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		Part One

		

		Arousal walked around with her. It sloshed in her stomach and never quite faded. When she had to pee, the pressure made her pussy swell. When she sat on the toilet, she saw white streaks in her underwear. she sent Amy a picture.

		When she got home, she dropped her bag--couldn't even eat, she was so horny--and headed straight up the stairs. she propped her phone up against a shoe and pulled a few sex toys out of her nightstand drawer. She has one that's a slim dick with a heavy, wide base. she set it flat on the carpet and kneeled over it.

		Her hands felt too light, like puppet hands with the strings snipped, when she unscrewed the lid from the jar of coconut oil that lives next to her bed. she scooped out a glob and pressed it between her legs. Her fingers slid back and forth in a familiar rhythm as she waited for the pulpy white to melt to clear oil.

		She hit record on her phone and fucked myself, lifting her hips and dropping them slow. Her pussy was so worked up that she could hardly feel the friction of the silicone. The strongest sensation was on the other side of the skin, the unbelievable ripples chasing each other back to her spine.

		She was talking to Amy, talking to thin air, "Is this how you want it? How you want to fuck me? You gonna fill me up?" she braced one hand against the floor and said, "How do you want it? Fast and rough? Or slow so you can pull all the way out and fuck back in again?" she lifted off the toy and pushed back onto it, getting off on the sound of her own voice.

		Maria was so full that she felt inflated. Just surface sensation mumbling beyond the deep swirl and rush. Her body pulled into perfect alignment, and she slowed down. she stopped breathing and let the moment stretch. Just before orgasm, her body was a hollow tunnel. Then she tipped over the edge, silent at the peak, overwhelmed with feeling, before the long, loud slide down the back side. she opened her mouth and let her throat shape the sounds. It felt like heat painting her insides, rewarding her for finally giving her body what it wanted. she curled forward, still rubbing her clit, rising and falling on her knees. she chased it all the way to the end, panting and gasping little sounds for Amy, trying to turn every feeling into a noise that could travel around the world.

		Maria lifted up, moved the toy, and sat back on her hips. she let her legs splay for the camera and touched myself. Her pussy was so big, pushed out like it wanted more. she gave her a few more pleased sounds as her fingers explored. she moaned her name the she way she would if she was looking down at her, dark brown eyes flitting over her face with the proud look she gives her every time she makes her come.

		The video was almost half an hour long. It took her forever to figure out how to send it to Amy. Then she ate dinner sitting on her bedroom floor, with no pants and no underwear on, and she missed her. she wrapped myself up in three blankets, so the heat kept the orgasm close. She played music too loud and sang along. The neighbors must have thought she was having a work-life crisis.

		"Unnnnhhhhh..."

		Not satisfied, Maria squeezed her legs together and concentrated on the sensations that caused in her pussy. Her heavy breathing slowed down just a little as she closed her eyes and relaxed.

		Opening her eyes again, she sat up a little now and continued to read the e-mail. She grasped her vibrator and switched it on again. It began to hum and vibrate, and an anxious smile played on Maria's lips. She spread her legs wide again, holding her left leg to her chest with her left hand as she inserted the vibrator into her open pussy. It was tight at the entrance, then easily slipped in. She read and imagined Amy's ass moving back and forth now between her girlfriend's legs, the two of them cramped together on the tile floor of the library's restroom. She felt her girl muscles tighten pleasingly around the plastic shaft.

		She matched the penetration of her toy with the descriptions Amy gave in her letter, letting go of her leg occasionally to tease her clit. She was laying low on the chair now, ass and pussy level with the keyboard, legs spread parallel to her computer screen. In and out went Will, and in and out matched her vibrator.

		She noted remotely that she was so wet now, she felt her juices dripping down to her ass. Her free hand rotated between rubbing her pussy and playing with her tits, making little wet lines across the nipples. Her other hand kept bringing the vibrator in and out.

		She let out a loud moan, almost a scream, and thrust her hips out as she came. That caused her vibrator to penetrate deep into her pussy, and her legs went up so high they were almost over her shoulders. Her body shook a little and a pink blush spread across her chest.

		After a moment of sweet oblivion, Maria drew the plastic shaft out of her pussy and sat up in the plush mattress. She felt completely relaxed now, and happy as she licked her juices from the vibrator with her tongue. She slid her legs back into her panties and sat up, stretching.

		"Mmm, so good." she thought pleasantly as she looked down onto the surface of the red satin sheets. Towards the edge, a circle of fabric was darkened from a red to a darker maroon, and she studied it and smiled. Amy's e-mails combined with her little toy were always sure to make little wet spots on the chair, she thought.

		She placed the vibrator back into its case and locked the drawer. Then she laid back down for a little post-orgasm rest.

		* * *

		It was Friday afternoon as Maria sat restlessly on the hard, plastic chair that too many colleges used for their students. She dazedly twirled her pen in her hand as she watched the minutes go ever so slowly by on the clock, her physics professor's voice a distant drone in her mind. Her thoughts were on college, perfect boys, gum, pens, Amy, cameras, Will... On everything but the meaningless numbers on the blackboard. She yawned.

		She raised the hand holding her pen high up in the air. Seeing this, her prof stopped and folded his arms across his chest.

		"Yes, Maria?" he asked.

		"Can I please go to the bathroom?" she said, resting her arms on her blank notebook. She looked her teacher in the eye.

		He sighed. Yes, he was so uptight about letting his students leave to go to the bathroom. She watched him patiently. He was one of the rare Professors that frowned on students just getting up and using the restroom. Maria thought he must get some perverse pleasure of being in control of potty breaks.

		"Two minutes, Maria. Come right back."

		She pushed away from the cold, small desk and stood up, fixing her skirt with her hands before proceeding to the door. She felt watched. Attempting to look confident, she strode to the door and walked out.

		As she walked into the ladies bathroom, she acknowledged that it was empty before going into the last stall. In the stall, she pushed her panties down and spread her legs just a little. Her boredom was making her a little bit horny, and she thought that a little playing wouldn't hurt. It would only take a minute.

		As she floated freely in that pre-orgasmic sensation, playing with her pussy in that last stall of the girl's bathroom, she suddenly heard the door open and the click of shoes coming towards where she sat. Surprised, she pulled her fingers away from her twat and closed her legs, putting her hands in her lap. She thought angrily to herself that this person had just disrupted her from a nice, in-school orgasm, and at the same time felt a little guilty about what she was doing in a public place. She held her breath and sat quietly.

		The shoes came all the way to the front of her stall and stopped. Maria's heart pounded as she observed the neon green, Nike's and blue jeans beneath the stall door, still holding her breath, not knowing what to do or what to say. She stayed silent.

		"Mariaaa...." the girl said, and at first Maria had no idea who it was that was saying her name as she stood before Maria's stall, seeming to know about Maria's guilty games. She flipped through names in her mind.

		"Hey, Maria!" the voice called again, and in Maria's mind the voice clicked with a name, and she gasped. It was Sally's voice.

		She pulled her panties back up and smoothed her skirt, then she took a breath and stepped out to see Sally.

		As she had thought, her crush stood there before her, shiny black curls framing her face and bringing out her blue gray eyes. Maria's heart thudded as she saw her, her beauty almost intimidating her, embarrassing her and making her feel uncomfortable. Sally was wearing blue jeans and vintage t-shirt, and her skin looked soft and pale with her makeup, with her lavender tinted lips. The blue gray eyes looked her up and down.

		"I saw you leaving Professor White's room and I decided to follow you and say hi." Sally said, her voice rich and smooth, almost cooing at Maria. Maria forced a smile.

		"Yeah." she said, trying to come up with a better, wittier reply. Everything that came to her sounded too corny to say to a girl like Sally.

		Sally laughed and made Maria feel a little bit more comfortable, because it sounded honest, true, caring... feminine. Her muscles relaxed a little.

		As Maria looked into Sally's eyes, the laughter gradually left them and turned serious. Maria waited.

		"I've been noticing that you like to watch me." Sally whispered, moving closer to Maria. "And I wanted to ask what goes through your head when you look at me."

		Maria's breath caught in her throat. Sally was close now, so close that the tips of her breasts almost felt warm near Maria's. Her shiny curls were so close to her face, so close and soft and Maria could smell the sweetness that perfumed her. She didn't know what to say.

		Then suddenly, Sally turned away from Maria and began to head for the door. "No," Maria thought, watching Sally as she walked away from her, the slapping of her Nike's loud in her ears. "Don't leave."

		But Sally stopped at the door and didn't open it. Instead, her hand reached up for the lock and turned it. Maria stood frozen.

		Sally was coming towards her again. "Now," she whispered, "we can talk without interruption. Sit with me."

		They lifted themselves up to the sinks and turned towards one another. From the corner of her eye, Maria saw their reflections in the mirror- two pretty girls sitting together in the bathroom, one girl dark haired and petite, and the other girl auburn haired and femininely curvy. She briefly thought about what those lesbian-obsessed male students in her Poli Sci class would think of this image.

		"I like it when you look at me." Sally said, looking deeply into Maria's eyes. "You make me feel pretty. I like looking at you, too. I've always liked you. I've always thought you were pretty and smart and just about perfect."

		Sally moved closer to Maria on the counter and lifted her hand to Maria's cheek. Maria felt her palm graze her face softly, a gentle caress, perfect like light springtime breeze on a warm day. She felt her eyes close in response to the touch.

		"I want to get to know you," Sally kept whispering, her voice also soft, causing Maria to want more and cherish the softness of Sally's entire being at the same time. She lowered her face. "Do you mind if we do this, now?"

		Maria opened her eyes and took in Sally's face, hauntingly pretty. The curls, her small, full lips, her soft cheek, and those eyes. Without thinking about it too much, she nodded. A happy look came to Sally's eyes and she lifted her face up to Maria. Their lips met.

		It was a soft kiss; it was soft and feminine as they were. It was sweet and loving, and it was perfect. They kissed again.

		They reached for one another, exploring each other as they kissed, embracing, feeling their bodies beneath the soft fabrics of their clothes. One of them turned the water on in the sink and ran her fingers beneath the stream. Then she brought her wet hand to the other's face.

		Sally's top, the vintage tee shirt, found its way down to the cold tile. Maria's top also fell, the lavender tank top, and soon followed the girls 'bras. Their hands now ran along each other's bare breasts, longingly, getting to be almost hungrily as they explored one another, caressing, licking, playing with nipples. They were lost in one another's bodies.

		A few times, there were knocks at the door and the sound of an irritated girl or two, but they didn't hear because of the running water and because of their focus on only the other. Bells rang, and the day progressed. The physics class was dismissed, and Sally and Maria were completely oblivious. The hallways outside of their bathroom emptied and quieted.

		Inside, the girls were now completely nude, their tops, their jeans, their bras and panties all crumpled on the floor. Maria's head was between Sally's thighs, licking her clit, running her tongue all along her pink pussy, and Sally lay spread eagled on the counter. The sink continued to run the water.

		Maria, as she licked Sally all over, everywhere between her legs, one hand caressed Sally's breast and the other hand finger fucked Sally's dripping pussy, and Sally was sitting up on her elbows, sometimes watching Maria between her legs, other times moaning with her head back, eyes closed. One of Sally's legs were pressed against the bathroom mirror, and the other hung off the edge of the counter. Maria stayed nestled down there, licking, fucking, tasting, moaning.

		When Sally came, the leg which was pressed against the mirror slid way up to her head, making a high pitched screech as the flesh rubbed closely against the glass. Her moan was loud over the noise of the running water. Her juices had made a puddle on the counter.

		The girls kissed there once more, embraced, and got down from the counter, getting dressed again. Maria's watch read 3:15. She realized that she hadn't even returned to class.

		They walked to Professor White's room together, and luckily the door was open, and the room was empty. Maria grabbed her books and ran back to where Sally stood. They left the building side by side and walked down the street. Where they had to part, they kissed quickly beneath a tall cherry tree.

		Maria's head swam with happiness, and her eyes shone as she held her books to her chest. Being with Sally was amazing, and she knew that their relationship was only beginning. On Monday, she would never hear the end of it from Professor White... but Sally's voice, her curls, her sweet femininity, her breasts... they were all worth it. Worth more. And Maria couldn't wait to see what they would encounter next.

		

	
		Part Two

		

		A lukewarm breeze ruffled Maria's auburn tresses as she sat cross legged in the grass, waiting for Sally to arrive for their Saturday afternoon rendezvous in the park. The day was as perfect a day as anyone could ask for, and Maria reveled in the act of just being able to wait for someone she adored so much in such a beautiful setting. The sun shone on the benches, swings, blades of grass, blossoming trees, and also warmly on Maria's skin.

		Yesterday had been a sweet dream for her, a fantasy turned reality, and the evening had been a thoughtful bliss, filled with visions of Sally's face, her eyes, her mouth, and her soft body. Her heart beat faster as she imagined her lover, faster yet when she recalled what had happened between them that day.

		When Maria looked up from the ground, which she had been staring at in her little daydream, she saw a figure on the far side of the field. The figure was dressed in a fade denim mini skirt pink bikini top and lace up sandals, and she immediately recognized the figure as Sally. Smiling happily and opening her mouth to call out to her, she began to get up off the grass and walk towards the girl. Just then, Sally turned and darted quickly into the trees which marked the beginning of the woods which went on for two miles or so, and the smile faded from Maria's face.

		"What is she doing?" she thought, a hurt feeling of rejection creeping up to her, "Is she trying to run from me?"

		The thought occurred to her that Sally may just be leading her off somewhere, a place more private than here in the park. Her hopes back up, Maria hurried after the girl.

		As she stepped into the shade of the trees, her skin felt cooler and she had to blink a few times before her vision adjusted to the new darkness. Even here at the entrance, the plant life was pretty thick and overwhelming after the openness of the park and field.

		"Sally, are you there?"

		Maria's heartbeat with excitement and curiosity, and she proceeded farther into the grasp of the tall, old trees, driven by the images of Sally and herself which sped through her mind.

		A few feet to her right, she heard the rustle of leaves and the breaking of twigs. Sally. The sun glittering through the leaves of the trees, Maria followed the sound.

		Pushing away thorns, branches, and the thick leaves of the shorter bushes, Maria stepped into a little circle of open grass, about six or seven feet in diameter. In the shade at the outer rim of the circle sat Sally, face turned towards Maria's, legs apart enough for Maria to see in the shade that she wore no underwear beneath her mini. Seeing this, Maria's eyes, which had just now been wide with curiosity and question, filled with lustful satisfaction and hunger. She walked towards the other girl, taking in her blank stare and delicate legs, feet on the ground, looking vulnerable and eager at the same time.

		When she reached her, sweet seconds later, she smiled and kneeled down, resting her palms on Sally's knees, feeling the cold earth on her own knees, acknowledging the flicker of the same hunger she felt in Sally's gray eyes. She looked at Sally for a while longer before proceeding, before fulfilling what they had both been yearning for since their last meeting in school.

		She slid the bottom of Sally's mini skirt up to her navel, completely exposing the soft patch of hair, shaved into a narrow rectangle, like a landing strip, and the full lips of her pussy which had been harder to see in the shade of her cotton sundress. Without a word, Maria's finger grazed Sally's slit, a little harder near her clit which was just barely visible between the folds of pink skin.

		A quiet gasp escaped from Sally, and Maria looked up at her face and moved her hands up underneath her bikini top to her breasts. She was gentle, and Sally's flesh felt warm and heavenly beneath her palms as she cupped her soft, firm breasts in her hands. With her thumbs, she caressed Sally's hard nipples, watching as Sally's eyelids fell shut and her head tilted back just a bit, mouth open slightly as her breathing came quicker.

		Straightening Sally's knees and resting her legs on the ground, Maria stood up and slipped out of her pink cotton tee and black denim shorts, slowly pulling down her red panties as Sally watched lustfully, almost laying completely on the ground. Leaving just her bra on, Maria straddled Sally and sat down, her pussy directly on Sally's, savoring the feel of their exposed pussies in contact. Maria then began to grind her hips, pressing her twat into Sally's, attempting to simultaneously stimulate both their clits. Judging by the look of pure euphoria on Sally's face, it looked as though she was succeeding.

		They went at it that way for a few minutes, Maria on top with her arms raised high over her head, lifting her breasts which Sally had pulled out of their cups. To Sally, they looked so sweet and soft- round, pressed out by the bra which still pressed down against the lower part of her breasts, about an inch below the nipples. Maria's legs lay against Sally's outer thighs as they grinded their pussies together, eventually reaching orgasm at the same time.

		After a minute of orgasmic oblivion, Sally pushed Maria to the ground and quickly straddled her face before Maria could say a word. Maria didn't do anything for a few seconds, but then Sally felt Maria's tongue flicking in and out of her hole, licking the sides of her pussy, and licking her clit. She moaned.

		Maria, while she lost herself in Sally's sweet anatomy, felt something penetrate her pussy- she couldn't look down to see what it was, but it felt hard and big, too big to be a finger. Her thoughts somehow managed to form into a logical explanation after a moment, which was that Sally was fucking her with a dildo. At this realization, she moaned into Sally's hot flesh, which made Sally stop fucking her for a second and simply press her pussy harder into Sally's face.

		They resumed, Sally bringing the dildo in and out of Maria with fervor while Maria licked all over that warm flesh between Sally's thighs, catching all the moisture with her tongue, lapping it up. With her hands, Maria outlined Sally's body, from her hips to her waist to the sides of her breasts. She relished the curves of girl, the curves that she felt go out, in, and back out again. She felt the leaves underneath her, and she felt that she could never live without this feeling of girl in her hands, the taste of girl on her tongue.

		In that spot between her legs where Sally was quickly pushing the dildo in and pulling out, Maria felt that feeling rising to that point, and she knew she was about to cum. Just then, Sally's pussy tensed on her mouth and she felt the warm liquid slide over her mouth, dripping down her cheeks and onto her neck. Down below, Sally screamed and plunged the dildo deep into Maria's pussy, and Maria felt herself gripping, tensing around the rod, pleasure shooting out from her groin, legs falling apart and liquid dripping down to her ass and to the earth.

		Collapsing onto Maria, Sally took her hand away from the dildo, which was pushed out by Maria's pussy in its orgasmic tightening, and they stayed that way for what seemed like eternity, drifting in and out of reality. The sun continued to glitter through the leaves of the tall trees, making the shadows on the girls' faces dance, as the voices of little children playing at the park drifted into their subconscious thoughts.

		* * *

		The two girls eventually found their way back to Sally's dorm room, which they found empty. Sally's roomie usually left somewhere on weekends, usually without even telling Sally where was headed or when she would be home.

		They showered together, savoring the feeling of hot water going down their bodies, making their skin glisten as they felt one another, explored one another, and cleaned one another with a frothy lather of soap. They kissed in the shower, naked bodies pressed together, hot and wet as their tongues invaded each other's mouths.

		Through the window of the bathroom, someone stood and watched the girls feeling each other in the shower, kissing. The sight of these two pretty girls so lovingly exploring each other aroused them, and their hands slowly found their way down to the opening of their pants

		

	
		Part Three

		

		"When did you begin to realize?" Sally asked Maria.

		Lying side by side on Sally's queen sized bed, Maria and Sally were in only their panties, a soft breeze and warm sun coming in through the large open window behind the bed. Sally thought that it felt good to feel the breeze on her bare breasts, and it felt soothing and fresh after the hot shower they had just taken together.

		Maria, whose body had been in a fetal position facing Sally, stretched out and turned to lie on her back, eyes to the ceiling. Her mind freely went back years, trying to find the earliest sign of her attraction to girls. A face came to mind, a girl who was about eighteen or nineteen years old.

		"I guess this is one of the earliest signs," she began, still looking up at Sally's blank ceiling, spotted here and there with glow in the dark star stickers. "

		Maria's hand, which had been softly moving across her stomach, moved lower between her thighs and grazed the area through her panties where her clit was. A sigh escaped from her.

		Sally watched her intently as Maria's eyes closed for a minute, and it was obvious that her memory was rushing back to her, and it was obvious that Maria was completely aroused by her memory of Abigail at the mall. Seeing this, Sally began to feel that tingle again between her own legs, and it was all she could do to keep from reaching over and fucking Maria just like that.

		Maria began to relate her memory, "It was a Saturday afternoon and the two of us were shopping at the mall. I was eighteen and my friend Abigail was nineteen. Both of us thought we were extremely hot looking and were dressed to show ourselves off.

		As we were walking, Abigail told me about a small dress shop that she had been into the previous week. It was brand new and Abigail said that she was in there just before closing and only one of the employees was there at the time. It had been an older woman and Abigail said she got the impression that the woman was a lesbian as she kept touching Abigail as she tried on different outfits. I was immediately curious about this and wanted to go check it out. So, we walked to the store.

		Abigail told me as we approached that she would do the talking and just follow along. Sure enough, the older woman was there, and she immediately approached the two girls.

		Abigail said, "I don't know if you remember me or not, but I was here last week. I was telling my friend here about how much personal attention you gave me and that she should come here to check out your clothes."

		The woman stepped over to her and took her hand and said, "Why thank you. Yes, your friend is a very lovely girl and I would be happy to assist her."

		She led me back to the dressing area and showed me into a cubicle. She turned to Abigail and told her it was okay to join them. Abigail walked into the cubicle too.

		Once inside, the woman shut and locked the door. She turned to me and said, "Why don't you take your top off so I can get an idea of your size."

		I looked at her and started to pull my shirt over my head. I wasn't wearing a bra and the woman's eyes lit up at this. She stepped up to me and turned me towards the mirror.

		Then she wrapped her arms around me so that she was holding me from behind. The woman was talking softly into my ear, "Oh, you are so beautiful. Look at how your breasts are so smooth and full."

		With that, she ran her hands from my waist up to my breasts and began to fondle me. I watched in the mirror as the woman's hands moved over my breasts. I was amazed. I had never had a lesbian experience before with an older woman, and now this woman was taking her.

		As the woman continued, I was getting more and more excited. I laid my head back on to the woman's shoulder.

		"Oh my God, what are you doing to me? I've never had my measurements taken like this. You've got it wrong I think. This can't be right."

		The woman didn't say a word. She continued to fondle my breasts with one hand as the other hand moved down over my bare midriff to the top of her skirt. I felt this and made a halfhearted attempt to move the woman's hand away.

		The woman just whispered into my ear, "Just relax. You are going to like this my sweet young thing. Old Millie is pretty good at eating pussy."

		With that, she unhooked the skirt and it dropped down my legs. The woman now spun me around and pushed me to a table that was in the corner.

		In the meantime, Abigail was standing in the corner watching as the woman had her way with me. I looked at Abigail and said, "Abigail, please help me. She's going to eat me, is this some kid of prank?"

		Abigail just smiled as the woman looked at her.

		"Sorry Maria. You see, I have an arrangement with our host. If I bring her some sweet girls like yourself, I get free shopping sprees here. So, you see, if I give you to her, I make out like a bandit."

		With that, the woman grabbed my panties on each side and slid them down my legs. I was desperately looking around for a way to escape but found none. The woman pushed my legs apart gently and ran her hands up and down my thighs. She lightly brushed her fingers over my pussy causing me to suck a sharp breath.

		I was being overwhelmed.

		I could feel that my pussy was getting moist from the sensual attention the woman had given me. My nipples were standing out and the woman noticed this. She knelt down between my legs and wrapped her arms around the waist. She pulled me to her and sucked one of my nipples deep into her mouth.

		I immediately was hit with an intensely sensual feeling deep within me. I threw my head back as the woman moved to the other breast and sucked it in too.

		I could not believe it. My best friend had lured me into this shop so that the woman could prey on me. Now the woman had me in the dressing room naked and was groping me. I put my hands on the woman's head in a feeble attempt to push the woman away, but the woman was holding me too tightly, so I began pulling her head toward me. As the woman continued the assault on my breasts, I realized

		my resistance had gone away. The woman was overwhelming me with sensual feelings.

		After a few more minutes of this, the woman slowed and then pulled her face away from my breasts. She looked up at me, now close to submission.

		"I think you are ready now my dear. I think it is time to taste you," the woman said.

		I breathed out a very feeble protest, but there was really nothing I could do. The woman had me at her mercy. The woman lowered her head as she wrapped her arms around my thighs, pulling them wide apart. She pulled me towards her which further eroded my ability to resist.

		The woman took one last look at me before she buried her mouth my pussy. I was hit like a shock as the woman's tongue penetrated me. The woman was an expert. She moved her tongue smoothly and slowly inside me. At this point, I laid back and let the woman devour mer. I could not resist any longer. Abigail saw this and decided it was time to get involved. She moved over to me and started to kiss my lips. I opened her eyes for a moment just as Abigail shoved her tongue into my mouth.

		I was like a feast for two hungry lions now. The woman and now my friend Abigail were all over me and they touched and sucked every part of my body. I was overcome by the sensuality of the assault and let it happen.

		I closed my eyes, felt the quickening pace of Millie's firm, smooth strokes, felt the fingers circling my asshole, felt the soft, smooth plump skin of her thighs beneath her legs. I opened my eyes once more and, ignoring Abigail, gazed at Millie's tits, finding them to indeed be medium sized, full and beautiful, her nipples erect, and the skin crinkled all around them.

		I closed my eyes again. My mind started to turn on the issue of sexual preferences, and my future, and I shut it down, calming myself, relaxing into the experience when I felt my cunt tremble as it released another flood of lubrication into the system, to make my sex slobbering wet.

		I opened my eyes, watching Millie as she watched my cunt, varying her rhythm and studying the effect upon me. It seemed that her hand was barely touching my pussy, that it was pulsing freely and that in that pulsing Millie was reading some message as to where my orgasm was, then guiding her hand to barely brush my cunt in a few certain places, just enough to bring the orgasm on a little further. The air of the changing room smelled of sex, and of me, for looking between my legs I now had no doubt of my excitement. It smelled of me, and sweat, sweat with too much pussy juice in it on my part, and over all of that the smell of roses, a smell she had associated with Abigail for so long, but now I was sensing new associations being forged, and roses would forever be associated with this odd young girl who would betray her best friend to Millie.

		She didn't know if I loved her, I didn't know if I truly needed her, but I knew that I wanted to cum. And with that thought, my orgasm passed the point of no return.

		Millie saw the orgasm beginning. She placed her fingers firmly into my cunt focusing on the top side, finding my g-spot, careful not to block the orgasm that was beginning to erupt out, scraping the nerve cluster on the g-spot lightly between two fingernails. She put the index and middle finger of her right hand together and, extending them, shoved their slippery rigidness up my ass, forcefully, all the way to the knuckles and began thrusting, firmly but smoothly, in and out.

		The unexpectedness of her penetration caused my sphincter to tighten down, trapping her fingers in MY RING of DARKNESS, but it also unleashed yet another torrent of cum from my already over-excited cunt. I gasped and cried out as my hips began to spasm and buck and I watched myself squirt a full foot, foot and a half into the air, a fountain of girl cim that was splattering everywhere, all over Millie and her and the table. Something I had never done before.

		I breathed heavily, every breath out a moan. My cunt continued to spasm and Millie continued to hold on, rhythmically messaging the g-spot in time with thrusting in and out of my ass.

		"There there, honey, that's it. Good job, baby. That was a hell of an orgasm. You did good."

		I slowly brought her breathing under some degree of control, although my vision was swimming and had the room been on fire, my legs were so shaky and weak that I couldn't have moved, even to save my own life.

		Eventually, the woman caused me to have several orgasms – another first for me. When it was done, it took me a half an hour to recover enough even to sit up. Abigail and the woman amused themselves with some heavy French kissing as they waited.

		When I finally did get up and start to dress, the woman went to me and hugged me.

		"I know that you liked that Maria. And I liked doing it to you. You see, I like to take young girls like you. I'm lucky that I got to know your friend Abigail and that she will help me to find girls like you. I want you to know that you are welcome here anytime. If you should ever want a discount," the woman leaned and sucked my breast into her mouth just for a moment, "I think you know what you can do to get it."

		I looked at the woman and just nodded my head.'

		Maria's eyes opened again, glimmering with memories.

		"Eventually, when Abigail and I were alone at her house, we decided to finish what we started, at the mall previously, Abigail fingering my pussy, I had my first lesbian orgasm at eighteen in that mall. I didn't know what it was, must have been the pent up anticipation over all those years, and I thought at first that I was floating or something. Then when I looked up, I saw Abigail in front of me, watching my face with this aroused curiosity..."

		Maria turned her face to Sally. "Oh god, Sally, help me here."

		It was clear to Sally what Maria wanted. She sat up from her side of the bed and moved closer to Maria, whose legs had already fallen apart weakly. Taking in this view of Maria, who was extremely turned on, breasts looking smooth and soft from the heat of their previous shower, Sally knew she couldn't hold back anymore even if she had tried to.

		She pulled off Maria's panties and threw them off the bed, pushing her legs apart as far as they would go. She then saw the most obvious proof of her arousal before her, Maria's pussy wet and blushed from her own story. Sally's eyes widened at the sight and she jumped towards it, so hungry for Maria's taste that Sally couldn't even believe it herself.

		At the touch of Sally's mouth on her swollen and aroused clit, Maria let out a loud scream of satisfied pleasure. Just telling the story about Abigail to that point had been too much for her to handle without a touch.

		Sally's arousal, though, was just about as strong as Maria's. A feeling of sexual relief flooded through her body as her mouth met Maria's pussy, her tongue pushing through to touch her clit. Her upper lip resting on Maria's crotch, right at the top of her slit, her lower lip and tongue moved crazily on Maria's clit and lower folds. Maria's pussy was wetter than Sally had ever felt it, probably because of the sexual buildup from telling this story that she may have forgotten about for so long.

		Arms lifted above her, grasping the headboard of Sally's bed, Maria shut her eyes tightly and let out a loud moan. She concentrated on spreading her legs apart as far as they would go, she wanted Sally, she wanted to accommodate as much of her as she could. Her breasts heaved from her gasping breaths as she neared orgasm.

		"After I came," Maria moaned, her voice a breathy whisper as Sally lay between her legs, just about devouring her wet pussy, "I... fucked Abigail... like I had always known... it was so hot... her pussy was so Good... Oh my... Sally!"

		Sally's tongue, which was dashing quickly back and forth across Maria's clit, felt Maria tense as she had her orgasm. The finger that had been frantically pounding into her felt Maria's pussy grasp it hard as her cum came running out, soaking it before soaking the sheets. Sally felt Maria's legs spasm and shake on both sides of her head.

		Maria let out one last scream before her legs fell back down onto the bed, her chest pink and heaving from that orgasm. She moaned.

		"Wow," Maria panted, her eyes turning to Sally who had moved up to her face. She smiled.

		"Thank you so much, I really needed that."

		Laughing, she looked at Sally's face, into her eyes that were lit up with passion. Her voice husky, she asked, "Now, tell me about when you realized."

		

		END
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