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		BATH TIME

		

	
		Risa’s First Lesbian Sex Experience

		an erotic short by Nancy Brockton

		All rights reserved copyright 2012 by Naughty Daydreams Press

		

		

		It had been a while since Risa and Laura had spent much time together, but Risa felt it was definitely time to give her friend a call. Actually, she could probably walk to Laura’s house since she lived only around the block, but it was faster to give her a ring and then come over ready for some fun.

		

		As Risa got settled with her coffee and the phone, she thought over the years that she and Laura had been close friends. A lot of people had thought them sisters, the way they were always chained at the hip from the moment they met in sixth grade. Their moms had become friends first and had pushed the two girls together, thinking it would do them some good to have a friend that would understand what it was like to go through the world without a father. For Risa, it had been the death of her father when she was nine that had changed her world and made her feel so isolated and different. Of course, it hadn’t helped that her mom had moved them seven times in the next two years, but losing her dad had been the real blow. Laura, on the other hand, still technically had a dad, but he had abandoned his family when Laura was just three and so, she also had no real memory of life with a father around.

		

		Their moms had been right and the two girls had formed a deep bond. Now in their late twenties, they still spent a large amount of time together. Risa had recently become engaged, but she was still holding onto the small two bedroom house she had rented when Laura had moved into hers just around the corner. They had never been very far away from each other and Risa wasn’t sure what she would do if Greg insisted that they live somewhere else. For now, though, she and Laura had the time to spend and Risa wanted to make sure it was spent together as much as possible.

		

		She dialed and after just two rings, a sunny voice picked up on the other end. “Well, it’s about time. I was beginning to think you had eloped and forgotten all about me.”

		

		Risa laughed. “No way, Greg knows I’d probably kill him if he tried a stunt like that. I’m not going anywhere without you.”

		

		Laura’s tone got serious. “Rees, that’s a nice gesture, but this is your life now. You need to be with Greg. Anyway, Chris might decide to move his ass and ask me to marry him, you never know.”

		

		Risa frowned. The likelihood of Chris Harmon actually committing to anything was a novel idea. Risa let the thought go. She wasn’t going to start something in that direction. “Well, I called because I was feeling a real need for one of our nights. You know, just to relax and chat and get this whole wedding planning crap off my back for a while.”

		

		Laura’s voice picked up a notch. “Oh God, I was thinking the same thing. Things at work and school have just become so hectic and I was missing my best bud.”

		

		“I know, a week is much too long for us to not see each other.”

		

		So, later that night, after checking in with her traveling fiancé, Risa gathered her things and made her way to Laura’s place. They lived in a smaller community in the Midwest and it was older housing, but it had been a blessing for the two ladies who couldn’t stand to think of life apart from each other. They both attended the local college, but Laura was on a much more aggressive plan, being the more career minded of the two. Now, to think she was soon to be married, well, Risa couldn’t imagine it. She was happy to be walking up the drive to her friend’s house tonight, ready to share their moment before anything outside intruded.

		

		Laura answered the door before she had even finished knocking. Risa smiled. Laura was already set for their evening together. She was dressed in only a pink terry cloth robe that covered her from her chin to her ankles. Her lovely golden hair was falling loose in waves over her shoulders and down her back and her big hazel eyes, which seemed at times to blend in with her hair, was sparkling with mischief. “Howdy, stranger.”

		

		Risa stepped in and grabbed Laura’s hand and pulled her into a big hug. She felt the toned body of her friend underneath the robe and felt a little jealous. Her own body was beautiful but a little curvier. She always said that ice cream was her fifth food group. “Howdy and hey.” It was an old greeting from when they were into westerns after seeing an old Clint Eastwood movie. “I brought a little something special.” Risa lifted a bottle of scented bath oil out of her bag.

		

		Laura grinned and took the bottle. “Oooh, lilac and hyacinth. Tres chic. Come on, let’s get this show on the road.”

		

		Laura didn’t have to lead Risa to their destination, she’d been there many times before. Soon after they had met as girls, they had both fallen victim to chicken pox. The girls had begged to be allowed to convalesce together, and so Risa’s mom had volunteered to let Laura stay in Risa’s room for the next week while they battled the rotten bumps. During this time, they had started to take baths together in the large spa tub in her mom’s bathroom. It had been a strangely relaxing and fun time for the girls and it was something that, even after their recovery, they continued to do every time there was a sleepover at one of their houses, which was fairly often. Of course, when they had become older, they had only done so when their mothers weren’t around. It had made it seem even more special and solely their own time. It had never been anything more than innocent rehashing of memories, but they knew that it might seem weird to others, so they had kept quiet about it. Even now, Risa’s fiancé and Laura’s erstwhile boyfriend had no idea about their shared baths.

		

		Risa saw that Laura had already started the bath water and watched her friend add the bath oil that she had brought. The smell instantly permeated the room and Risa sighed as she began undressing. She began tying up her long straight glossy black hair, but decided to let it flow free like her friend’s, instead. The two ladies slowly slipped into the large tub and sighed together in perfect harmony, closing their eyes as they let the warmth envelope them in their private oasis.

		

		Laura sat up, suddenly, though, and splashed some warm water in Risa’s direction. “You fink, this is going to end soon and it’s all your fault.”

		

		There was a tone to Laura’s voice that made Risa sit up and reach for her. “What are you talking about? I plan to stay in town. Greg knows that.”

		

		Laura shook her head, but scooted closer to her friend. “Oh, I know, but do you really think that he’ll let you come over for bath time once you two are married?”

		

		Risa frowned. “I don’t plan on letting him know every minute detail of what I do when my friend and I are enjoying time together. Laura, I’m not going anywhere.”

		

		Laura shrugged. “Well, don’t worry about it. Hey, I wanted to show you the wonderful new device I got to deal with Chris’ neglect.”

		

		Risa looked at her. “What does that mean? Is Chris being a cheating dick again? I swear, Laura, you need to dump his ass.”

		

		Again, Laura shrugged and her shoulders lifting from the water glistened with a wet sheen. “I don’t mind. He’s only around as much as I want him around. Anyway, I have my toys, and I swear they’re better in bed than he is.”

		

		Risa giggled. Laura had always been much more adventurous than she had ever been. Laura often told her about her various sex toys. Truthfully, she probably talked about them more than any boy that had ever been in her life.

		

		Laura jumped up from the tub and water went cascading down over her lean, athletic body. For a brief moment, Risa felt a twinge between her legs but shook it off as a crazy side effect of talking about Laura’s toys. She watched her friend get out of the bath and walk gingerly on wet feet out of the bathroom and into the bedroom. In a moment, she returned with something waving in her hand. She climbed back into the tub and held it out for Risa to inspect.

		

		“It’s a vibrator that works underwater.” Laura looked briefly at Risa’s face when she said this, trying to gauge her reaction.

		

		Risa looked at the long thick cock-shaped object in Laura’s hand and felt another twinge, and maybe even a little wetness between her legs. In the bath, it was hard to tell. Laura pushed it at her. “Come on, hold it.”

		

		Risa held her palms out and shook her head no. Laura laughed and leaned forward, touching Risa with the now turned on vibrator. For the next few minutes, they wrestled in the water, sloshing waves on the floor as they laughed and pushed the toy between them. Then Laura, who had gotten on her knees to menace Risa more effectively, fell forward on top of her instead and caught the vibrator between their now touching breasts.

		

		Laura didn’t even hesitate as their naked bodies slid against each other. She leaned in further and kissed Risa deeply, pressing her body even closer. Risa tensed at first and then felt such an overwhelming desire flood her body that she found herself pushing up against her friend’s naked body, moaning.

		

		Laura broke away from their kiss and slipped down further in the tub to let her mouth take in one of Risa’s nipples. Risa shivered in the warm water as she felt her friend’s tongue stroke her nipple, playing with the sensitive flesh and making Risa moan even louder. As Laura switched to her other nipple, her hand trailed down under the water and between Risa’s legs, her fingers urgently prodding at her quivering folds and slipping inside them.

		

		The moment Risa felt Laura’s fingers begin to move inside her pussy, she grabbed her friend to her and ran her hands roughly down her back. Laura continued to thrust, moving her fingers in hard little side-to-side motions that, when they found her most sensitive spot, made her body instantly tense and spasm as she came hard, her pussy clenching her friend’s fingers.

		

		Laura slowly pulled her fingers from Risa’s pussy and brought her other hand, the one holding the vibrator, down between Risa’s legs. As waves of sensation rolled through her body, Risa nearly screamed when Laura pushed the large vibrator deep in her clenching hole and began thrusting with hard rhythmic thrusts. Her orgasm roared back and gripped her body even harder, making her thrash in the water, which emptied even more of it onto the floor. When she couldn’t handle it anymore, she finally jerked upward and reached a hand down to Laura’s, stopping her thrusting with a weak gesture. “Please, oh God, please, I can’t . . .”

		

		“Then go ahead and fuck me.” Laura sat back in the tub and put her legs over the sides, thrusting her ass up and pushing her pussy to the top of the water.

		

		The sight of Laura’s beautiful pink folds, open and waiting, made Risa shudder as another orgasmic shock ran through her. She had the vibrator in her hand, but she wanted, more than anything, to taste those sweet lips and the tiny little bud above them. Leaning down, her body submerging in the water, except for her nice round ass and her shapely lower legs, she buried her face in her friend’s waiting pussy.

		

		She had never been with a woman sexually before and she never would have thought that Laura would be the one she’d try something like this with, but as her tongue worked inside her friend’s sweetness, she had to wonder why they had never done this before. Laura moaned and moved beneath her and Risa groaned in response as she pushed her mouth harder onto her friend’s slit. Finally, she remembered the toy in her hand and, while focusing her tongue on the sensitive clit of her friend, she plunged it into her waiting hole and began thrusting with fast, deep strokes, moving it around in search of Laura’s special spot.

		

		Laura began thrusting her hips up frantically, pushing against Risa’s mouth and making water splash wildly around them. Her movements became more rapid and erratic, until, screaming loudly as her body tensed and her legs closed together in a stiff spasm, she came. Her body relaxed and slipped into the tub, her legs splashing down around Risa as she continued to fuck her friend with the vibrator. Finally, Laura begged her to stop, her breath hitching and her body twisting with the overpowering sensations.

		

		Risa, breathing hard, pulled the toy slowly from her friend’s clenching pussy and laid it gently on the floor beside the tub. Then, slipping beside her friend, she took Laura’s still shaking body in her arms and held her close, stretching out alongside her and feeling her shivering nakedness rub against her own bare body. New tremors rose and fell between her legs and radiating outward as her body responded to Laura’s trembling. Briefly, their sensitive pussies brushed against each other and both ladies moaned and sighed, feeling an electric jolt at the touch.

		

		Finally, after closing their eyes and letting their bodies settle down, the ladies fell into a light sleep in each other’s arms. Suddenly jumping awake as the chill of the cooling water registered in her pulsing body, Risa shifted and Laura sat up with her. Slowly, without saying a word, they stepped from the tub and grabbed towels. Laura began drying her own body, but then stepped over to Risa and began delicately patting her friend dry. The soft touches sent fresh tremors through Risa and she turned and returned the favor. With small smiles, they both went into the bedroom to get dressed.

		

		Later, as they sat on Laura’s bed with steaming cups of their favorite tea, Risa looked at her friend and smiled as she raised her mug in the air. “Here’s to lifelong friends that have much longer to go.”

		

		Laura turned to look at her best friend, her most important companion. She raised her mug and carefully clinked it against Risa’s. “And here’s to new pleasures and new adventures with old friends.”

		

		They each took a sip and then Risa spoke again. “Laura, I have to know.”

		

		“Mmm, what?”

		

		“Did you plan this, I mean, was this something you always wanted to do?”

		

		Laura shrugged and put her mug down on the nightstand and then turned on her side to face Risa. The robe she was wearing opened enough to let Risa see the familiar round breasts as they rested against each other within the terry cloth. Risa forced herself to look at her friend’s face.

		

		Laura smiled and took her hand. “Let’s just say that I wanted to give you a going away present while I still could.”

		

		Risa hugged her friend close, feeling the familiar body as it sent strange new desires through hers. “It’s not a going away present because I’m not going anywhere. How could I leave all this behind.” She gave a light squeeze to Laura’s ass.

		

		Laura jumped a little and then snuggled closer. “Well, I guess I can tolerate being the side dish.”

		

		Risa shook her head. “You, my friend, are the main course. Nothing will change that.”

		

		Laura nodded and answered in a throaty voice. “Then, let’s eat.”

		

		

		

		KISSING IN COPENHAGEN

		

	
		First Lesbian Sex With My Backpacking Girlfriend

		an erotic short by Jane Kemp

		All rights reserved copyright 2012 by Naughty Daydreams Press

		

		

		They were living their dream. It had been something they had talked about since they were little girls living on the same street. Clara and Grace had grown up together from the time they were in kindergarten and it hadn’t taken the two girls long to meet and decide that they would be best friends forever. And they had stuck to that, through two moves, boyfriend troubles, college and one engagement. They were two sides of the same coin, as Clara’s mom liked to say every time they got together, and their dreams were often of the same thing. They wanted to explore.

		

		So, when they were in high school, the idea of backpacking across Europe had been something they had settled on as a “goal that must be met.” The original plan was to make the trip when they graduated high school, but their parents weren’t too crazy about the idea of their two young girls backpacking alone over God-knows-where meeting God-knows-who. (That was how Grace’s mother had put it while they sat at the dining room table presenting their plan.) Since it would largely have been their parents’ money paying for the trip, they had been forced to shelve the idea and focus on college instead.

		

		That had been hard because they were headed to different universities, having both earned scholarships, Clara for dance and Grace for the sciences. Clara always joked that Grace was going to learn how to blow the world up with all her chemicals and test tubes, but she was really very proud. Both girls had done well, working hard and obtaining coveted jobs once they had graduated. But it had still forced them apart for longer periods of time than they had been used to.

		

		So, it had been natural, when the grind of college was behind them, mostly anyway, since Grace was continuing to get her Master’s, for the girls to relight the fire for their dream of backpacking across Europe. And this time they found their families a lot more understanding and willing. Of course, their families would help with funds, but the girls had also worked and saved to help pay most of their expenses. They had researched endlessly on the web for the best deals, the best itineraries, the best places to stay.

		

		And they were now standing in the middle of Copenhagen, giggling like little girls. This was their fifth stop on the itinerary they had planned and they were finally beginning to get the hang of things. Money had been the hardest to get used to, figuring rate of exchange so they didn’t end up blowing all their money in one place. But they were both cautious by nature and, when they sat down on a park bench to figure out where they were financially, they discovered that they were actually very much in the black. In fact, they were enough in the black that the thought of getting a hotel room for the night instead of stopping in at one of the hostels was a definite possibility.

		

		Clara combed her fingers through her red hair and adjusted her hat. “Well, what do you think, should we splurge on a room now or save it up for later?”

		

		Grace didn’t waste any time answering. “We’re getting a room.”

		

		Clara didn’t argue. It hadn’t been easy going the backpacking route. It wasn’t easy, always carrying your luggage on your back and the hostels had not always been, well, the most restful of places. So, Grace pulled out her guidebook and they looked up a hotel that would be reasonable but nice. They finally settled on a place called Wakeup Copenhagen, which they found to be very quaint. And it wasn’t far from where they were. They decided they could walk. After all, when you’re backpacking you get used to walking very quickly.

		

		The hotel room proved to be somewhat small, but very beautiful compared to some of the places they had stayed so far. And they were grateful to have it. When they had first approached the desk, they had been told that it was sold out. A few minutes later, though, as they stood talking about what their next move might be, the desk clerk approached and told them that there had been a cancellation. They couldn’t believe their luck.

		

		Now, they dropped their bags and lounged on the bed, smiling at each other like it was Christmas morning and they knew they would soon be heading downstairs. They turned on the TV and actually found US programming. Then, Grace got up and looked at the rather small bathroom. “Well, I’m going in.” She searched through her bag for her toiletries and stepped into the clear walled bath area.

		

		It really was a unique set-up, though not very private, since most of the bathroom wall was clear. Even the shower was mostly see-through. But who cares when you’ve had to share two bathrooms with fifty people? Clara settled back to watch some TV while her friend went to take her shower.

		

		It was hard, though, to concentrate on the old Eighties sitcom when her friend was showering in that clear tube right in the line of sight. Clara had never truly realized how beautiful Grace was, with her long black hair and her petite Asian build. She was toned and her skin was a beautiful rich caramel color, darker along the lines of where she had gotten more sun. Clara thought she looked simply stunning.

		

		Of course, Clara knew that she didn’t look bad. She had long red hair that was darker rather than lighter, and her complexion was the typical Irish fair that had burnt her skin where Grace had only gotten tanner. But she had a toned athletic body and she was definitely taller than Grace, about five inches taller. Clara had always loved going to Grace’s house because she had been the tallest person there, taller even than Grace’s dad. Her best features, she thought, were her breasts, so perfectly proportioned to her body, round and full and firm. She loved to wear t-shirts that accented her chest and she didn’t mind drawing a boy’s eyes there.

		

		It was strange, though, as she found her eyes drawn to her friend in the shower that her body was reacting to what she saw. She had never been with a woman, had never even thought of being with a woman, but she was finding herself very attracted to Grace. It was astonishing to her. They had known each other almost their whole lives and suddenly, she was reacting to her friend as if she was seeing her for the first time.

		

		Suddenly, Grace turned off the water and stepped out of the shower. Clara lost sight of her for a bit and then she stepped into the room, a towel wrapped around her body, accenting every curve in Clara’s eyes. “God, that feels so much better. Watcha watching?” She walked over and sat on the bed by Clara’s side, checking out the TV.

		

		Clara stammered some response and then, her hand fumbled for the remote, lost somewhere between her and Grace. Her hand scooted over the covers and then, suddenly, it was under Grace’s leg and she felt her heart beat wildly. She was about to pull it back when Grace put her own hand on top of it. Clara looked up and was surprised to see the look of lust on Grace’s face. “I was wondering when we would have this moment. I’ve been waiting a long time.” Then, Grace leaned over and kissed her.

		

		For Clara, it was like a thousand volts of electricity had just hit her mouth and radiated out all over her body, finally concentrating between her legs. She didn’t kiss back at first, she was so shocked, but as she felt Clara’s tongue push into her mouth and her body roll on top of hers, the towel falling away, she felt her inhibitions disappear and her desire take over.

		

		The two kissed a while longer before Grace pulled back to begin helping Clara take her shirt off. When the t-shirt was pulled over Clara’s head and tossed aside, Grace sighed. “You always had the most perfect breasts. I always envied them, and I always wanted them.”

		

		Clara watched her friend reach out and put her hands on them through her bra, and then Grace slipped her delicate hands underneath and pressed her small palms over Clara’s nipples, making Clara gasp and moan as she felt the warm touch. The two of them wrestled her bra up and off and then Grace put her hands back on Clara’s nipples and gave them a squeeze, making them harden. But then, Grace leaned down and took one into her sweet little mouth and Clara cried out as she felt a strong jolt run directly from the nipple in Grace’s mouth to her clit. It was like Grace had just sucked Clara’s little bud into her mouth instead of her nipple. She writhed beneath her friend’s body as Grace continued to show attention to her breasts, and then she sat back and moved her naked body between Clara’s legs.

		

		Clara watched her grab the waist of her shorts and pull down, stretching the elastic as she pulled them over Clara’s hips and then down her legs. Finally, she tossed them over the bed and moved back up to run her hands lightly along the waistband of Clara’s panties. Clara shivered as she felt the light touch and her pussy spasmed in response, her juices beginning to flow between her legs. Grace leaned down and put her mouth on Clara’s panties directly above her slit and breathed out, warming Clara’s pussy through the material. Clara moaned and arched her back, shoving her pussy against Grace’s mouth. Clara responded by yanking the panties aside and thrusting her tongue deep into Clara’s folds, exploring inside her sweet juicy pussy like a little cock.

		

		It drove Clara wild. She had never experienced oral sex like this. The few times a boy had been willing to lick her he had barely touched his tongue to her bare pussy lips. Grace’s tongue roamed up and down and in and out and Clara moaned and cried out with each new exploration. Finally, feeling on the edge of an orgasm, she reached out and pushed Grace back and then, she spun her body on the bed so she could now slide under Grace’s legs and lift her head to put her own mouth on Grace’s pussy.

		

		It was such an amazing thing, sliding her tongue into her friend’s folds and tasting the sweet muskiness that was so very different from a man’s cock. Grace fell over on top of Clara so that they were now in the classic sixty-nine position. She couldn’t believe what a thrill it gave her to manipulate her tongue in her friend’s pussy. It made every touch of Grace’s tongue like an intense shock to her body.

		

		Both women were licking and sucking each other furiously when Grace decided to slip some fingers into Clara. Clara yelped as she felt her friend’s digits slide inside her and then, she felt them search until suddenly, they touched her sweet spot and made her jump in response. Grace now moved her hand rapidly on that special spot until Clara’s body buckled and she came harder than she could remember having ever come before. She was almost breathless and she forgot completely about paying any attention to Grace’s pussy as her own spasmed and clenched around her friend’s small fingers.

		

		Grace thrust a few more times and sucked on Clara’s clit until every single spasm was wrung out of her, then she sat up and mashed her cunt down on Clara’s face, moving her body and fucking her friend’s mouth with abandon. Clara was still paralyzed with her own orgasm at first, but eventually, she slipped her tongue up into her friend’s folds.

		

		Grace shook when she felt Clara’s tongue and she began to move frantically back and forth, shifting her pussy over her friend’s mouth until she fell over on her hands, her body bucking and shaking with the power of her climax. Clara wrapped her arms around her friend’s waist and followed her, keeping her mouth on her throbbing pussy until Grace begged and pleaded for her to stop, that she couldn’t take anymore.

		

		Clara let go and fell back onto the bed and Grace rolled over onto her back beside her. The two girls lay head to tail, breathing harshly, as they struggled to control the intense sensations running through their bodies. Finally, Clara managed to sit up and, looking at her friend, she smiled to see her beautiful nakedness. She was amazed that she had just enjoyed such an intimate moment with her best friend.

		

		Grace finally sat up as well and spun around to lay her head on a pillow next to Clara’s. She looked over at her friend as she took her hand. Clara, giving it a squeeze, smiled over at her. “So, that was a surprise.”

		

		Grace giggled. “Yeah, I saw you watching me in the shower and I just couldn’t help myself, you looked so innocent lying out here all alone.”

		

		Clara shrugged and then she asked the question that had been in her head from the moment Grace had first kissed her. “Are you, uh, gay? I mean, because if you are, I totally support you and . . .”

		

		Grace laughed out loud and gave her a kiss on the cheek. “No, I’m not gay. I just like to experiment. I’m sorry to say, you’re not my first girl.”

		

		Clara looked at her, wide-eyed. “What?”

		

		Grace shrugged. “What can I say, there are some things that I hadn’t shared yet because well, it never seemed the right time, and I thought you might not understand.”

		

		Clara frowned. “Grace, there is nothing you can’t tell me, ever. Do you understand?”

		

		Grace smiled and nodded. The two hugged and then settled back to relax and watch some TV. Then, Grace turned to look at her again. “As long as we’re clearing the air . . .”

		

		“Yes, Grace?”

		

		“I thought I should tell you that you look awful in that yellow shirt. It’s just not your color.”

		

		Clara grabbed the pillow from behind her head and bopped her friend in the face. “Oh, yeah, fashion expert?”

		

		Suddenly, the two girls were rolling and wrestling on the bed and soon after that, they were enjoying the newest aspect to their lifelong friendship. The rest of the trip suddenly seemed to become that much more exciting.

		

		They both decided that getting the hotel room had been money very well spent.

		

		

		

		Laura Learns to Love It Lesbian

		

	
		The Lawyer’s Mistress

		

		Episode Four

		an erotic short by Jessica Crocker

		All rights reserved copyright 2012 by Naughty Daydreams Press

		

		

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

		I stammered. “I…uh, I…it’s just.”

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

	
		ALLISON’S AWAKENING
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		Connie was a good friend of my older sister, but she was always very nice to me. Since Connie lived in the town where I went to school when I got to college, my older sister gave me Connie’s number in case I needed anything or just needed a friend. For six months, I didn’t take her up on it, but one night after a particularly bad date I called her up in tears. She rushed to my dorm room, and I let the whole story flow out. In my whole life, I hadn’t ever had an orgasm. I’d tried. God, I’d tried with my own hands and with boyfriends. Nothing worked. On this particular date, a really hot football player had promised me it would happen and had actually worked on me for almost an hour. Finally, he’d just said, “fuck this!” He’d climbed on top of me, finished up in about three minutes, and got off me. As he pulled the rubber off his dick, he’d said, “I don’t need this shit. There’s something wrong with you because I always give my lays orgasms.”

		

		Connie listened and gave me the most sympathetic look. She leaned forward and kissed my cheek. “Listen, honey, there’s nothing wrong with you. Let me help. You don’t know this about me, but I have a very…interesting job.” Connie went on to tell me that she was a high class call girl. She certainly had the body for it. She was beautiful with long blonde hair and remarkable, sensual lips. Her body was trim and fit, and her ass was lovely. “I have some clients, a husband and wife. They always enjoy my company. I’m going to call Chuck and Rachel and see if they want to help.”

		

		I sat there in shock as she picked up the phone. I listened as she told the voice on the other end all about how I had never cum and asked if they’d like to be the ones who made it happen. I was shocked when she said twenty-five hundred dollars and even more shocked when I heard her say, “We’ll meet you at the regular hotel in a few hours.”

		

		It was a whirlwind, but Connie took me to the shower, got me dressed in a bathing suit under my normal jeans and a t-shirt, and led me out of the dorm to her car. An hour later, I was in a four star hotel with Connie and Rachel, each of whom wore bathing suits far sexier than mine.

		

		I couldn’t believe I was on the twelfth floor of a hotel I could never afford, standing on the balcony with two beautiful women in bathing suits and a man inside the room waiting for us. I felt my nipples harden as I watched Rachel and Connie bending slightly as they peered over the balcony to look across the magnificent courtyard to see the balconies on the other side. Both of them wore tiny G-string bikini bottoms, and I couldn’t help but notice how beautiful their asses looked. I put a hand on my own ass. I know it’s beautiful too, tight and heart shaped. I felt a little out of place with my normal bathing suit bottoms while theirs were so revealing. I couldn’t believe that the sight of the two women was turning me on the way it was. I had never considered sleeping with another woman, and now the idea of sleeping with Rachel and Connie was sending thrills through my body.

		

		Connie suddenly said, “Was that a guy or a girl?”

		

		Rachel looked over the courtyard at a balcony where a few different figures stood. “I think it’s a woman…No, there are two.”

		

		Connie got a strange look in her eyes and said, “I’m gonna flash’em.” She just lifted up her bikini and exposed her breasts. Then, she started jumping up and down to make them bounce. Rachel got into the act as well, flashing her tits and then turning around to wave her ass. I couldn’t believe it, but I giggled like a schoolgirl right along with them, and when Rachel took my hand and led me to the railing, I let her pull my top off as well. The cool air made my nipples even harder, and I felt exhilarated that some strangers just fifty or so yards away were looking at me.

		

		Rachel said, “Let’s give them a show,” and I wasn’t sure what she meant. I figured it out when she grabbed the back of my head with one hand and Connie’s head with the other and pulled our faces together so that we were all three kissing at the same time. It felt strange and wonderful to feel both of their tongues exploring their mouths and mine. When Rachel’s hand dropped to squeeze my ass, I almost lost it. Connie took her mouth away and pulled off her bottom. Then, while Rachel kissed me, I felt Connie’s hands on my breasts, her fingers squeezing and pinching my nipples from behind. I moaned against Rachel’s mouth and then gasped when Connie reached down and pulled my bathing suit to my ankles.

		

		Rachel giggled and quickly took her bathing suit off. I don’t know how it happened so quickly, but it was almost like a movie scene that just cut to the next part. Rachel was on top of me, her crotch pushing down on my face, her mouth working on my pussy. Connie was leaning down right above my face, and she pushed her tongue into Rachel as I licked at Rachel’s clit. I was amazed at how much I enjoyed the musky taste of her, how I thrilled in feeling and seeing her reactions as I licked and Connie used her tongue like a little penis, pushing in and out.

		

		It was also incredible to feel her mouth on me. Nobody had ever done that for me, and I couldn’t believe how good it felt. Her tongue moved up and down and then in circles around my clit. I felt an amazing feeling, like I’d never felt before. I wondered if it was an orgasm, but I didn’t think so. It was wonderful, but it wasn’t the explosive relief that I’d read about or that my friends had talked about when we inevitably got around to the “Allison has never had an orgasm” conversation. Instead, it was a pleasant and growing warmth, and urgency that seemed to cry out for a cock inside of me.

		

		I moaned, and Connie looked down at me and smiled as I worked my lips and tongue over Rachel. “That’s it, Baby. That’s it.” She kissed my forehead and put her mouth back on Rachel, this time licking higher, above her pussy. I couldn’t believe the sight of that wet pink tongue rolling all around Rachel’s tiny little rosebud of an asshole. I was so enthralled by it that my own tongue stopped as I watched the way the little pink pointy tip flicked around the edges and made Rachel squirm. I couldn’t stay transfixed for long though because Rachel moaned and pushed herself down on me, mashing her clit against my lips. I licked again, but I never took my eyes off of Connie’s tongue as it began to actually push in and penetrate Rachel’s tightest opening.

		

		I reached my hands up to grasp at Rachel’s ass as I licked, and she began to push down at me as though I were a man. The bangles on my wrist sent chimes of sound around us. Connie put her lips around Rachel’s ass, and when she pulled them off, I actually saw Rachel’s ass squeezing her tongue as it was withdrawn. Connie looked back over the balcony and said, “They’re getting a good show.” I couldn’t look because my face was locked in position as Rachel moved over me. I could almost see Connie walking away, but I felt her rub my thigh as she lay down next to me.

		

		I almost wanted to cry when Rachel took her mouth off me and turned her body to put it on Connie. My pussy felt empty, and I desperately wanted to feel her mouth again. I felt Connie’s leg come down softly on one of my thighs and as Rachel adjusted herself, I caught a glimpse of the other ankle resting on her shoulder. I moaned unhappily, desperately needing to feel her mouth on me again, but she pushed her pussy back down as she started licking Connie and I got back to work on her clit.

		

		“You started without me girls.” Chuck’s voice sent a thrill that started in my ears and travelled down over each nipple like a pinch and to my clit like a flick of Rachel’s tongue. The other two girls just ignored him, so I did, too. I kept my mouth on Rachel and licked as fast and as hard as I could. “Well my dear, I guess I’ll have to teach you a lesson.” Another thrill coursed through me. “You can’t go around enjoying Connie and Allison without me.” I saw a shadow across my face and looked up, tongue still moving on Rachel. Chuck stood above us. He unbuckled his belt as I licked and watched, and when his cock was revealed, I was astounded at its size.

		

		When he knelt right above my face, I stared at him. Connie was moaning uncontrollably with whatever Rachel was doing to her, and I was desperate for something to happen between my legs. I adjusted my mouth, ignoring Rachel’s disappointed moan, and pushed my tongue up to lick at Chuck. He groaned at the touch and positioned the head of it to push into my mouth. The angle was all wrong, and he couldn’t get very deep at all, but he moaned and I felt a rush of pride as I licked at the tip and sucked the head. Finally, he pulled out and leaned forward. I licked at his balls as I saw his dick come to rest on Rachel. He took it in his hand and backed up to put it in her.

		

		My eyes flew open wide as I realized he wasn’t aiming for her pussy. Instead, he put the head of his cock right were Connie’s tongue had been. I felt Rachel stiffen, and I don’t know if it was just instinct but I put my mouth back on her and felt her relax a bit as Chuck pushed into her ass. She let out a low throaty moan and said, “fuck.” I know it was a bit petulant, but I hoped it hurt just a little bit. Not a lot, but just a little bit of discomfort since she’d taken her mouth away from my pussy and put it on Connie’s.

		

		For his part, Chuck just kept pushing and I licked, and I couldn’t believe his enormous cock was making it into that tiny hole. Rachel lifted her head and started to tell Chuck to wait, but it came out as “Chuck waulp…” as Connie screamed and grabbed her head, pulling her face against her pussy.

		

		“Oh God! Fuck, Rachel, I’m coming! I’m coming.” Rachel struggled a bit against Connie’s pussy, but her grip was too strong. She started to move her body away from Chuck, but I grabbed a hold of her hips and held firm as I redoubled my efforts at her clit. When Chuck’s cock finally disappeared entirely into her asshole, the feeling in my pussy got so strong that it was torture not to be able to touch myself.

		

		She struggled for a while longer, especially when Chuck began to move in and out slowly, but eventually, she started moving back against him, and when Connie finally let go of her hair and rolled over moaning softly, Rachel said, “Oh Fuck, Honey! Yes! Fuck my ass!”

		

		I kept licking and licking as Rachel kept encouraging her husband. Finally, it was too much for me, and I slipped a hand under Rachel’s leg to give me access to my clit. As I ran it down along my body, though, I felt Rachel on top of me and decided on a better course of action. I ran my hand up and out and put it on her back and then her shoulder. I reached over and grabbed a handful of her hair and cut off her “Oh, fuck me Chuck, fuck m—” as I pushed her face into my pussy. I held it there until her tongue started moving, but it only moved for a second because suddenly she tensed and screamed, and I saw her whole body thrashing and moving. She groaned and Chuck fucked her quickly as I licked at her. Watching her cum was almost as good as feeling her mouth on me. I kept licking as she told Chuck to stop, that she couldn’t take it anymore. She kept telling him to stop, even after he pulled out of her, and I thought it was strange. Her pussy tasted so good and it was so hot with her orgasm. I sucked and nibbled and she kept telling Chuck to stop.

		

		Suddenly, Connie was at my head, pushing it down away from Rachel and I realized that she hadn’t been telling Chuck to stop, but had tried to get me to end the assault on her clit. Rachel rolled off me and Connie smiled. “You little bitch,” she said and she kissed me. It was a wonderful upside down kiss, her tongue stroking against mine, as her hair cascaded over my face. I didn’t even notice that Chuck had moved around to the front of me until I felt his cock push inside.

		

		It was the most incredible feeling. His cock felt gigantic. He knelt and pulled me over his knees as he fucked me while Connie still kissed me. I was blind to everything, Connie’s face and hair blocking my sight, her hands rubbing my breasts and pinching my nipples. She lifted her head a bit and licked at my lips. “It’s gonna happen for you, Sweetheart, you’ll see.” Suddenly, I felt Rachel’s tongue on my clit as her husband pushed into me, and I exploded with sensation. I had never felt an orgasm before, and I don’t know exactly how to describe it. It’s almost like when someone throws you into a pool and there’s this giant shock as you hit the water and then you’re completely engulfed in it. It takes a minute before you figure out where you are and come back to the surface. If you imagine the water is like the best drug in the world, it will give you an idea of how I felt.

		

		My pussy grasped at Chuck’s cock, and I shook uncontrollably. Connie stopped kissing me and instead stroked my hair. She lifted my head up and put it down on her knee cradling it and whispering encouragement to me. It was so overwhelming that tears formed in my eyes and poured out over my temples. Connie licked at them as I said, “It’s so amazing…” I moaned and came harder and harder. Rachel’s tongue wouldn’t stop and with Chuck’s cock pounding at me, I felt like I would fall apart, but mercifully, Chuck groaned, and I watched him pull Rachel’s face off my clit and shove into her mouth. Connie was still licking away the tears as I watched Rachel’s cheeks bulge like she’d just taken a gulp of wine. Chuck moaned and pulled his dick from her mouth. I saw Rachel swallow hard and her cheeks returned to normal. As she opened her mouth to gulp in air, a little bit of Chuck’s semen dripped from the corner of her mouth and into my navel.

		

		I leaned back as Connie whispered, “I told you I could make it happen for you, Allie. All you had to do was ask. All you ever have to do is ask.”

		

		I smiled up at her and whispered. She couldn’t hear me so she put her ear close to my mouth and said, “What did you say, Sweetie?”

		

		I breathed heavily and said, “I asked if you were busy tomorrow night.”
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		“Trini, it’s me, open up.” Val sighed and knocked again, following up with the doorbell. A few moments and there was still no answer.

		

		Val rolled her eyes. Her friend was notoriously unaware of time constraints, especially when they involved someone else’s time. They had planned this afternoon of shopping a week ago because Val was going to have some precious free time when her mom was going to be available to watch the kids and Tom was going to be away at his amateur golf tournament. Still, her mom wasn’t going to be willing to watch her four and five-year old forever. She banged on the door one more time and then tried the knob. It turned easily and the door swung open. Val sighed and stepped inside. “I swear, Trini, one of these times somebody’s going to walk in and attack you.”

		

		She looked around the nicely appointed living room and dining room. Not seeing her friend, she walked into the kitchen, calling her name. “Trini, damn it, let’s go, my mom’s going to go crazy if she has to hold onto the kids longer than I said. Trini!”

		

		She put her stuff down on the table and opened the fridge, grabbing a soda from the shelf. If her friend was going to make her wait, she might as well get comfortable. After a few sips, though, her impatience got the best of her and she set the can down on the table and tried yelling again. “I swear to God, Trini, if you don’t get your ass out here right now, I’m going to tell Carter about you’re little slip on the night we went to Jessie’s bridal shower.”

		

		The word shower stuck in her head and she nodded. Of course, her friend was most likely in the bathroom taking one of her marathon showers. When they had had the bathroom remodeled, Trini had bragged endlessly about the various shower heads and attachments that they had had custom installed. Val had smiled and shook her head. Whatever floated your boat, but she would have spent the money on a trip to the Bahamas.

		

		Walking down the long hallway, she passed two guestrooms and a large, beautiful guest bathroom. She also saw a den, a library and a sewing room that was really just Trini’s private room. She had never touched a sewing machine in her life. She probably wouldn’t even know where to stick the thread, Val thought with a laugh. She had known her friend since they were young girls in the same lower class neighborhood, but Trini had always acted like a princess and was convinced she would meet her prince someday. Damn if she hadn’t been right. Carter had made it big in the programming world and, as a member of the technology royalty, he had swept his princess off her feet the moment they had seen each other at a mutual friend’s party.

		

		Val finally reached the master bedroom and groaned. Was she jealous? She hadn’t thought so, but the remodeled bedroom was massive, with rich wood flooring and large rugs scattered here and there. The bed was a large post behemoth with enough pillows to cushion a falling elephant. Val hadn’t done poorly in life by any stretch of the imagination but, dear God; she wasn’t even in the same ballpark as her childhood friend.

		

		Of course, her friend didn’t have kids and that right there was a dramatic distinction in Val’s book. The amount of money it took to raise kids, it would have bought her cruise tickets to the Bahamas three times over. Val stopped her train of thought when she heard the water running in the bathroom and then heard her friend’s voice crying out.

		

		As she moved towards the bathroom, she called her friend’s name, trying to warn her of her presence. “Hey, Trini, hurry up and finish, I need to get shopping.” There was no answer and she moved through the doorway and caught her breath. The bathroom truly was magnificent, a marble and tile Roman spa affair in tones of crème and rich, warm golden overtones, but what was the amazing centerpiece to it all was the large glass-enclosed shower that was in the middle of the room. It was like a glass case in a museum meant to preserve some precious rare artifact. For now, it held something beautiful that was living and breathing and Val was instantly struck by the scene before her.

		

		Trini was standing in the state-of-the-art shower, running her soapy hands seductively over her toned body as jets of water caressed her from the floor and the ceiling. It was like watching a nymph play in a forest spring, as she moved in the water, her deep golden hair plastered down her softly curving back in glittering waves. Val watched as Trini tilted her head back and ran her hands along her arched neck to her full round breasts, squeezing and caressing them and running her fingers in light circles around her darker areolas. Soft moans were escaping her and Val didn’t hear them so much as see them flow from her friend’s rounded full lips.

		

		A strange heat began to build in Val and, as she watched her friend’s hands begin to move lower, her own hands began to rub along her sides, pulling her skirt up her legs, sliding the fabric against her skin. Val had only seen Trini naked once and that had been when they were kids, after enjoying the sprinklers on a hot summer day. She had always known her friend was beautiful, but she had never guessed just how exotically beautiful. The water cascading over her mahogany skin made every luscious curve stand out, and her dyed hair made the contrast even more astounding. She was such a picture of ethereal beauty that Val couldn’t begin to associate this women with the one that could drive her crazy with her strange idiosyncrasies.

		

		Val stood watching as Trini’s hands moved further down, over the curve of her taut belly and then along her thighs. Without being conscious of it, Val’s own hands were following the same path on her own body, rubbing over her thighs with the same slow movements. Then, Trini’s hands slipped between her legs and she lifted one leg onto a crystal clear seat, opening to view the deep pink folds within. Val’s eyes were glued to her friend as her own hands slipped underneath her skirt and began to stroke her own pussy through the slim fabric.

		

		Trini’s hands rubbed and then the fingers of one hand slipped inside and she began to thrust them in and out, hanging her head and letting her gold hair shroud her face. Val’s fingers moved her panties aside and slipped into her soft folds as well and, as she began to thrust in rhythm to her friend, her breath hitched and she moaned loudly, its echo carrying through the tiled room.

		

		Suddenly, Trini’s hands stopped and her head came up, her soft brown eyes searching through the steamed glass. Val hastily pulled her hands away from her own sweet center and pushed her skirt down, trying to look like she had just wandered in. Trini’s eyes found her friend and she smiled. She yelled something through the glass, but it wasn’t clear.

		

		Val nodded as if she understood and began to move towards the door. “Uh, okay, just hurry.”

		

		Trini shook her head and pushed against the door of the shower, a door so seamlessly a part of the entire circular glass wall that it had been completely undetectable until then. Suddenly, the sound of softly splashing water was louder. Trini leaned out. “Hold on, Val, you should come on in. It’s as good as it looks.”

		

		Val’s head filled with images of her friend’s hands running along her body and she shook her head, an embarrassed flush rising on her bronze cheeks. “I’m fine, just let’s get going, okay.”

		

		Trini smiled and stepped out of the shower, unconcerned and confident in her nakedness. “Come on, Val, it’s very relaxing.”

		

		Trini’s voice purred into her ear and, as her friend reached her side, Val felt her refusal weakening. Trini put her hands on Val’s shoulders, letting their wetness seep into Val’s blouse. She leaned forward and gave her friend a tender kiss on the cheek. “Come join me.”

		

		Val didn’t say no again, but she didn’t make a move forward either. She stood frozen with Trini’s hands on her. Trini didn’t seem to mind, she simply began to undress her friend. Her hands moved softly, brushing Val’s skin and making her shiver. Then, when Val stood naked before her, Trini took her hand and pulled her to the shower.

		

		As the warm jets of water hit her body, Val cried out involuntarily. Trini moved up behind her and pressed her naked skin against her own and began running her hands over Val’s front, sliding softly over her breasts and her belly and then, just as her fingertips touched the top of her mound, reversing direction and coming back to her breasts again, cupping them in her palms and lightly squeezing them.

		

		Val shook in Trini’s grasp and moaned as she felt her fingers roll her hardening nipples. She had never been with a woman, though she knew that Trini had been fairly adventurous sexually and had most likely had an earlier experience. Her breathing became ragged as Trini’s hands ran lower again. This time, though, they didn’t stop, but moved between Val’s long legs and rubbed lightly over her bare pussy until, with one finger, she parted the soft lips and pushed into her.

		

		Val gasped and brought her hands up to hold onto her friend’s other arm, wrapped around her, just underneath her breasts. More fingers slipped inside and began thrusting more frantically, and Val’s legs began to shake as those fingers found her sweetest spot and stroked it until, with a loud cry, Val’s body tensed and pressed back against her friend as her pussy clenched and she came hard.

		

		As the spasms began to subside, Trini let her go and turned her to face her. Kissing her gently, letting her tongue softly pass over Val’s lips, she moved away and sat down on the seat that wrapped around half of the shower. Propping one pale-bottomed foot on the edge of the seat, she let her fingers run over her open pinkness. Smiling at Val, she waited.

		

		Slowly, dreamily, Val moved towards her friend and then knelt down in front of her. Again, she felt unsure and hesitated, but Trini’s hand delicately pressed her forward and then her mouth was on her friend’s pussy, and she was feeling her own begin to spasm again.

		

		Trini’s voice came to her softly over the sound of the spattering water around her. “Lick me, sweetie. Taste me.”

		

		Val let her tongue push slowly into her friend and she felt Trini stiffen as she moaned low in her throat, sounding like a purring cat. “Oh yes, that’s it, honey, that’s so sweet.” Her breathy voice murmured and dropped in rhythm to the water.

		

		Val began to move her tongue more aggressively, making Trini shiver on the seat, but before she could reach her fingers into her friend’s quivering pussy, Trini pushed her back and sat forward. Then, reaching for one of the mobile showerheads, she took it from its hook and sat back down with it. Propping her foot up again, she pressed the shower attachment on, selecting a setting that shot a thin steady stream of water and ran it over her pussy before focusing the powerful jet on her clit. Looking up, she beckoned Val forward, handing her the attachment and then grabbing for her other hand, using it to rub her open folds before taking her friend’s fingers and pushing them deep inside her.

		

		With only a few moments of thrusting fingers and angling the stream of water over her sensitive clit, Val watched Trini’s stomach muscles bunch and her hands grip the seat as her ass raised off it and she yelled and groaned, an orgasm ripping through her.

		

		Dropping the showerhead to the floor, Val leaned forward and held her friend close as her body rippled with the power of her orgasm. They kissed and felt their bare skin being hit by water from above and below.

		

		Finally, they broke apart and stood up. Trini turned the water off and then stepped out of the shower to grab two towels and two terry cloth robes from the large linen closet in the back. Val stepped out and allowed her friend to wrap her in the large towel. Together, silently, they dried off and put on the robes. On their way out of the bathroom, they gathered Val’s fallen clothing and then made their way into the bedroom.

		

		While they were dressing, Val commented on Trini’s habitual lateness. “I don’t think we’re going to get much shopping done today.”

		

		Trini shrugged, her shoulders still bare in the halter dress she had chosen. It’s bright whiteness was in perfect contrast to her smooth burnished skin. “Time isn’t always best spent as we planned it, but as we let it unfold freely about us.”

		

		Val gave her a look. “Who said that?”

		

		“Well, someone I admire very much.”

		

		“Oh yeah. They must have had a lot of time on their hands to write such crazy stuff.”

		

		Trini nodded and smiled, turning to her dresser and opening a small top drawer. She pulled a folded piece of notebook paper from inside and turned to hand it to her friend, Val. Val looked down at the folded paper and felt a strange sense of déjà vu. She and Trini had been famous note passers in school, earning detention quite a few times for their written conversations. When she had unfolded the paper, she saw the childhood writing of her friend, but she also saw her own familiar script. Halfway down the page, she found the words Trini had just quoted to her, ringed around in bright pink ink.

		

		Trini came up behind her and hugged her close. “You were always my inspiration to live as if time has no meaning.”

		

		Val smiled and turned around to face her friend, looking into her familiar brown eyes. “I forgot all about it.”

		

		“But it’s never too late to start remembering.”

		

		Val nodded and gave her friend a kiss. Then, leaning forward, she whispered. “I’m feeling awfully dirty, how about a nice shower?”

		

	