonna leave a mark,” I muttered between kisses.
“Payback for my thigh, bitch.”
I tried to conjure up a fearsome growl, but the way Frankie overwhelmed my senses, all I could manage was a mewling moan.
She moved her hands out to my arms and then down, cupping my tits as I finger-fucked her gorgeous cunt.
I bit into Frankie’s tongue, just enough to get her attention. Our mouths came apart with a syrupy smacking sound. She squeezed my nipples like it was punishment.
“Don’t stop, babe.”
“Uhhh…I can’t wait any longer, Frankie.”
“Huh?”
“I need to eat your perfect fucking pussy.”
She closed her eyes and smiled. “Well, I guess I can allow that.”
I smiled back and squeezed her nipple in retaliation. She jumped and made a tiny squealing sound, and I realized I was loving this as much for the connection we had as for the incredible sensations.
Once again, her familiar, but still exotic, scent rose to my nostrils. And now I knew how she tasted, I simply couldn’t wait any longer to sample her spice again.
Gliding down her taut body, I lapped up any stray droplets of shower water that were still on her. When I reached her small triangle of hair I made patterns through it with the tip of my tongue. Frankie gazed down at me, her cheeks flushed and her lips parted.
I had to close my eyes at that point. It was all so overwhelming, in such a beautiful way. Her soft skin, her slender build, her delicious fragrance. I wanted to tease her, I truly did. Maybe lick the insides of her thighs for a few minutes and let her anticipation grow.
In the end, though, I think I was even more desperate to eat her than she was to be eaten.
I planted a kiss right in the middle of her short bush, and put my thumbs either side of her hot split. Frankie gasped at my touch, and slid her hands down to rest them on top of mine.
I sat back just a little and gazed at her fucking beautiful cunt. With a moan I couldn’t suppress, I parted her plump lips with my thumbs and drew in a long breath, savoring Frankie’s amazing oceanic scent.
A moment later I ran the face of my tongue over her glistening lips, from bottom to top and back down, letting her exquisite flavor fill my mouth.
I glided back up and opened wide, driving my tongue deep inside my best friend while I gently gnawed at her hood with my front teeth. Nothing too hard, just a bit of pressure.
Frankie jerked beneath me like she was having a fit, squeezing my hands as she pulled her legs wider and her knees higher. I drove my face against her, harder and harder, feeling my chin growing slick with her delicious juices as I explored her with my tongue.
“Fuck, babe. That’s…incredible.”
I pulled one hand loose from hers and pressed it against her, still lapping up her sweet essence between my fingers. Her moans became barks and then just ragged breathing as I devoured her tender flesh.
My fingers were slick and glistening, from the perfect blend of my spit and her juices. I engulfed her clit with my mouth as I pressed two fingers against her hot hole.
Then I stopped, gazing up at Frankie for a moment, wondering if she’d ever been more beautiful.
I guided my fingers inside her and squeezed her clit between my teeth, and she slapped her hands onto the bed, arching up like she was being pulled toward heaven, tits first.
Gradually, I pumped my hand harder and faster, while I switched between sucking her clit and lapping her lips. Frankie gasped and moaned as I drove myself against her.
She put one leg around my shoulder and pressed her foot to my back. When she used it to pull at me, I knew she meant I should go even harder at her. Fuck, I could do that.
I pulled my fingers out of her and made a big show of sucking her amazing taste from them. I put a third one into my mouth as well, and then pumped all three back into her cunt.
Frankie bucked her hips up and I pulled my face back so I could put her other leg on my other shoulder.
“Fuck, Erin…”
“Uh-huh.”
I’d never felt so powerful. So much in control. Every time I moved even a single finger, Frankie’s expression would change. The pink flush in her cheeks had spread to her throat and chest. She was a fucking work of art.
I pressed forward, stretching her legs up toward her shoulders, as I plowed three fingers into her tight heat. She squeezed me so hard I thought she might break them.
When I rubbed her clit with my thumb, though, she was gone.
We’d been best friends for ten years, and shared beds and secrets, clothes and shoes. But until this weekend, I’d never seen her come. And I’d been missing out.
The beautiful blend of pain, pleasure and surprise that fired across her face was a symphony. Mouth open, eyes closed, cheeks pink and breath ragged, she howled out her release as her pussy pulsed around my fingers. Just for good measure I bent and sank my teeth into her thigh, right on that troublesome mark I’d already left.
“Uhh…harder, babe.”
I made a growling sound and really dug my teeth into her soft flesh. If I went any harder I’d break her skin.
Frankie had barely finished her climax when she rose, pulling her thigh away from my mouth and bending to replace it with her lips. Her breath was heavy against my face as she kissed the hell out of me, sucking her fragrance from my mouth and turning my body to syrup. She scratched her nails over my back and my ass, and I collapsed onto my side, taking Frankie with me.
The instant we landed, she fell onto my breasts and lapped at them, squeezing them together with her petite hands. She attacked them like a guard dog on burglars, and I arched them up to meet her, my face slipping half beneath the pillows.
Without releasing my tits, she butted her knee up against my slit and ground in, punching sparks of pleasure through me. I fisted her hair and held on, just because I could.
Frankie kept her hands on my breasts, but she slowly worked her way down my body, exploring with her mouth. Kisses, licks, tiny bites, all the while still pressing the hardness of her knee to my pussy.
“God, you smell fucking good, babe,” she said, her voice little more than a whisper.
She pulled her knee back and the air against my juicy skin felt ice cold for a second. Then she slid herself all the way down and planted a long, slow kiss on my wet slit.
Frankie lifted herself from me for a second and licked her lips, closing her eyes and moaning. “Even sweeter the second time.”
She released my tits and scratched her fingers down my belly, gliding over the rippled cliff of my pussy and then running them out to my knees. She clawed her nails as she slid her hands under my legs, every sensation hitting me like pins and needles of pleasure.
As Frankie ran her soft tongue up the length of my slit, she brought her hands back up the outsides of my thighs, then pushing them down onto my belly.
She drove her mouth against me, wave after wave of soft heat and sweet moans conjuring fireworks in my pussy.
I reached down and snared her hands with mine, holding on to her, making sure she never stopped doing exactly what she was doing.
Her feline moans turned into growls and hisses as she drove her tongue deeper and deeper inside me. Every time she came up for air her face was wetter and more beautiful.
Then she fell on my clit and sucked it, and my vision faded for a second. Frankie pulled at my hands, breaking through my dreamlike state, and I gazed down into her amazing eyes.
We stayed there, locked together, mouth to pussy, for what could have been hours, but was probably only seconds. The sight of my amazing best friend, down there, with her beautiful mouth on my tender pussy, was something I would never forget.
I broke my hands free from hers and grasped her wrists instead, pulling her against me. I could feel her chin pressing against my hot hole as she switched between sucking and biting on my clit.
This was not going to be a small climax. This was going to be a fucking hurricane of ecstasy. I just hoped the neighbors wouldn’t mind the noise that I knew was coming.
Already I was just about there. Frankie’s mouth was just so fucking talented. But when she slipped one hand free and rubbed it all over my glistening pussy, front and back, I held my breath.
She pushed my knees up and I hooked my hands under them. I was as open as I could be. A second later, she speared two fingers into my cunt, and eased her pinkie into my ass.
The instant she touched her tongue to my clit again, my climax erupted, and it felt as if it tore me limb from limb, scattering me around the room, a million glittering pieces of Erin. My voice was a gale force scream.
Punch after wave after spike of pure bliss devoured my mind and body, only easing when the last of my breath left me.
When I finally managed to fill my lungs again, it sounded like a raw sob of pain, and Frankie came right up to check on me. 
“You okay, babe?”
I had no voice for the moment, so I nodded. There were tears running down my cheeks, but it wasn’t sadness. I’d just never been so overwhelmed by a lover before.
Frankie still looked worried, so I reached for her face, pulling her into a soft kiss and drinking myself from her tongue. She mewed against me and relaxed.
I could have stayed there all day, in Frankie’s arms. She regained her senses first, though.
“Ugh. The guys will probably come over soon.”
“Hmm.”
“What the fuck are we gonna tell them? Or are we going to?”
Slowly, I ran my hand down her back. “I don’t want to. They’ll turn it into something it’s not.”
“I know what you mean. Either they’ll get pissy, or they’ll demand front row seats next time.”
My heart soared for a moment. “N–next time?”
Frankie smoothed her fingers over my mouth. “What, you think I could give you up just like that?”
I screwed my mouth up as I pondered it. I’d never even kissed a woman before this weekend. But now I couldn’t imagine a life that didn’t involve getting freaky with Frankie.
“Relax, babe,” she hummed, planting a small kiss on my breast. “I want to be with Rob, and I really love riding that man’s cock. But still…”
I kissed my bestie on the forehead. “I think I understand. We can be the spice in each other’s life.”
“Exactly.” She slid her hand down and cupped my pussy one more time. “This cookie is a sometimes treat.”

      ***






  
  Our Little Secret


I parked my car outside my ex’s house. It was a bittersweet moment, knowing this was the last time I’d be here. I only had a few books and things to pick up. 
It’d been a month since Paul and I broke up, but at least we parted on good terms. He’d been my experiment in dating a much older man, and I’d been…well, I guess I was part of his ongoing mid-life crisis.
I’d enjoyed my time with him well enough. He was good-looking, confident and emotionally available. Much better than men my own age.
The only weird part for me had been his daughter. At 22, Jade was only a couple of years younger than me. If we’d met at a club, or at work, we’d probably have been friends. Maybe even besties.
But by me dating her dad, Jade seemed to file me in the evil stepmother category. Our relationship had been prickly at best. Jade disagreed with me on basically everything, no matter what.
I’m sure it was some kind of jealousy. Maybe because I was doing her daddy, or maybe she saw me as competition for other men’s attention.
She really didn’t have to worry, though. With my curves, I had her beat for tits and ass, but she was lithe, cute as a button, and a natural blonde.
Luckily, I still had my key to Paul’s house. I let myself in and glanced around. It had only been a month, but it still felt weird to be here. I knew he was at work, but I wasn’t sure of his daughter’s schedule.
“Jade?”
There was no answer, but I could hear music coming from her room. I headed upstairs to let her know I was in the house. Didn’t want to frighten her if she found me rooting around in the living room.
But as I reached out to knock on her door, a full-throated scream sounded from within and I panicked. I pulled out my cell phone and slipped off my shoe, ready to smack her attacker upside the head.
I busted through her door, ready to take on whoever or whatever was molesting Jade. And stopped short when I realized she was alone on her bed. Completely naked. And the only molesting going on was self-inflicted.
She had a porn flick playing on her TV and she was lying on the bed, one hand gripping her breast and the other half-buried inside her pussy.
In a split second, I took in all of her, from her wild blonde hair to her pink-painted toes, and all the young, tender nakedness in between.
She swung around and her eyes widened, while her cheeks pinked. “What the fuck are you doing? Get out!”
“Oh! Oh, fuck. I’m so sorry, Jade.”
She rolled over and covered herself in her bedspread. “Why would you bust in on me? Why the fuck are you even here?”
“I just came to get my…I thought you were being attacked.”
“Just get out, okay?”
“I’m going, I’m…” I found my attention diverted for a moment by the porn movie. I wasn’t surprised at all that she was watching one. What surprised me was that it was an all-girl movie.
She jumped in before I could say anything.
“I don’t want to talk about this. Especially not with you.”
This moment suddenly felt a lot heavier, and I wasn’t sure I was the one to talk with her about sexuality. Hell, who was I to even be involved? But, at that moment, I was the only so-called authority figure available. “Jade, if you’re a lesbian, you know that’s, uh… cool, right? Lots of women are.”
“Dad would kick me out.” All her fire had disappeared, leaving her voice small and quiet.
“He wouldn’t. I’m sure he wouldn’t.”
Something in my tone of voice must have made it through to her. She sat up, carefully checking she was still covered. “You don’t know that. And anyway, I’m not a lesbian. I don’t think. I mean, I just…like girls. Maybe more than boys. I can’t really tell.”
“Have you ever, um…been with a girl?”
She sneered and shook her head. “But I know my way around, Olivia. I’ve been with tons of boys.”
“Jade. I was in your life long enough to know that’s a lie. You don’t have to impress me, remember. If you’re gay, it really is fine.”
“I’m not gay. I do like boys. I just…look, what would you even know about it?”
“More than you might think.”
She shot her head around to look at me, her expression hovering between confused and hopeful. “What are you saying?”
“I’ve been around, you know. What, you think I was a virgin when I hooked up with your dad?”
“Of course not, but…” She swallowed heavily before she continued. “You’ve been with a woman?”
“A few women. Don’t get me wrong, sex with a man can be amazing. It’s almost everything I could ever want.”
“Almost?”
I couldn’t stop the tiny smile creeping onto my lips. “Yeah, almost. Sometimes it’s not quite what I need.”
She turned slightly away as if it was easier to ask questions without actually looking at me. “How do you, um…y’know? Find, um, partners?”
“Oh, honey, there’s not really a rule book.” I sat on the bed, far enough away that she wouldn’t be spooked. “About all I can say is, if you like girls, and you try to force yourself not to, you’ll regret it. Maybe not right away, but someday.”
“But I can’t just come out as…as whatever I am. Gay, bi, whatever. People are so—”
“Fuck people.”
“But what if daddy found out?”
“And what if you find yourself married to a nice guy who does everything right and you still end up hating him? All because you’re looking lustfully at half the planet’s population thinking if only. I promise you, you’ll be one unhappy camper.”
Jade turned to face me. “Why haven’t you ever talked to me before? Like this?”
“To be fair, why would I? Even if I knew you were feeling confused, we had that evil stepmom-bratty diva dynamic going on. Would you even have listened to me?”
She seemed to relax, as if I’d broken down a wall between us. She even laid back on the bed, putting her hands under her head. She didn’t seem to care—or maybe she didn’t even notice—that her top half was bare, and her pert little boobs had come out from hiding.
“Honestly, Olivia, I just don’t know about anything right now. I have been with a few boys, you know. Okay, not tons, but a few. And it’s really nice. But it’s over so quickly and they just make me feel used. It’s like I’m a sex toy they can get off with, and then cast aside.”
“Not all guys are like that. But most of the ones our age? Hell, yeah. Why d’you think I was with your dad?”
She sighed heavily and then rolled onto her side, a slight redness in her cheeks telling me she knew quite well her tits were out, and made me wonder if she was testing me.
And God help me, I wasn’t sure I had the power to resist. She was so delicious, lying there, looking into me with her limpid eyes, her hair all tousled and moist with sweat, her pretty mouth so full and plump.
“What’s it like?” She spoke so quietly I strained to hear her. “With a woman, I mean.”
For a moment, I hesitated. I hadn’t been with that many women, and only ever with experienced ones. Whether with guys or girls, I always seemed to prefer partners who’d been there and done that. Suddenly I was the one with all the experience.
“Well, it’s…there’s a lot that’s kind of similar to being with a man. But there’s a lot that’s different.”
“Duh. Could you be any more vague?” She rolled up and sat, facing me, her feet tucked under her ass.
It was so hard to concentrate on anything in the presence of such beauty. Especially when that beauty was naked. “Should you maybe put something on?”
“I don’t know. Should I?” She leaned forward, close enough that I could smell her hair. “Please, tell me how it feels. Let me know if it’s worth all this angst.”
“I don’t know what to say. It’s been a while. I mean, I was dating your dad for a year. Which means I still feel a little like you’re my stepdaughter. I’m not supposed to—”
The rest of my words were cut off by the insistent press of Jade’s mouth to mine. Her pretty lips gushed with wet heat and she moaned, all high and needy.
For a second I was shocked, but then the scent of her skin, and the feel of her mouth on mine, melted away any resistance I might’ve had.
Finding one last burst of conscience, I pushed her back. “Jade. We can’t.” My voice was so weak with desire, even I wouldn’t have believed me. “What about your dad?”
“He’s not invited.”
“I’m serious. You were worried about him finding out.”
“Then we won’t tell him.” She slid her soft hands into mine and looked deep into my eyes. “Please, Olivia? You don’t know how much I want you. How long I’ve wanted you.”
“No. No, that’s…that can’t be right.”
“Why do you think I was such a bitch all the time? To you and to daddy. I was jealous as hell he got to fuck you and I didn’t!”
With her confession, my blood raced through my body, taking long detours to make my nipples spike and my pussy tingle.
There’s nothing quite like being lusted after by someone gorgeous. And though I knew I should just grab my stuff and skip out, I couldn’t turn away. Jade was so beautiful, and her need was so intense, she was suddenly everything I wanted.
Lust overtook me, turning me into a beast. And more than anything, I needed to sink my teeth into this pretty young thing.
I pounced on her, driving my tongue inside her mouth and practically snarling with desire. 
What Jade lacked in experience she absolutely made up for in enthusiasm. She responded with a natural empathy as well. Every tiny move I made with my head or my hands, she came along for the ride. 
Whether she identified as a lesbian or not, there was no doubt she was wholly in this moment. From her pretty pink-painted toes right up to her luscious me-covered lips.
Desire overrode any guilt I might have felt about the difficult relationship we’d had. I slid my hands up her soft young body, finding her perky tits and squeezing them. She yelped, but made no move away from me. If anything, she drove her tongue deeper into my mouth.
Coming up for air, I broke our kiss and licked my way up to her ear. I bit into her lobe and muttered to her through clenched teeth. “Jade, you know this is something we can’t undo?” I only had a couple of years on her, but I still felt the need to be the mature one.
“I don’t care. I just want you so bad.”
“Naughty girl…”
I stood and tore her bedspread away, revealing the rest of her smooth, slender body. The soft, alabaster tones of her creamy skin had my mouth watering.
She’d waxed her pussy completely smooth which made her look even younger. If I didn’t already know her age I would have thought she was too young for this. God, she was a treat for the senses.
Jade sat forward, reaching her hands up to remove my jacket, but I slapped them away and pushed her roughly onto her back. She squealed and laughed, then moaned softly as I knelt between her slender, outspread thighs.
All I wanted was to taste that pretty pink peach of hers. The rich saltwater scent of her arousal tickled at my nose and I knew for certain she would taste amazing.
But she wanted to know what it was like to be with a woman. The last thing I needed to do was attack her like a man would.
Instead, I suckled on the skin at the inside of her knee, stroking my nails lightly down the soft, bare skin of her mound, stopping right at the magic spot where lips met clit. She responded perfectly, her breath turning ragged and pulling a train of mewing sighs out with it. I moved like molasses, gliding the wide face of my tongue all the way up her inner thigh, marveling at the crazy-soft feel of her skin. Knowing I was the first woman ever to touch her like this lit a new fire inside my own pussy.
At the top of her leg I glided across, blowing a cool breath into the glistening split of her pussy, before moving straight up to her other knee. I made the same journey, inward and upward, but even slower this time.
My heart raced as I watched the effect my mouth had on her, sending a light trembling all the way through her soft, lithe body.
When I was right there, within a hair’s breadth of her sweet aromatic cunt, I let a hot breath wash over her. She moaned and raised her head, locking eyes with me. Positioned as I was, kneeling on the floor, with Jade spread out on the bed, all I had to do was fall forward and I’d have her tight little pussy in my watering mouth. But looking up at her, seeing the quaking want in her face, reminded me this needed to be done right. Once again, I’d been about to dive in and suckle the heat straight from her, when she was looking for the whole package. The girlfriend experience.
“Hold that thought, honey.” The thick desire in my own voice was a surprise, even to me.
“Wh–what? Are you crazy?”
“I just might be. But you’re too fucking delicious to eat all in one bite.” I stood and stepped away for a moment to shrug off my clothes. “I think I know why guys only last a minute with you. They probably can’t believe they’re fucking such a hottie.”
Jade sat up and watched every movement I made, her eyes following my hands at first before focusing in on all the parts of me she’d never seen before. My big, round breasts. My wide hips. My pussy with its little landing strip.
“Fuck, Olivia. No wonder daddy still talks about you. You’re fucking amazing.”
I bit my lip at the mention of Paul. It was a reminder that what we were doing was just so damn wrong. So damn naughty.
So fucking delicious.
Climbing onto the bed, I knelt right beside where she was sitting, acutely aware my pussy was mere inches from her mouth. Her eyes, though, were focused on mine, and there was a genuine nervous fear on her face. I sat on my heels and rested my palm against her cheek.
“You can say ‘stop’ at any point, honey. And I will honor that.”
“I can’t imagine anything that could make that word come out of my mouth today. Unless it has the words never and fucking in front of it.”
It was my turn to tremble. In the year or so I’d been her stepmom, I’d heard the way boys talked about her. Jade had earned herself a reputation as a tease, and now I could see why.
She radiated a naïve sensuality which was made irresistible by her natural beauty. Guys our age couldn’t deal with that in any way other than putting their cock inside it. It made them think they were somehow taming that power. Possessing it. Subduing this goddess with their little flesh clubs.
But I could see the truth. Jade was a highly-charged young woman with a sharp mind and a sharper tongue, and she needed to find a way to release all that energy.
Lucky for her, I knew exactly where her power switch would be.
Another forceful push on her shoulders had her falling again, and I moved with her, landing with one leg over her hips. I found her mouth with mine and kissed her, harder than I had before, suckling her tongue as if trying to steal it from her.
She responded beautifully once more, grabbing hold of my hair and squeezing, pulling my face against hers like she was trying to merge with me.
I rolled on top of her, and she spread those pretty legs of hers wide, giving me free access to grind my pussy against hers. She moaned and sighed as I rotated my hips, the thick, blunt pressure shooting a delightful buzz through me, and no doubt through Jade as well. Scissoring was my favorite warmup. To have lips on lips both upstairs and down. Each of us coating the other with our juices.
“Please, Olivia… show me everything.”
The small whimper in her voice made me desperate to touch her, taste her, everywhere I could, and all at once. Sliding my mouth down to her neck I nipped her skin before licking my way to her perfect pink nipple. Her gentle whimpers of pleasure filled my head and made my belly tingle even more. Her skin had a subtle salty tang that I could happily have spent all day and night licking from her.
With her stiff bud pressing on my tongue, I slid my hand down to the incredible wet heat of her cunt and ran my fingers down her lips. As I bit her nipple hard, I ground my fingers in a tight circle around her clit. Her moans were like music to me.
Jade put her hand over mine and pushed, increasing the pressure as she rode my fingers. I searched for every place I could touch that would make her squirm. She moaned and hissed and squealed as I licked and sucked every millimeter of her perky boobs, and ran my juice-coated fingers across all the smooth ripples and folds of her little cunt.
“Oh, fffuck!” She screamed again and bucked off the bed, pulling her nipple from my mouth with an almost comical sound. I knew I was good, but the speed of her climax surprised even me.
“Woah,” I hummed. “You have a hair trigger or something, honey?”
She’d come so quickly she’d barely worked up a drop of sweat on her body. Just a little on her top lip, which I couldn’t resist drinking straight from her as I gave her another long, slow kiss. Her breath sawed in and out of my mouth as I tickled the aftershocks from her pussy with my juicy fingers.
Jade twirled her tongue inside my mouth and it turned my body to water. The thought of having that agile muscle exploring my pussy thrilled me beyond words.
Finally, she regained enough composure to talk again. “I…I’ve just been wanting that for so damn long. Thank you.”
“Oh, honey. You think we’re finished?”
“Um…well, I, uh…”
“Jade, in case you forgot, neither of us is a guy. Your dad’s not home until tonight. We can stay here and do this for hours, yet.”
She sucked in a sharp breath and widened her eyes. The idea of a thorough and prolonged session of sweet girl-fucking seemed to appeal to her as much as it did to me. I figured there was no sense wasting this opportunity. Who knew if I’d ever get to be with a girl as gorgeous as Jade again?
I kissed her mouth quickly and then rolled right back up on top of her. “Now, let’s just see how long it takes for you to come again. This time, using my mouth.”
She closed her eyes and parted her lips, clearly picturing it. I laid a trail of soft kisses down her belly until the spicy scent of her arousal threatened to overwhelm my senses.
There was no hesitation this time as I sucked her pussy straight into my mouth and pulled hard on her. Jade yelped like a puppy as I squeezed my lips closed around hers, and tickled at them with my tongue.
I released her, and my breath rasped in with a raw sound. “My god, honey. You taste fucking amazing.” And it was true. She was like rich nectar and ocean spray, all in one. Salty and sweet and a little bit smoky. Tender and soft and hot and wet.
God, she was perfect.
I sucked on her again, butting her clit with my nose as I drove my tongue deep inside her, searching for every little nuance of her flavor, luxuriating in the softness of her thighs as she swept them over my ears and shoulders.
Damn, but I could get lost here. She wasn’t my first woman, but I was hers. And whether it was her enthusiasm, or simply the fact we’d known each other a long time before ever fucking, this was the first time I’d really felt such an amazing connection with a lover.
Jade grasped my hair and squeezed, dragging my scalp along for the ride. The girl was a complete natural. It was like she’d read my mind or something, the way she seemed to know innately exactly what she should do.
I liked having my hair pulled, and I loved it when it was too hard for comfort. A bit—or a lot—of pain to spice up the pleasure.
The way Jade put both her hands into it, and drove her pussy against my face, sent me a little crazy with lust.
I was in fucking heaven, with this juicy 22-year-old pussy gliding all over my face, and with her moans and squeals of ecstasy. I decided to give back a little of what I was getting, so I bit into the juicy plumpness of her lips, hard enough to make her scream.
“God, Olivia…do that again.”
I didn’t need to be told twice, sinking my teeth hard into the tenderness of her. A fresh wave of scented cream filled my senses as she pulled her knees right up, drawing her pussy as open to me as possible.
I drove my stiff tongue in and out like a little wet cock and she grunted with every impact. My nose and chin were glistening wet with the cocktail of our juices and it still wasn’t enough. I turned my face and ran my cheeks across the juicy ripples of her cunt, like a cat scent-marking her. Only it was her kitty that was marking me.
“Stop, Olivia. Please!”
For the briefest of moments I released her sweet pussy. “Can’t.”
“I’m gonna come again!”
“Mmm.”
As if that announcement would even slow me down, let alone stop me. I needed, almost like a drug, to see her face flushing red, to watch the furrowing of her brow and the grimace of that pretty mouth as she reached climax.
I’d eaten enough pussy to know without a doubt I’d give her a bigger orgasm with my mouth than I did with my fingers. It was my super-power.
Jade pulled her head up from the bed, and swooped her arm behind it, holding herself up. The move gave her hair even more volume, and forced her fringe down over her eyes. God, she was the sexiest thing in the world. And then, when I gouged my way up her pussy with my tongue and nibbled on her clit, she became just that bit sexier.
The climax ran through her body, and she bucked so hard she slammed my lips into my teeth. It was the most wonderful pain to feel as I watched her grimacing with the ultimate pleasure of release.
For what seemed like two minutes she bounced her ass up and down, on and off the bed, grinding her juicy cunt into my face while I squeezed her thighs. The delicious slurping and sticky smacking sounds of my tongue and lips had my own pussy buzzing like a bee.
In that moment, it seemed entirely possible I’d never let go of this sweet little treat in my mouth, but I had to cut the poor girl some slack. If I licked her to another climax too soon she might never want to fuck another guy.
Finally, she eased back down to the bed and turned limp. “Holy… fuck…”
Kissing her pussy a few times, just little searching pecks, I tried to milk every second out of the moment. “Honey, you’re incredible. Was it all you hoped it would be?”
“It was so much more than I’d ever believed. But what about… um…”
“What?” I licked her belly and swooped up to gnaw on her pebbled buds, squeezing her pert little boobs together and licking between them. There was still so much of her body I hadn’t tasted yet. But by the time I left today, I hoped to have remedied that.
I crept up until my face was level with hers and held myself a fraction of an inch above her, unsure if she was prepared to taste pussy, even when it was her own.
Jade broke the barrier, angling up to kiss me deeply, sucking the moisture from my lips and then exploring out to my cheeks and chin, licking my skin as if I was a lollipop.
“Mmm. I taste even better when I’m on your skin.”
As she spoke she raised her leg, bumping the top of her thigh into my wanton pussy. In desperation, I curled my legs around hers, two anacondas choking the life out of her limb. Anything, just so I could grind my clit against her flesh in search of the bone beneath. For a complete novice, she somehow knew all the right things to say to get me wired up and ready to go.
“Olivia?” By now she’d kissed her way down to my throat and was licking at my skin, sending me into an even wilder state of arousal.
“Hmm?”
“Olivia, I… I want to taste you too.”
I couldn’t help but smile at that. “Are you sure? It’s one thing to lie back and take a licking. You can close your eyes and pretend I’m your boyfriend.”
She rolled her eyes almost like a teenager. “Boyfriend! If I wanted to be with a guy, would I be here with you?”
“I know, honey. But really, it’s one thing to take it. It’s a whole other thing to—”
“I want to. Fuck, after what you’ve just given me, I need to.”
A shiver ran down my body at the desire in her voice. Lust had given her a deeper, smokier tone than usual.
“Well, honey. There’s not a woman alive who could say no to that. You go for broke.”
She closed her eyes and swallowed. “It’s just…”
“You’re not really sure what to do?”
Her nod was so small I almost missed it. I ran my fingers through her hair, suddenly feeling just a tiny bit more like her stepmother, which was sort of weird given I’d just devoured her tasty little snatch.
“Honey, you do what feels natural. You can explore every inch of me—and I mean every inch—with your fingers, your lips, your tongue… hell, you can use your toes if that’s what does it for you.”
She giggled at that one. “Okay. And you’ll tell me if I fuck up?”
“I promise. But you won’t. I could feel it when we first kissed, and the way you responded to every move I made. You’re a natural, honey.”
And that was that. A little bit of praise and it seemed a weight lifted from her. She slid herself lower until she had my tits in her face. She reached up for them, almost reverently, then mashed them together. Her pretty blue eyes lit up with wonder and lust.
“I always wanted tits like yours.”
“Those girls are like magical credit cards. You know how many free drinks they’ve bought me?”
She giggled again, sounding more like a schoolgirl than ever. And the tinkling sound of it actually turned me on just a little more. Slowly, Jade took one swollen brown bud into her mouth and sucked, gently, as if she thought it might come off.
“Oh, you can do better than that, honey.”
She breathed heavily as she sank her teeth into the stiff flesh of my nipple and I gasped with the sharp pleasure it sent tingling through me. Her breath, her teeth, her hands. She was all softness, but her actions were hard and forceful.
“See? I told you. You’re a fucking natural.”
Jade moaned her satisfaction out against my tits, and then coated both fleshy globes with her tongue. Licking, sucking, kissing and—my favorite—biting anything that would fit between her little white teeth.
She slid her hands down my hips and pulled upward, and I took the hint. Gradually I crawled forward, letting her suckle on my belly and hips until my desperate cunt was right above her face.
“God, Olivia, you’re…beautiful.”
“Thanks, honey.”
“I’ve never seen one so close before.” She drew in a long breath. “And you smell fucking awesome.”
“I taste even better.”
Jade bit her bottom lip as she smiled, and her eyes found mine across the small distance between us. “Are you ready?”
“Honey, I’m always ready.”
She closed her eyes and blew a cool breath straight into the wet heart of my pussy, the way I’d done with her. I couldn’t wait any longer and I lowered myself until my juicy lips met her mouth. 
Jade’s eyes jolted open again, a surprised look filling them, although that didn’t last long. Almost instantly she slid her tongue out and lapped at my juicy opening, mewing like a kitten at first. The longer she sucked on my cunt, the deeper her moans became.
I grabbed hold of the bed head and speared the fingers of my free hand into her beautiful lush hair, fisting it and pulling on her, driving her pretty face into my wanton slit time and time again.
“Fuck! You were born to eat pussy, honey.”
She bit into my outer lips and growled, as if I was prey. For someone so new to this, she was blowing my fucking mind. I was skating just below full climax already, and she hadn’t even brought her hands into play yet.
I locked eyes with her and there was an unfamiliar steely look there. A determination I’d never seen in her before. I couldn’t stop my own mouth from gaping as I moaned and struggled for breath, strong waves of desire radiating from deep inside my cunt. I rolled my hips, grinding my plump slit all over her mouth and she opened wider to suck in every drop of my juices.
More than I could believe, I needed to taste her again. Barely breaking contact with her, I swung around so I could get my head down between her soft, slender thighs. I fell on her sweet cunt like it was an oasis in the desert, driving my tongue over every pore of her most tender flesh.
Jade pulled hard on my hips and slammed my pussy back down into her mouth. The moans and barks and squeals of ecstasy that I pulled from deep within her vibrated across my own pussy and added to the thrill. She juiced up again and my senses were filled with her arousal.
I slid my hands beneath her pert little ass and squeezed the soft flesh of it. She squealed again, the sound buzzing over my desperate cunt. Pushing the limits, I slid my finger down to her rippled rosebud and nudged at the sensitive ridges.
“Oh, that’s… that’s so…”
“That’s so what, honey?”
“Mmm…”
“I should stop?”
She bit into my lips again, harder than ever. I hauled in a sharp breath of surprised ecstasy.
“You’re so fucking naughty, Olivia.”
I barely stopped sucking her cunt long enough to talk. “Tell me no, then.”
Rather than speak, she simply matched me, move for move, running her thumb through my juices and then pressing it to my ass hole.
“Honey…oh, fuck…”
Nudging firmly, I glided the tip of my finger into the tight heat of her ass, smoothing the pain away by gnawing on her cheeky pleasure bud at the same time.
Jade stole my breath by sucking hard on my clit, just as she drove the tip of her thumb inside my ass.
I pulled her pretty ass cheeks apart and licked her from the point of her clit, all the way down through the juicy heat of her cunt, until I had the tip of my tongue flicking at my finger and tickling at her little pink rosebud.
“Oh, fuck… Olivia…”
“Mm?”
“That’s so wrong.”
“Mm-hmm.”
She pulled her legs back toward herself, spreading herself for me so completely that it was sheer erotic perfection.  Opening my mouth wide, I dashed my face all over her. Slippery, juicy girl-fucking didn’t get any better than this.
It seemed liked we’d formed some kind of engine. Pumping and licking and sucking each other in perfect rhythm.
Jade tightened herself so hard around my finger that it tingled. Her moans turned into breathy hums. Slowly, I twisted my finger inside her ass and she reacted by sucking straight into my pussy again, pulling and moaning as I licked every inch of her I could reach.
She arched beneath me, and I rode the waves of her body. She screamed the way she had when I first arrived, and knowing this time I’d been the cause sent my own desire into overdrive.
Wave after wave of intense, blissful pleasure shuddered through me. Jade and I ground our soft bodies together like cats wrestling, one orgasm seeming to bounce off the other, each of us experiencing some kind of erotic heaven, but both feeling it at the exact same moment.
When the spasms finally ended I fell forward again, my mouth landing once more on her pussy. I didn’t know what this all meant, nor whether I’d ever see her after this, so I kissed her hot cunt. Again and again, all over that sweet heat. Jade giggled and gave my ass a light swat.
“Stop that! You’ll get me all hot again.”
“Mm, and is that really a problem?”
“I…well, I’m gonna need a drink of water at some point. I’ve never come so hard before.” She pressed her palm to my ass and rubbed gently. “Olivia?”
“Yeah, honey?”
“Thank you.”
I rolled off and laid down beside her, my face next to hers. “You are absolutely welcome.”
“So…”
“Hmm?”
“Does this…mean I’m gay?”
I tickled her hair. “Not necessarily. Do you still like cock?”
Given we’d just fucked each other senseless, her blushing response seemed both silly and charming.
“I, um…I think I’ll always love cock. Good cock, at least.”
“Amen, honey.”
“But no boyfriend has ever made me feel like that. So totally in touch with my own body.”
“When you get the right one, he will.”
“I hope so.” She looked me in the eye again. “But until then…”
I smiled back at her. “Why, miss Jade, are you trying to seduce me?”
Jade gave me a light kiss, right on the mouth.
“I’d love to.” She glanced across at the clock, and I read her expression.
“Don’t worry, honey. I don’t plan to be here when your dad comes home. This is between you and me.”
“Mm. Our little secret.”
As I kissed her again, I couldn’t help thinking this was much bigger than a little secret.

      ***






  
  Wet Weekend


It was weird, in a good way, to be awoken by the sound of birdsong. Most days, I was hauled out of sleep by the squealing of my alarm. This was far better. 
I hadn’t been camping since high school, but all the wonder of it came back to me as the light gradually grew stronger through the shield of the tent. It would’ve been so good if Kurt had come up with me like he promised.
At least Cassie was here for me. Boyfriends come and go, but we’d always been able to rely on each other.
I sat up and listened as the forest came awake around us. There was such a majesty in the natural world, and from all my time spent living in the city, I often forgot that.
Cassie stirred beside me and I poked her sleeping bag, right around where her ass probably was. She was a city girl through-and-through, and this was her first time in the woods.
“Hmm?” She rolled over and looked at me through scrunched-up eyes. “What?”
“Wakey, wakey, hands off…well, whatever.”
“Jesus, Brooke. Why’re you so fucking chirpy?”
“We’re camping. It’s the goddamn forest, Cass. Just the two of us.”
“Ha. When you poked my ass, I thought Nick and Kurt must’ve come up overnight.”
“No such luck, you little whore.”
“Says the little whore.” Cassie sat up properly and rubbed her face to wake herself up. Even with sleep-puffy eyes and bed hair, she was still cute as a button. “Seriously, those two planned this whole damn trip. Can’t they read their own work roster?”
“Hell, you know they were gonna ditch us for the whole time anyway. They were planning to bring their kayaks and fishing rods.”
“Yeah, well…it was their other rods I was thinking of when I said yes to this stupid trip.”
“Stupid? This is the glory of nature. The wonder of the outdoor life. Roughing it, just like our pioneering forefathers did. And shit.”
Cassie simply scoffed and fell back onto her pillow. I gave her another poke, this time in her ribs.
“Hey,” I continued. “You were the one who was so insistent on still coming up here, even without the possibility of penis.”
She groaned and covered her face. “But I didn’t think it would mean getting up in the middle of the night, dammit.”
“It’s 8am.”
“And your point is…?”
“Pussy.”
I unzipped my sleeping bag and clambered out, kneeling at the entrance to the tent. When I opened the flaps and poked my head out, the cool, clean air bit into my face with sharp, but beautiful, teeth.
“Wow. It’s a great day for a hike, Cass.”
“No day is good for a hike, Brookie. That’s why it rhymes with dislike.”
“Sourpuss. C’mon, up and at ’em, and all that crap.”
Suddenly, a sharp, burning impact landed on my barely-covered ass and I squealed.
“What the fuck?”
“What?” Cassie smirked at me when I looked back at her. “You were just pointing that thing at me.”
“That really hurt.”
Cassie winked. “You love it. You’ve told me so a hundred times.”
Heat filled my cheeks, as much because it was true as because she knew that. We were besties, after all, and shared all kinds of secrets.
But what surprised me, and had me filling with confusion, was how that one slap from my best friend had worked some bizarre kind of magic on me.
Maybe it was the majesty of nature surrounding us. Maybe it was the feeling of freedom that came with getting off the grid.
Hell, maybe it was just that I hadn’t been boned in almost two weeks and my useless boyfriend wasn’t here to fix that.
As the heat of Cassie’s spank spread across my cheek, it got my core simmering. Oh, that was wrong. So very wrong. I had to bite my lip to stop from whimpering at all the dirty thoughts suddenly gyrating through my mind.
To cool the heat in my cheeks—both sets—I stepped out of the tent, not bothered that I was only in a thong and a tight T. Other than birds and squirrels, we were completely alone.
Together.
Dammit. What was wrong with me?
Cassie poked her head out of the tent.
“Boy. Is that a late sunrise?”
I looked back at her in confusion. “Huh?”
“Your ass. It’s practically glowing. I got you so good.”
“You don’t sound sorry at all.”
“Did I say I was sorry? I could never lie like that to you, Brookie. It was, like, the perfect shot. Did you hear it?”
“Uh, I was too busy feeling it.”
A strange look came over her face, like she was weighing up some huge decision. It was a little too scary trying to figure out what was running through that naughty little mind of hers, so instead I scanned around the huge, beautiful trees surrounding us.
“You look cold, Brookie.” I glanced back to see Cassie looking my body up and down. She seemed to have a particular focus about a foot below my eyes. 
“That’s probably because I am.” I rubbed my hands up my arms, trying to fend off the goosebumps that had risen all over me. And to cover my tell-tale stiff nipples. “But if we’re going for a hike, we better head off.” I glanced around the clearing and up to the sky. “We’re in for rain later.”
“What, are you Poke-’er-hooters all of a sudden, miss city girl?”
“Hey, I grew up in the country.”
“I thought you grew up just outside Omaha.”
“Yeah. Outside Omaha.” She fired off her cheekiest smirk at me so I flipped her the bird. “At least I’ve been camping before. Now let’s get moving.”
“Brooke, I came up here for a good time. Not for you to give me a hard time.”
“You’ll love it. I promise.”
Cassie sighed and disappeared back into the tent. I dived in after her and we pulled on our hiking gear. In a few minutes, we were ready to go.
And a few minutes into the hike, the rain started.
“Ah, dammit,” Cassie moaned from behind me. “Brookie, you promised me it wouldn’t rain.”
“When did I ever promise that?”
“You promised something. I don’t remember what it was, but that sounds like something you’d say.”
“Man up, princess.”
“Shut up, slut-face. Or you’ll get more of what I gave you this morning.”
I closed my eyes and bit my lip. The memory of that sharp, hot slap on my ass lit a fresh little fire inside me.
What the hell was going on? I had a boyfriend. Cassie had a boyfriend.
“Something wrong, Brookie?” There was a teasing lilt in her voice, and I had to wonder just what was happening here.
“N–no. Nothing.”
I paused at a fork in the trail, and at that moment, the sky really let loose. The rain became a vertical river, pounding us like hell, even through the canopy of the forest.
“Fuck,” Cassie yelled. “That’s it. I’m heading back.”
“Pussy.”
“You know it, Brookie.”
She turned and stumbled back down the trail, the heavy rain swallowing her from sight almost instantly.
In a panic for her safety—and my own—I followed quickly. After a few minutes of slipping and tripping, we were back at the camp site. We dived into the tent, shivering, barely able to hear above the roar of rain.
I’d made sure we were on high ground, so I knew we were safe in there. Cassie was such a newbie to camping, though, and I could read the fear on her face.
I gave her a quick thumbs-up, since I didn’t think I could yell loud enough to be heard. Her pretty brown eyes were wide as she looked upward, almost as if she was praying.
We were both soaked to the bone, so I worked my jacket and shirt off, and mimed for Cassie to do the same. In no time, we were down to our soaking wet bras and panties, and still shivering with the cold.
I sat beside her and draped a towel around us both. It did little to warm us, but I didn’t want to use our sleeping bags. We needed those dry.
Cassie snuggled in against me, her body quivering like crazy. I put my arms and legs around her from the side, and rubbed my hands up and down her back and arms.
Gradually, as the rain petered out to a light shower, she settled, our mingling body heat having the warming effect I’d hoped for.
Then, suddenly, I felt her soft lips pressed to my throat. That was an effect I hadn’t planned at all.
I froze in place as Cassie kissed my neck, and worked her way up to my ear.
“Can you hear me, Brookie?”
Her breath shot into my ear, all hot and sharp and frightening. I couldn’t speak, but I gave her a short nod.
“I am so fucking wet.”
My mouth was close enough to her ear that I was sure she’d hear me, too. “It’s raining.”
“You know what I meant.”
Oh, god. We couldn’t…do that. Could we? Yet I had to admit, ever since she’d landed that crisp slap on my ass, the thought of doing that had been running through my mind almost non-stop.
“Um…wh–what about, uh…”
“Nick and Kurt?”
“Them. Yeah.”
“I was planning to make my move on you this weekend anyway. Like I said, they would’ve been busy fishing. This way…well, they’ll miss out on one hell of a show.”
She pressed the tip of her finger to my lips and stroked, almost like she was wiping away a drop of liquid. Maybe she was. I was still soaking wet.
In more than one way.
Goddamn.
“Wh–what are you doing, Cassie?”
“I want you, Brooke.”
“But…”
“Why do you think I still came on this ridiculous little trip when the boys pulled out?”
“B–because we’re friends?”
She rested her palm on my cheek and gazed up at me. Her rich brown puppy-dog eyes sucked me in like crazy, and I couldn’t look away. 
A moment later, she pulled my mouth down against hers, the softness of her hand matched only by the velvet kiss of her lips.
When she came away again, she smiled. “Yeah, we’re friends, of course. But I’m working on a with benefits situation.”
I scanned her face for any sign of laughter. If this was a practical joke of some kind, it was a damn cruel one. Because suddenly, more than anything, I wanted her, too.
Cassie pressed her mouth to mine again, and I held my breath for a few seconds. Her lips were so soft, but cold from the rain. And I suddenly knew I needed to be the one to fix that for her.
I opened up and she eased her tongue gently into my mouth, a tender exploration which I mirrored. Cassie moaned lightly, her sweet voice carrying to me even over the light machine-gun sound of the rain on the tent.
She swept her hands up into my hair and held my head as she probed me even deeper. God, she was an amazing kisser. In only a few moments, she already had my core heating, and my blood pumping like crazy.
I struggled for breath as she grew hungrier and fiercer with her kisses. When she bit my bottom lip, I whimpered, but it wasn’t from the pain. It was pure desire.
Cassie came up onto her knees and unclasped her bra, ditching it into the pile of wet clothing. I slid my hands up onto her hips and squeezed, wordlessly begging her to freeze in place.
Her skin erupted in goose bumps, and her dark brown nipples stood tall, as if reaching out to me. Begging for my touch.
I glanced into Cassie’s eyes and she blinked, then nodded to my unasked question. Slowly, I trailed my hands up from her hips and cupped my best friend’s small, perfect tits.
Cassie placed her hands over mine and pushed, grinding my palms into her soft flesh and letting out a small, keening cry of pleasure.
I planted a kiss on her belly and slowly licked a trail upward. She bent down, meeting me part way with a hot kiss of her own.
Cassie threaded her fingers into my hair and cradled me as she lowered me to the floor of the tent. Her bare breasts hung right before me and instinctively, I latched onto one.
Her skin was still so cold from the rain, but I suckled at her stiff bud and it very soon became hot. She squeezed her knee between my thighs and butted it straight up against my pussy. Even through my panties, and her skin, the hardness of her bone ground me exactly where I needed it.
 “Oh, Brookie,” she moaned. “I’ve wanted you like this for so long.”
I hummed against her nipple, and she leaned forward, pulling that treat out of my mouth as she ground even harder on my clit.
“Fuck…Cassie, you’re a dirty, dirty girl.”
“So…clean me.”
Cassie gently stroked my face as I arched my back and worked my bra open. When I lowered myself again, she trailed her delicate, manicured fingers downward, over the swelling of my breasts, and drew my bra off me.
She never took her eyes away from my body, even as she tossed away her handful.
“Sweet mother of sluts, you have beautiful tits, babe.”
Somehow, that felt like higher praise coming from another woman. Men just seemed to have a Pavlovian response. Naked tits. Tits good.
But hearing the wonder in Cassie’s voice was far more special. She was the first woman I’d ever shared them with like this. I think it would’ve been devastating if she hadn’t loved them.
Perched above me like that, in the low light of the tent, she was an angelic vision. The rain had made her blonde hair a few shades darker, and the cool air lent her skin a delicious gooseflesh texture. I always knew Cassie was beautiful. But right at that moment, she was perfect.
She came floating down to kiss me, her lips cradling mine as she lightly stroked the body of my breast. When she cupped my flesh, and gave it a squeeze, I couldn’t hold in my tiny whimpering squeal.
I took her face between my hands and broke our kiss. “I never knew you felt this way.”
She nodded, a delightful shade of pink filling her cheeks. I licked my lips in nervous abandon, and felt my eyes bugging as Cassie slid herself lower.
This couldn’t be happening. Could it? We were both straight. At least, I thought we were.
Cassie stopped at my chest, pressing her sweet lips to the skin between my breasts. 
“I can feel your heartbeat,” she murmured, her soft voice vibrating against me.
I could feel it, too, it was pounding so hard. I moaned with growing desire as she rotated her hips, gliding herself down until her pussy was kissing mine. Unfortunately, they were still separated by those damn panties.
Cassie poked her pretty tongue out and glided across to my pink nipple, flicking the stiff bud a few times before pulling it into the gorgeous wet heat of her mouth.
“Ohh…Cass. That’s just perfect.”
She dug her teeth in lightly, pulling up as she sucked, bringing the entire skin of my boob to life and sending broad tingles across my back. My moans turned to whimpers as she pinched my other nipple in her agile fingers.
Her sweet voice came out in little moans as she explored the ripples of my areola, and I slid my hands up into her wet hair.
Everything about the experience was so beautifully different to sex with a man. Her gentle touch as she explored my body, her silky soft skin where it glanced against mine. All the sights, scents and sounds of Cassie were sheer perfection at that moment.
And that made me realize something vital. I wanted this to be different. To stay as different as possible. To let me truly experience sex with a woman, and not just have it mimic the sex I’d have with a guy.
“Cass…promise me something?”
“Mm. Anything, gorgeous.”
“Don’t treat me like Kurt would?”
She raised her head in confusion. “What do you mean?”
I swallowed my tension before speaking. “Just…I know this started with that spank you gave me but…I don’t want that. Not with you. This doesn’t need any of that.”
She smiled and brushed her hand back through my hair. “I’m so glad you said that. I want this to be special.”
Cassie glided up to kiss me again, kinking her hips as she embraced my mouth with hers. The pressure of her pelvic bone on mine was lovely, but it was nowhere near enough. There were too many layers of fabric between us.
As Cassie licked her way back down to explore my other nipple, I sighed with need. Every way she touched me, and every place, felt wonderful. Yet it wasn’t anywhere near direct enough. In desperation, I curled my legs around her thigh and squeezed, desperate to grind myself against any part of her. Preferably something either rippled or hard.
Cassie responded immediately, sinking her teeth deep into my bud, and I gasped in shock and pleasure.
“Damn, Cass. That’s exactly what I needed.”
“You like?”
“I love.”
She smiled and kissed my boob with a comical smacking sound, then giggled as my flesh rippled from the impact. “God, I love your tits.” She grabbed one in her soft hand and squeezed, as she came up and planted a fresh, soul-deep kiss on my lips.
Damn. The girl totally took my breath away with that one, plunging her tongue into me, as if searching for secrets. And maybe finding one. Her sweet moans sang straight into my throat, and I hummed a bizarre harmony.
Cassie broke the kiss, but kept her lips pressed to mine as she whispered her confession.
“Brooke, I really want to taste you.”
“Y–you…do?”
“Uh-huh. I bet you taste fucking amazing.”
I wasn’t sure how to react. I mean, I knew that was something that might happen if we kept fooling around like this. But was I truly ready to cross that last hurdle?
However hesitant I might have been, the need in Cassie’s voice was a sharp turn-on. Plus getting my pussy eaten was always fine by me. On the other hand, grabbing her hair and shoving her face down between my thighs would probably be a little forward. Right?
It didn’t matter in the end. Cassie glided down my body as if she were driving a mountain road. A long, serpentine journey that took in all the peaks and valleys, all the highlights. As she explored my breasts and belly and hips, she lightly kissed away any stray raindrops that hadn’t been wiped away by the glide of our bodies, or evaporated by my rising heat.
She kissed my belly as she hooked her fingers into my panties. I had to bite my lip to keep from saying anything stupid. This felt like the biggest moment of my life, all of a sudden. The tension inside me was higher even than when I’d had my little cherry popped in freshman year at college. 
Cassie sat up as she tugged at my panties, and I swung my legs high to make the job easier. All while keeping my eyes closed in fear.
When she had them all the way off, she tossed them over with the rest of our wet clothes.
I suddenly didn’t feel brave enough to put my legs back down, let alone go on with everything. It’s not that I didn’t want to…it was just pretty fucking scary to think of my best friend putting her mouth on my pussy.
I kept my thighs clamped together, but Cassie completely disarmed me with just a smile.
“Let me, Brookie? Please?”
I could never say no to this girl. It’s the whole reason we were even up here in the woods. So, I released my breath and relaxed my legs.
Cassie eased them down off her shoulder, one either side of her. I’d never felt more vulnerable than at that moment. Would she even like the way I look? Let alone how I taste.
“Mm. Smooth,” Cassie said, her voice low and husky. “And so, so pretty.”
My breath caught in my throat as she reached out and trailed her delicate nails down my mound, as if tracing where my bush would be if I let it grow back.
She took a long draw of air in through her nose, and then hummed with approval. Suddenly, I caught a trace of it, too. My own scent.
“That’s like perfume, Brookie. I can’t wait.”
Cassie came down onto her belly all in one graceful, fluid movement. The wash of her hot breath over my slick lips set my whole body trembling.
When she pressed her mouth to my inner thigh, I gasped in surprise. When she drew her tongue up that tender skin, I whimpered with need.
But when she planted her hot, ravenous mouth on my wanton cunt, I practically exploded.
Cassie mashed her tongue against my lips like they were her first food in a week. Her fierce hunger overpowered any last-second hesitation I might have had.
My body felt outside of my own control as she lapped and sucked on my most tender places. I swore I’d been lying still, yet there were my legs, spread wide apart, knees pulled up almost to my shoulders. And my hands had somehow burrowed into her soft, blonde mane and made fists of themselves.
“Mm,” Cassie moaned, before pulling away from my pussy with a delicious wet smacking sound. “Harder, babe.”
“Th-this?” I pulled her hair tighter and she gasped with pleasure, then fell on my cunt with even greater hunger.
I was nothing more than a surfer on her wave of lust at that point. She made all kinds of wonderful beastly sounds as she devoured my fragrant slit with all her might. Her teeth, her tongue, her lips…even her chin worked into the mix.
When Cassie swamped my clit with the heat of her mouth, I could do nothing but arch my back and squeal. But when she drove two fingers up inside me, I lost my voice. And my mind.
I swore the earth actually moved when she hooked her fingers and pressed that secret spot inside me, all while sucking hard as hell on my wanton clit.
There was no way I could control myself then. My hips took over my mind, bucking hard against my best friend’s beautiful mouth, as a thunderstorm awoke inside me.
When Cassie squeezed my clit between her teeth, that storm broke, and it washed down over me like the rain had only a short time before, filling every inch of my body with tingles of bliss.
When my climax eased, I collapsed in a liquid heap. Cassie planted a forest of little pecking kisses over my lips and thighs, before working her way up my body. Even with her mouth pressed to my skin, I could see the glistening traces of my arousal on her face.
When she reached my breasts, I hauled her up and took her in a kiss so ravenous I think it scared her. The wonderful blend of her tongue and my pussy got my mouth watering.
She eased her lips away from me. “I wasn’t sure if you’d want to kiss me after, Brookie.”
“Silly.” I kissed her again and then moved down to her throat. “But that’s not the only part of you I want to kiss.”
“Y–you mean it?” Her voice was filled with nervousness as much as hope.
I nodded, and squirmed my way down her body, still on my back. “Take off your panties, Cass.”
Cassie raised herself as she slipped them off, but kept her body low. I took every opportunity to put my mouth on her gorgeous soft skin.
She kinked her back to bring her lovely boob right into my path, and I latched onto her nipple with a vengeance, while I pinched the other. Cassie’s moans were a siren song I could never get enough of.
I released her stiff bud and worked my way lower, peppering her sweet, soft belly with wet kisses as I slid toward my goal.
Cassie crawled forward, bringing my goal to me much faster. Not that I was complaining. The spicy, fresh aroma of her pussy ignited my senses.
I kissed the smooth skin of her mound and slid the last few inches downward. Cassie raised her body until she was on her knees only, straddling my face.
The view was fucking amazing. My beautiful best friend, naked above me, gazing down with brown eyes made almost black with need. The low light gave her skin an ethereal glow, like she was carved from soapstone.
Very quickly, my attention fell to the treat that hovered right above my face. Her sweet little cunt. Glistening with want, rich with fragrance.
I hooked my arms over Cassie’s thighs and pressed my fingers to her outer lips. Her breath faltered for a second, and her whole body quivered. I eased those pretty folds apart and took in the rich pink of her core.
Finally, I could wait no longer, and flicked the tip of my tongue against her clit. Cassie gasped and closed her eyes, the tiniest of smiles tickling across her mouth.
God, she tasted good. Like me, but different. I kinked my neck up and made a long, slow journey with my tongue, from the base of her lips and up to her clit.
“Holy fuck, Brookie…”
“Mm-hmm.”
Desperate to devour her, I slid my hands to her thighs and pulled, dragging her down with me until her weight had my head trapped against the floor. It was amazing.
I snaked my tongue deep inside her delicious pussy, finding every different part of her that I could. As I drank deeply from her, I reached up and squeezed her shapely little breast.
Cassie slapped her hands over the top of mine and clutched at me, turning my hand into a vise. She closed her eyes and muttered dirty nothings as she circled her hips over my mouth.
I glided my tongue up to flick her clit again, and she quaked above me, like her bones had been liquefied. Still with her eyes closed, she drifted forward, grinding her clit against my mouth.
Cassie perched above me on all fours, and I lapped and nipped at her lips and clit. Feeling naughtier than I ever had in my life, I brought my fingers up to her sweet pussy and glided them over her slick lips.
“Oh, Brookie…that’s so fucking nice.”
“Just wait.”
I eased one finger inside her hot pussy, and she moaned with delight. I drove a second one in and she squealed with need.
As I snared her clit between my teeth, I pumped my fingers in and out of her, faster and faster, while she sobbed with sheer pleasure.
It was beautiful. It was fucking incredible. But it still wasn’t enough for me. I needed to really see her. See the expressions on her face as I pleasured her body.
I slid out from beneath Cassie and sat up, gliding my fingers out of her long enough to shove her onto her side. The instant she landed I rolled her over onto her back and fell on her like a predator.
The soft, liquid feel of her cunt against my mouth was like a homecoming. Cassie gazed down at me, her beautiful eyes half-closed with sultry desire.
I made tight circles with my head, never breaking eye contact with my best friend. She pulled her legs wide apart, wordlessly begging me to devour every tiny millimeter of her.
For a brief moment, I pulled my mouth away from her cunt, but only so I could coat my finger in her juices again.
The moment I drove my tongue back inside her, I pressed that wet finger against her ass.
Cassie opened her eyes wide, and I raised a single eyebrow. No words were spoken, but a pure understanding passed between us. She let her mouth curl up into a fucking sexy smile and gave me the briefest of nods.
I timed it perfectly, hauling her cheeky clit into my mouth and sucking like hell as I eased my finger into her ass. Cassie jolted with pleasure, tightening around my fingertip as she bucked against my mouth.
Even though I was the one pleasuring her, Cassie’s sheer abandon worked wonders on me. A huge ball of tension appeared in my belly, a telltale sign I was nearing orgasm again. I slid my knee forward and my free hand down, burying my fingers into my own cunt as I suckled on my best friend’s juices.
My nipples grazed against the rough floor of the tent as I pumped my tongue in and out of Cassie’s delicious hole. I ground my fingers against my clit in a perfectly matched rhythm. My whole body was entirely flooded with the decadent sensations of girl-sex.
Cassie’s moans of pleasure turned to growls of hunger, and she embedded her hands in my hair, dragging my face into her cunt as hard as she could. I kept my tongue stiff while she crushed her clit against it.
And when I twisted my finger inside her ass, it was as if the world held its breath.
Cassie tightened her whole body, like a trap being set. And a moment later, she sprang, bawling out a battle cry of pure ecstasy as her body pulsed with orgasm.
She fisted my hair, and somehow that was the last piece in my own puzzle. The stone of pressure in my belly split open, and a million fireflies poured out, tingling through my bloodstream and taking my climax with them.
My mouth was still locked to Cassie’s pretty cunt, and I simply didn’t want to release her yet. I didn’t want this to be over. I pumped breaths in and out through my nose, sounding like a steam engine, as I savored my best friend’s wonderful taste for as long as I could.
“Oh, Brookie…”
“Mm…”
“I’m so fucking glad we both came.”
I giggled against her, not really sure if she was making a schoolboy joke or not. Cassie smiled down at me as she rolled her eyes.
“Come up and kiss me, beautiful.”
My reply was muffled by her juicy lips. “I am kissing you.”
 She laughed at me, and held her hands out, repeating her request without words.
I gave her one last, lingering, tongue-filled kiss on the pussy and crawled up to lie beside her. “I can never say no to you, Cass.”
“Mm. I’ll remember that next time we come camping.”
“Screw next time,” I said, and booped her on the snoot. “We still have a day and a half up here. Just the two of us.”
She smiled and kissed me, then wrapped her body around mine. “Doesn’t sound like that rain is gonna let up any time soon.”
“Fine by me.” I snaked my hand down her body and cupped her pretty mound. “I’ve always loved a wet weekend.”

      ***






  
  Stress Relief


I sat at my desk, staring at the text book open in front of me. Each of those words made perfect sense. But in that moment, only a week before midterms, they all ganged up on me, blurring together until they looked like nothing but a wall of gibberish.  
I’d been studying for 9 hours now, with five minute breaks for cups of coffee or calls of nature. And the more I had of the first, the more I needed of the second.
In desperation, I sat back on my chair and stared at the ceiling, trying a pep talk on myself.
“Come on, Bryony. You know this stuff.”
I tried to think of what my housemate would do. Payton was a few years older than me, and worked as a personal trainer. She never seemed to get stressed at all. What advice had she given me before? Breathing. I think she said that was a useful thing to do.
With a few long, cleansing breaths, I felt calm enough to tackle the books again. Right up until I looked at the words and they all turned back into hazy ants.
There was a tiny rational part of my brain which screamed at me to take a proper break. To relax and refresh, and let my mind wander. 
The trouble was, that tiny part was stuck deep down inside, surrounded by stressed-out-monkey-in-the-jungle parts, all of which were screaming at me to learn more, to cram more, to just be smarter at this stuff.
With no better ideas, I figured it was time to make yet another coffee. If caffeine couldn’t fix this problem, then nothing could. 
Okay, so maybe a good, hard, anonymous fuck would help, but who had time to go fishing for cock? I sure didn’t.
No, I needed some kind of friends-with-benefits gig. That would be perfect right now. But ever since I arrived in LA from good ol’ Worland, Wyoming, I’d been emotionally celibate.
Don’t get me wrong, I’d ridden my share of stallions—and ponies, unfortunately—in the past two years. I’d just made sure never to let a guy mess with my situation. With my body, sure, but never with my mind.
Now was definitely not the time to be breaking in a new ride, in any case. I needed someone who could read my fucking mind and simply get me off in three minutes flat. Maybe rub my feet for a while afterward. Was that really too much to expect?
I couldn’t even ask Payton for a spare dude, either. She didn’t swing that way. In fact, one of the main reasons I was so happy living here was because she only ever brought girls home. I could deal with feminine madness any day of the week. It was masculine chaos that was sure to kill my study time.
Giving up on the idea of orgasm therapy for the moment, I marched out to the kitchen and switched on the electric kettle. I fished a cup off the rack and set it up, ready to go. But when I opened the coffee tin, I almost collapsed.
“Payton!”
My housemate came sauntering casually into the kitchen, still dressed in her skin-tight workout clothes. “What’s up, Bry?”
I shoved the open—and empty—coffee tin almost into her face. “What is the meaning of this?”
Payton used her superior height and strength to push the tin away. “It’s empty. I used the last of it when I got home.”
“But I need it! What the hell were you thinking?”
“Uh, that I needed a cup of coffee. You know it was nearly half-full when I left this morning, right?”
I slammed the tin down onto the floor of the kitchen and pointed my finger into her face. The monster of stress had my head in his jaws and wasn’t letting go.
“Well, screw you anyway. I have to study.”
And with that, I turned on my heel and marched back to my room, making sure to scream as I slammed my door.
God, I hated myself at that moment, but it felt as if my whole life was out of control. I sat on the corner of my bed and put my head in my hands. Rocking forward and back seemed somehow to help. The tears that were running down my cheeks did nothing for me, though.
Poor Payton. She didn’t deserve any of that. I just hoped she wouldn’t hold it against me.
I was destined to get my answer sooner than I hoped, as I heard her footsteps approaching my door. She didn’t knock, simply flinging it open and stepping inside, her hands on her hips.
Before she could even say a word, I ran to her and threw my arms around her neck. “I’m so sorry, Payton. I’m such a bitch. I didn’t mean it.”
Thankfully she just stood firm, and put her arms around me, resting her hands on my back. “Shh. It’s okay, honey.”
For some reason, I felt my stress easing a little. Not much, but enough that I could get my tears back under control. Maybe it was because she was older, and maybe it was because with her height advantage I found my head resting on her chest. Whatever the reason, she was more like a big sister to me at that moment than a housemate. Maybe even a little like a mom.
“I’m just so stressed out with exams coming.”
“I get it. And I’m actually in awe of you.”
“Y–you are?”
Payton ran her hands up and down my back, letting her nails dig through the fabric just enough to really bring my skin to life. “Why do you think I quit college in my first year? I couldn’t handle that kind of stress.”
“I don’t have the same kind of wisdom you do. Or people skills, clearly. I need this degree or I’ll have no career.” My tears came rushing out again, even faster than before, and Payton squeezed me a little harder.
“Come on. You’re gonna be fine. But you definitely need to take a break, honey.”
She pushed me back and sat me down on the bed, then rested her hands on my shoulders. I put my hands on hers and sighed. “Thanks, Payton. I’m usually not this mental.”
“Bry, you’re exactly this mental every time exams come around.”
“Then you definitely shouldn’t have taken the last of the coffee!”
She squeezed my shoulders again and brought her hands up to cup my cheeks. Kneeling before me she dried my tears with her thumbs and smiled. “You crazy kid. I’d say something about you burning the candle at both ends, but I don’t think your other end has had anything hot near it for months.”
I couldn’t stop the heat rising in my cheeks. I knew Payton was fooling with me, but somehow it felt like I should be embarrassed. As if I was somehow undesirable.
Payton came up to sit beside me on the bed, putting her arm around me in a sisterly way. “You probably just need some sleep, Bry.”
“Maybe. But I’m so keyed up. I know myself well enough to know I’ll never sleep when I’m like this.” I put my hands together on top of my knees, feeling like a schoolgirl about to ask the principal for a hall pass.
“Do you have, like…any Valium? Or just something to take the edge off for me?”
“Sorry, honey. I’m a personal trainer. I stay away from all of that stuff.” She brushed my hair back from my forehead. “I could recommend some physical remedies. If you’re interested.”
Was she offering what I thought she was offering? The idea of getting hot and heavy with a woman was…well, actually, it was kinda hot.
Wait. What the fuck? I’m straight.
“Oh, um…are you sure? I mean, don’t you have a…a girlfriend?”
I’d blushed at the thought she was hitting on me. I was even more embarrassed when she started laughing.
“Oh, Bry, I’m sorry. I don’t mean to make you shy. I was actually talking about some stretches and meditative techniques.”
“Ha. Okay. Sorry, of course you were.”
“Interesting, though.”
“Wh–what?”
Payton reached across and tapped my nose with her finger. 
“That you didn’t say no. Or call me crazy.”
“Umm…”
“And my answer is no, by the way. I don’t have a girlfriend.”
I knew I was straight. Sure, I’d watched my share of hot girl-on-girl porn. Maybe more than my share. Sometimes that’s what it took for me to get myself off. Fantasies are damn fun. But to actually do it? Like, in real life? That would be…
“Bry? You still with me?”
“Yes, I think so.” I put my hands on my cheeks. The heat in them suddenly wasn’t from embarrassment. Shyness, maybe. But most of it was a sudden burst of arousal.
“Bry? Honey, did you…did you want me to?”
“Um. I d–don’t know.”
Payton slid down on to her knees again. “Honey, sex can be an amazing reset button, for sure. And you know I think you’re the sweetest, cutest young thing going around.”
“Thanks.” That was true. She’d told me plenty of times how hot I was.
“Bry, I could rock your world if you’d let me, and it would be my fucking pleasure to do it.” She lifted my hands and kissed them. “But you would have to relax and let me.”
The thought of Payton touching me intimately, in the way that only boys had ever done, filled my brain with fuzz. It robbed me of the power to think for the moment.
All I knew was the blood was rushing through my body so fast I could barely hear, and my breath was racing to keep up.
And holy fucking hell, my pussy was so wet I thought my jeans and panties might just slide off of their own accord.
It took me a few seconds to find my voice again. “I–I just need to be clear, though, Pay. I really don’t think I could…um…do much. Y’know, in return.”
“Shh. It’s okay. This is not about that.”
Without another word, Payton moved her lithe body up onto the bed behind me and slid those long, slender legs around mine. Like she was a cocoon for me. “I tell you what, Bry. Let’s not make any decisions right now. How about we start out with just a little bit of what I actually meant?”
“Okay.” My voice was tiny, even to my own ears.
“And if it should happen to feel right, we can move on to what you thought I meant. Deal?”
“Uh huh…” The truth was, just having another human being wrapped up tight against me was already easing some of my stress. Her warmth toasted my skin, and every time she spoke, her words floated into my ears like aural hot chocolate.
Payton slipped her hands around in front of me and worked at the buttons on my blouse. I stiffened my spine automatically, but I managed to stop my hands from gripping hers. When she’d opened the garment up I let her slide it off me.
“It works much better with skin to skin contact.” Her voice was so low it was almost a hum, and it had a wonderful calming effect. But when she moved her hands down to the button of my jeans I tensed up again.
“A-are you sure about that?”
“It’s up to you. But whether I use my powers for good or evil, wink-wink, it’s still much better with nothing between us.”
“Y-you mean… you’ll be… as well?”
“Of course, honey. Wouldn’t you feel more relaxed if I was naked too?”
I swallowed heavily with my eyes closed, and simply nodded. God, that sounded hot and perfect. Nothing between us. Just her beautiful, smooth, feminine skin against mine. I had to squeeze my legs together to try and ease the wanton tingling between them.
Payton smiled and moved back away from me a little. “Then maybe you’d be more comfortable if you take care of your clothes, and I’ll take care of mine.”
I stood and glanced in Payton’s direction but made no move to strip any further. It wasn’t just shyness on my part. I’d seen her in her skin-tight workout wear and she was a damn goddess. Tall and slender, with perfect muscle tone and some gorgeous shape about her.
It didn’t matter at that moment that this was supposed to be about relaxation. I was simply hoping my pale skin and rounded flesh didn’t turn her off.
Finally, I turned my back to her and eased the rest of my clothes off. It just seemed easier to let her see my bare ass before anything else. 
“Turn around, honey. Please?”
I slowly did as she asked, struggling to meet her eyes. That was all down to shyness. It was pretty damn confronting to suddenly be naked in front of my housemate.
“Oh, god. You’re so fucking gorgeous, Bry.”
Her praise was like some weird and wonderful voodoo. I was suddenly a goddess. With my big boobs and my soft belly, my rounded hips and natural bush. I chanced a look at Payton and as perfect as she looked in workout gear, she was even more amazing naked. Everything in proportion and so tight and tanned. And hairless. We were pretty close to opposites.
She leaned over and patted my bed. “Lie down here, honey. On your front.”
I did as she said, holding my breath as I waited for the next step. Wondering how I’d cope if she went rogue like a guy would and started poking at me in places I wasn’t ready to be poked.
I shouldn’t have worried.
I felt her weight settle above me, one leg either side of my hips. There was an unmistakable heat radiating from between her thighs, down over the sensitive skin of my ass, but there was almost no contact down there. Simply her inner thighs right against the widest part of my hips.
The first touch came from her hands, and it was in my hair, not on my skin. She scooped up my russet brown locks and pulled on them, softly and gently, awakening a wonderful sensation in my scalp.
“You are such a beautiful girl, Bryony. It hurts me sometimes that you won’t enjoy it. Treat yourself nicely. Or even just decently.”
“Uhh…”
“Sometimes I think…it’s as if you’re punishing yourself for having such an excellent brain. You don’t want to admit you have a fucking amazing bod as well.”
She trailed her fingers through my hair, and then kept on moving down my back to my waist. The skin on my butt cheeks tingled in anticipation of her touch, but the teasing wench moved back up again, scratching my back deeply like she had before, only without the fabric to block her this time.
“God, you have amazing hands, Pay.”
“You think this is good? You should see what…no, sorry. I shouldn’t, um…”
“What? Payton, what?”
When she spoke again, there was a little rasp in her voice, and she sounded embarrassed. “I was going to say things that…well, I was probably rushing the situation.”
I closed my eyes and held my breath a moment. Then made a decision. “Say it? Please?” The moment the words came out, I realized I’d committed myself—in my own head, at least—to whatever could, or would, happen. All the possibilities seemed…workable.
“I was going to say you should see what else I can do with them. My hands, I mean.”
The breath that came from me then was shaken by the tremors running through my entire body. I swallowed hard and spoke before I could change my mind. “Show me?”
“You sure, honey?”
“Hell, no. But please…do it anyway?”
“Ohh. My pleasure.” She pressed her hand to the center of my back. “And yours, too. I promise.”
Payton rested her body on top of mine, the hard points of her nipples poking into my shoulder blades. She scooped my hair aside and kissed my neck, gliding up until she could sink her teeth into my ear lobe. It’s like she knew every single weak point on my body, though that wasn’t really a stretch. They were probably the same ones she had. 
She glided sideways off me and clawed her hand around my hip. I took the hint and rolled onto my back. Payton’s eyes zeroed in on my breasts, and the aftershocks my movement had given them.
“Fuck, you’re gorgeous, honey.”
“Thank you.”
She leaned down and pressed her lips to mine, softly, like she was scared I’d run. There was a huge burst of adrenaline coursing through me, for sure, but it was nothing to do with fight, fright or flight. It was a whole other f-word causing it.
I parted my lips and let Payton dance her tongue between them. The taste of her mouth was almost sweet, or maybe it was just the softness. I was so used to stubble and force, and she was all smoothness and grace. It was like she was teasing my tongue across the divide and into her mouth. And damn, the girl was an amazing kisser.
As our mouths grew wider and our tongues delved deeper, Payton brought her hands up to my neck, caressing it either side and bending my head to wherever she needed it. 
I couldn’t contain the sweet sigh that flowed out of me. The way she’d wordlessly coaxed me into giving over control like that was a huge step toward relaxation. 
I dared not pull my hands up off the bed, for fear I’d mess things up. I didn’t really want to do very much. If I could simply touch her skin, I’d be happy. My worry was that with my inexperience, I’d go too far, too soon.
Having only been with guys before, that was the dynamic I understood. Do everything, right now. But the way Payton was nuzzling at my throat with that pretty mouth of hers had me all confused. In the most beautiful and illicit way.
She laid a trail of heated kisses down one side of my neck and up the other. When she reached my ear, she bit lightly into the lobe and then murmured to me in that hot chocolate voice of hers. “You feeling more relaxed now, honey?”
“Uh-huh…”
“Wait until I give you the works.”
“Ohh…”
Payton raised herself, kneeling above me and gazing into my eyes. She reached out and placed the pointer finger of each hand together on my lips, like she was telling me not to speak. With a sexy little smile on her own face she ran those fingers down the center of my body, between my breasts and on to my belly. The lower she took them, the wider she spread her arms, until she came to rest with one hand on each of my hips.
Payton rested her weight on me as she lifted her leg. Before I registered what was happening, my sexy housemate had one knee pressing between my tightly clamped thighs.
Gradually I let her push my legs apart, and I bit my lip as the cool air kissed the hot slickness of my pussy. For some reason, my entire body trembled. I knew I wasn’t cold, and I didn’t think I was scared. Not super-scared, at least.
But the look on Payton’s face, and the soft but strong way she was guiding me into the experience, had my belly clamping with want.
Now kneeling between my thighs, Payton fell forward until her nose was touching mine. “Are you ready?”
“Yes. Please.”
She kissed me again, just a soft touch of lips on lips, before drifting slowly south. Payton glided her soft, slender body over me, as well as her mouth. She picked up my hands and threaded our fingers together, pushing until my arms were up beside my head. 
Softly, Payton slid her face all over my breasts, letting the silky skin of her cheek and lips tickle over every inch of them. Only when she’d explored them completely did she open up and pull one stiff bud into her mouth.
When she closed around my nipple, she was so soft about it I almost begged her to bite. It was the most delicious torture. The heat of her lips and tongue were almost perfect, but I needed her to do more. Suck that tender flesh. Bite it. Run her stiff tongue in circles.
I didn’t remember speaking, and was convinced all I’d done was moan with pleasure. Somehow, though, Payton understood exactly what I needed.
She drew harder on my nipple, awakening sweet tingles of pleasure all through that sensitive flesh, and beneath it. If I could have freed my hands I would have cupped my full breasts and presented them to her. Dared her to go for broke.
As it was, though, she was setting the pace…and she was just so fucking patient. If she kept teasing like this, all my relaxation would turn to frustration.
Holy hell. When did I turn into such a slut? I mean, she’d barely started touching me before I let her talk me into sex. Or did I talk her into it?
But while I was being honest with myself, no matter which of us drove it, this had happened far more easily than it ever had with a guy.
As Payton switched across to my other nipple, she relaxed her grip on my hands, scratching light trails with her fingers, inward on my arms. The moment she pressed my tits together she brought her knee forward to kiss my pussy, and I pulled in a whispered breath of surprise. It was pretty close to overwhelming, but bizarrely, it was still nowhere near enough. I closed my eyes for fear of being completely overloaded.
With a sweet wet sound, Payton released my stiff bud and moved down to my belly. “God, you’re cute, Bry.”
I couldn’t think of anything to say to that. Thanking her didn’t seem right, especially since I already had. Truth was, I’d wanted a body like hers for as long as I could remember, so to have her worshipping mine was a strange and wonderful delight.
“Oh, baby…” Her voice had turned syrupy and soft. “You smell so sweet.”
My eyes flew open of their own accord. “Wait…you mean…down there?”
“Uh huh.” She licked at the skin on my hip, and my breath shuddered as quakes of need ran through me. “I hope you don’t mind, but I’m going to have to eat your gorgeous little pussy now.”
She hoped I didn’t mind? Was she on drugs? I could feel my mouth searching for the right shape to make some kind of words, but before they could finish the job Payton stole every thought from my mind.
She glided the tip of her hot tongue up the length of my slit, pressing harder when she reached the peak. I struggled to find my next breath as she made a circle around my clit.
And though I’d managed to keep some kind of control over my voice throughout, that was my breaking point. At first it was just a breath coursing out of me, but before it finished, I was moaning like the wanton little hussy I was.
My housemate suddenly stopped, drawing her tongue back into her mouth and moaning. “Mm. You taste fucking awesome, Bry.”
“Um…th–thank you.”
Before I could speak again, Payton clawed her hands around my thighs and drove her hot, glistening tongue against my slick lips. I barely knew what I was doing as shock after shock of pleasure fired through me.
Every stroke of her delicious tongue fired off new bursts of lightning inside my pussy. Streaks that grew and spread, like jagged vines of bliss climbing through my belly to seize my chest and squeeze it.
I could virtually feel the stress being pushed out through my pores, as Payton’s incredible skill filled me with ecstasy instead.
It was as if she’d bewitched me, taking control of my limbs. I seized her hair in one hand and held on, pulling her harder against my crazed little cunt. When that still didn’t feel intense enough, I slid my foot around the back of her head and pressed. It was a wonder Payton could even breathe down there.
But she seemed to manage just fine. She sucked and lapped at me like a crazed beast, and I bucked and shuddered with every touch. It was as if she’d somehow mapped out my most intensely sensitive spots and was hitting them, one after the other. Time and time again.
Then, when she drove two fingers deep inside me while she bit at my little detonator, I knew I was gone. It was a done deal. I was about to climax, and for sure it was going to be seismic. Like nothing I’d ever felt before, either with a man or by myself.
I grasped my own boob and squeezed, my thumb and finger forming a pincer around my nipple and tweaking it like hell.
For a brief moment, my senses exploded, leaping outside of my body. Then, like a stretched rubber band, they all fired back into me at the speed of sound, prickling at my skin as they passed through it.
Blow after blow of sheer bliss pounded me, in the chest, in the back, and deep in my belly. Payton growled like a leopard between my thighs, as she rode my bucking body all the way home.
My housemate slowly climbed up toward my mouth, licking and sucking at different patches of my skin as she passed them. I let out a little girly squeal as she nipped at my belly, and then I collapsed on the bed like a big, wet noodle.
She still had her fingers inside me, and she curled them up to push at my special spot inside, just as she bit into my nipple. The mix of sensations electrified me, and I threw my arms around Payton’s back.
Slowly, she eased herself up until we were once again face to face. I kinked my head up and took her sweet mouth in a tasty kiss, rich with my own arousal.
Payton parted her soft lips, caressing mine with the same skill and care she’d taken with my other lips. I suddenly felt braver than ever, and crept my hand down her beautifully-toned back. When I reached her tight, round ass, I grasped it like a grapefruit.
“Mmm…” she hummed, straight into my mouth before breaking our kiss. “You don’t have to do anything, Bry. I told you that at the start.”
“I know. But what if I want to?”
She bit her lip as if to hide the beautiful smile that broke out on her face. “Then who am I to say no?”
I smiled back and gave her ass another, harder, squeeze. Payton closed her eyes, a look of pure desire crossing her beautiful face.
Unsure quite where to go from there, I slid my body a little lower on the bed, and found my face level with her gorgeous boobs. I blew a cool breath over her perky nipple, and giggled like a schoolboy when her skin tightened.
“God, you’re so fucking cute, Bry.”
Cute was okay, but I wanted to be sexy. So I seized her breast and flicked her stiff bud with my tongue. Payton gasped in reaction, and lowered herself toward me.
I took the hint and drew her nipple into my mouth, suckling on her sweet flesh. She moaned deeply, and the sound vibrated through her skin and into my lips.
“Bite it, honey.”
Payton’s voice had gone dark with passion, and I couldn’t resist her. I did exactly as she asked, securing that stiff little bud between my teeth and squeezing.
She lowered herself onto me, though I couldn’t be sure she didn’t simply collapse. I snaked my other hand down onto her ass as well, and gripped both of her heavenly cheeks, as tight as I could.
Payton’s breath washed over the top of my head, her body weight pressing down on me heavily enough to make breathing difficult. Which was just perfect.
I slid my fingers inward, finding the dark places between her pretty ass cheeks. The instant I touched her drenched pussy lips, she cried out in pleasure.
“Bry…”
That was all she said, and it was more of a whisper than a word. But suddenly, I was not just sexy…I was a goddess.
I pulled my other hand around below her and glided over the beautiful smooth skin of her mound. Remembering how she’d hit all my best places at one time, I figured I’d try the same thing.
I hovered my finger just below her clit as I drew my other hand up to her ass. The world froze for a second, as I blew a cool breath across Payton’s sweet nipple.
In a single instant, I wolfed her bud into my mouth as I ground her clit and ass with my fingers. Payton gulped air as she raised her head, eyes closed and mouth gaping.
The thrill of touching another woman so intimately sent my belly buzzing again. Seeing how deeply my touch affected her was even better. But it still wasn’t enough. I wanted everything.
I released her nipple and rolled myself to the side, forcing Payton to come off me. She landed on the bed and I clambered on top of her, capturing her wrists in my hands.
My housemate was fitter and stronger, but I had the weight advantage. She tried to wrestle out of my grip, and honestly, I’m sure she could have if she’d wanted to. Clearly, she had no desire to stop me. And that was just fine.
I hovered above her for a moment, my breath mingling with hers as I gazed into her. She narrowed her eyes and poked her tongue out, flicking my lips with it.
That was enough of a trigger for me, and I fell on her like she’d done with me. I embraced her lips with mine, suckling on her tongue like it was food. Almost automatically, I circled my hips, grinding my pelvic bone into the juicy wetness of her pussy.
The freshness of her scent came up to meet me, mingling beautifully with mine. It was like a sunrise at the beach, and I knew I simply had to dive in. To swim in her, to surf the ripples and waves of her pussy until we were both done.
I released our kiss and nibbled my way down her chin and onto the softness of her throat. Payton hummed lightly, as I licked and sucked at her, finding my way to her breasts and biting her pretty nipples, harder than I had before.
But her sweet and spicy aroma called to me, clearer than ever, and my mouth watered in anticipation. I just hoped I could make her feel even half as good as she did to me.
Finally, I was there, my wet tongue on her silken mound. I looked up, finding her beautiful eyes and holding contact. I needed to see her…to watch what my mouth would do to her.
I glided past her hood, feeling as if I’d dived over a cliff. Payton widened her eyes, as if she’d never believed I’d get there. And for some reason, it really didn’t feel weird to be between her thighs, my mouth only a fraction of an inch from her tempting cunt.
I flicked my tongue out, like a snake striking, glancing across her slick lips. Payton blinked and gasped, and that was all the encouragement I needed.
The tiny sample of her flavor burst against the tip of my tongue, and I knew instantly I wanted more. I wanted all of her. I needed to discover every way she could taste.
As I dived into her, I couldn’t contain the whimpering moan that coursed out of me. Her lips were soft and wet, and so damn hot. Her texture and her taste filled my senses, and as I lapped away, she bucked and jerked and moaned so beautifully.
“Fuck, Bry…you sure you’ve never done this?”
“Mm-hmm.” I wasn’t taking my mouth off her sweet pussy for anything as useless as talking. Not when I could stay there, tongue buried deep inside her, with her velvet thighs as earmuffs.
Oh, god…my own belly tingled with desire as I thought about what were actually doing. What I was doing. I squeezed my thighs together, but that was never going to be enough.
As I glided my thumb up the sopping wet face of Payton’s pussy, I burrowed my other hand down beneath my hips. I found my clit at the same moment I pressed hers, and we cried out in some weird kind of dissonant harmony.
My sexy housemate writhed beneath my touch, and I was truly a goddess at that moment. I’d always been able to make boys moan, but until that moment I’d never believed I could do the same to women.
Payton reached down and took a hold of my hair, pulling my head sideways, and forward, and wherever she needed me. I ground my clit as hard as I could while I soaked up the gorgeous sensation of pleasing another woman.
I lapped and sucked at Payton, and she pulled her thighs together, clamping my head between them. It felt like she must have hooked her ankles around each other as she dug her heels into my lower back and ground her cunt into my mouth.
With all that wonderful toned strength, she forced me to the side, and rolled me onto my back. I simply sighed with desire as she sat heavily on my mouth and pumped herself forward and back over my tongue.
I ground my clit into a frenzy as I squeezed her perfect ass with my other hand. I couldn’t get enough of her spicy flavor, as she coated my mouth and chin with all her wonderful juices.
Looking up at Payton, I was in awe of her tight abs, her perky tits, the pink color that had filled her chest, her throat and her cheeks. She was a picture of healthy, horny womanhood, and I kinda fell a little bit in love with her at that moment. Or at least, I was crushing on her as hard as she was crushing on my tongue.
She screwed her mouth up into a snarl as she snatched my hair in her fists. As she pulled my face into her cunt, she circled her hips, and I got my wish. I could taste every part of her desire, and it was all fucking perfect.
And even though she was completely dominating me, it never made me feel weak, or submissive. It was the most perfectly balanced I’d ever been while fucking. It was a totally shared moment.
Especially when she tightened her body, curling downward, clearly in the beginning stages of a climax. Just as I was.
She rode my mouth hard, and I pummeled my clit, and suddenly it was like a dam had burst. Payton howled out her pleasure at the walls and ceiling, and I poured out my climax into the heated wet heart of her perfect cunt.
Payton strained above me, her muscles clamping and releasing as her orgasm seized control of her. She hauled on my hair, and pressed herself down on me.
Finally, the last heaving breath of climax hissed from her throat, and she fell forward, rolling to the side as she landed.
I came up off my belly and dived into her waiting embrace, and she took my mouth in a deep kiss that started out hungry, then grew softer and sweeter the longer we held it.
Finally, I pulled away and peppered her cheek with little pecks, until I collapsed in her arms. I was utterly spent, completely satisfied…and for the moment at least, stress-free.
“Thank you so much, Payton.”
“Ah, honey. Thank you. That was…you were so fucking good.”
“You sound surprised.”
“I am, honey. I thought you were straight.”
“So did I.”
She ran her short-nailed fingers down my back, awakening little tingles of pleasure. “So, you feeling a little more relaxed, now?”
“Absolutely.” Out of nowhere, an enormous yawn took over me. I’d been depriving myself of so much sleep, just to get ready for exams. Suddenly, it all caught up with me.
Payton slid me down onto my back, and pulled herself right up beside me. She put one arm and one leg across my body, and kissed me on the forehead.
“You sleep now, honey. The books won’t miss you.”
The thickness of slumber was already filling my head. As I drifted lower, my senses drew in everything about my beautiful bed-partner. The scent of her hair, the feel of her skin.
And most of all, the taste of her perfect pussy.
The greatest stress relief of all time.
THE END
If you need more delicious and lascivious lesbian action, check out Lustful Lesbians, Lustful Lesbians Book 2, and my Lesbian Age Gap Erotica series!












  
  About The Author


Spicy stories of women loving women. Okay, so there’s plenty of red hot lust, too.
Kitty is the sapphic-scribing alter-ego of Steph Brothers.













cover.jpeg
6 FIRST TIME LESBIAN EROTIC STORIES

KITTY KEEN





