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		Part One

		

		Perhaps at times I'm a little hot headed, but I sure as heck wasn't going to lose my virginity to that jack-off. Not that it was something I was hanging on to, just something I'd never really felt the need to give away. No one had ever really turned me on enough.

		It wasn't that I'd never thought of sex, or ever touched myself, I just never found a man who I actually liked the thought of fucking me. I hadn't really given it a lot of thought, I had my vibrator for dealing with my urges, and until such time as I found the right guy, it served my needs just fine thanks.

		But having stomped off, I actually had no idea where I was. Getting a taxi where I live is virtually impossible, I remember queueing for hours outside nightclubs in the pouring rain, getting one walking down a narrow lane in the middle of nowhere was almost impossible.

		I wasn't really afraid until I realized there was a car following me, slowly approaching. I considered running, but my stockinged feet were already sore, and in the short skirt I had worn I wouldn't have been able to go very fast anyway. The car drew level, the window wound down.

		"How much, love?"

		I stopped and turned to face the driver.

		"Blowjob, let me cum in your mouth, I'll pay extra - ain't seen you here before. How much?"

		"Fuck OFF!" I replied, disgusted.

		"Come on lass, I'll wear a rubber then and cum on your tits, but don't go charging me the same"

		"Just. . . FUCK OFF!"

		This time I did run. I hadn't occurred to me where I was, and I wasn't exactly dressed to give them other ideas. I don't enjoy looking like a piece of meat, but I was wearing a rather revealing top, and I suppose I couldn't blame him for getting the wrong idea. Didn't make me feel any less dirty though.

		When I got to the end of the lane, the fear was really beginning to kick in. I looked up and down the slightly busier street and saw plenty of street walkers and curb crawlers. Shit, shit, shit. How in the hell did I get myself into this mess.

		Let me start from the beginning...

		All throughout my career I've had to fight tooth and nail to get anywhere; putting up with patronizing lecturers during my undergrad years, convincing ugly balding old professors to give me a Ph.D. research post then struggling through years of dealing with both to finally get a lecturing post. Not that I'm complaining mind, not really. They say these things build character, and I suppose they have done. But I had thought finally getting a lectureship, working under a fellow female professor, I might be able to concentrate on my job for once. Fat chance.

		Professor Pamela E. Erdman is without a doubt the worst boss I'd ever had, and that includes working with some pretty seedy individuals in nightclubs during my undergraduate days. Technically, since I'm now a full member of the University staff, I'm not answerable to anyone short of the principle and the University itself, but of course it doesn't really work like that. I was given the unenviable task of teaching the 1st year course, and Lord High Pamela of Stuck-up is the head of first and second year Science undergrad teaching.

		Perhaps I should have pointed out earlier I'm a Computer Engineer, an area not traditionally over filled with women. I'm cursed, in a way, with being attractive with it. I know I should be happy, plenty of my friends get really annoyed with me, mock or otherwise. . . , when I complain about being attractive, but it can be a serious handicap when you're trying to be taken seriously, especially by men. Nobody ever really though I was any good at any work, they tended to assume I was rather dumb eye-candy that had taken an engineering course to get a man with a good job. At least I'm not blonde. . . I've had a couple of boyfriends, but they never really lasted long. I'm sick and tired of being patronized by guys who couldn't see beyond my figure and looks. I'm not going out with you to get help with the mathematics and I certainly will not do THAT just to get your inferior assessment answers that are probably not even half as good as the ones I did two weeks ago when it was handed out!

		Sorry, I'm flitting back and forth between my current life and my history, I hope you're not getting too confused! I know who I am at the moment is based on who I have been and the things that have shaped my life. Perhaps I should give you a little more of my life story.

		My name is Dr Natalie Graham, I'm 29 years old and I was born and raised in Atlanta. I had a happy enough up-bringing, was considered a bit of freak because I enjoyed school - very very silly to admit in the rougher Conservative voting Republican areas of Atlanta - and generally kept myself to myself. My parents, God Bless them, were never rich, but brought me up without ever really needing anything. There were plenty of things I wanted I never got, either because they were too expensive, or deemed not-for-girls, but I suppose I never really needed them anyway.

		It was always assumed that like my elder sister and my parents before, I would go to College. However, it was assumed I would study something a little more lady-like that Computer Science. Nobody objected, but it was talked about in hushed tones, like the embarrassing Great-Grandmother who was "self-employed" during her youth.

		Nobody at my college or work ever really took me seriously, and although at the time I didn't think it bothered me, I guess it must have done, otherwise I wouldn't be making such a big deal of it now. I think what annoys me the most is that even by the time I was in my final year they still didn't think I was serious.

		I had been in the top 5% of my class, every year, and yet still I was treated as the dumb girl only along for the ride. Anyway, that's something I should put behind me, but it's given me this drive to always prove myself, to show that just because I'm an attractive woman I'm not stupid.

		Once I'd finished my degree, I managed to find a intern post, studying for my doctorate. The only reason I got it was because the professor was convinced that if he had three years to try, he was bound to get in my pants at least once. I don't drink, so his plans at every research group meal or party always failed, and in the end I finished on time, and the filthy old bloke had to accept it was never going to happen.

		A few years of bouncing around post-doctorate jobs and I finally got an interview for a lectureship at a mediocre university. I knew it was working with Professor Erdman, I'd read a lot of her papers, and spoken to her once or twice at conferences. Although she'd never impressed me as a person, her work was extremely impressively, few in the business could boast as high a success rate within her field.

		Fortunately, it was slap bang in my area too, and when the interview arrived I was perfectly prepared. I had invested in a new suit; I say invested because although I'm usually very careful with money (you have to be surviving on post-doc wages) I'd spent most of my months wages on it. It's difficult to hide my chest, but I was happy with the job it did. Basically, I wanted to make myself as asexual as possible, so it would be my work and skills that the interviewers would concentrate on.

		The panel consisted of Professors Erdman, Mason and Street, the three heads of school in effect. Mason and Street were fine, they seemed nice enough men. Street's nearing retirement and you could tell in his manner that ultimately he doesn't really care anymore - but in a happy go-lucky way.

		Mason runs the whole engineering school and is 100% motivated by research. Everyone within a university has to do research, there are no purely lecturing posts, and because many academics never visit the real world, where people have real jobs and real lives, they think the entire universe runs on academic research, and primarily doing better and harder research that your fellow universities. So in other words, he wanted to know how good I was at publishing papers. Fortunately, I had a wealth of completed projects, and he was suitably impressed.

		Pamela Erdman, however, was a bitch. Because our fields overlap, she knew all the tiny flaws and problems with my work. They weren't special to me, if you take any results and keep asking "Why?" sooner or later the answer will become "I don't know".

		I model real world situations in a laboratory, and assumptions have to be made, pardon me for not being able to fit an entire canal into my lab! Her questions were so picky, worse than any post-presentation ones, that I really believed I must have failed her standards completely. I'm not one given to crying, but it was pretty hard to drive home that evening and for the first time in 8 years I was sorely tempted to reach for the wine bottle.

		It was a pleasant, but scary surprise, to be phoned the next day by a cheerful professor Mason to tell me I had secured the job, pending one year probation. To be honest, I was so delighted I didn't really question the probation period, and I still haven't, but I don't know if all new members have the same condition. Considering it was Professor Erdman that was going to write my final report, perhaps I should have checked it earlier.

		It was a nightmare of a year. I was thrown straight into the deep end both with research and teaching. Pamela gave me a completely new course to teach, five hours a week plus organizing tutorials, laboratory workshops and assessments. Then, on top of that, she passed me a new research project with a very limited grant that needed results by the end of the year.

		Now, I suppose a bit like my friends you're thinking five hours a week sounds pretty simple. But it's not, because I had to prepare five hours of lectures, which means at least ten hours of prep, plus the tutorials and laboratory work, which easily brings me up to a full week. Then the additional research, a project that really should have taken 18 months to two years, meant I was doing 70 to 80 hour weeks.

		Things came to a head about halfway through the year when despite my best efforts to the contrary, I was forced to take a day off with a severe cold. I'd tried desperately hard to keep going, but in the end I simply couldn't get out of bed. By the next day I was able to come into work, but only just, and within five minutes of getting into my pokey little office, Pamela was knocking at the door.

		"Come in"

		"Ah, Dr Graham, made it into work today I see?"

		

	
		Part Two

		

		The tone of her voice was nothing short of insulting, but I tried to ignore it, and not let her know how frustrated I was with her.

		"Yes. . . "

		"Good. I don't appreciate last minute absences."

		Perhaps my deep calming breath would have been more effective if I hadn't had to open my mouth like a fish to do it. . .

		"The only reason I didn't let the school know in advance was because I hoped I could recover sufficiently well overnight. Unfortunately, I did not."

		"Well, it's simply not good enough. See it doesn't happen again, you let a lot of people down."

		I don't think even a ten minute calming breath would have been enough this time. I was tired, ill, sore and felt I'd been worked like a bloody slave for six months. Finding energy I didn't really know that I had, I leapt to my feet and my weakened control snapped.

		"Now look here you stupid bitch!" I screamed, "I work damn hard and if you work me so hard I get ill then it's not my bloody fault that I have to take some time off! If you weren't such an uppity cow that never. . ."

		The slap rocked me back on my heels; for a small woman, she's got some force. I was dazed for a second or two, and my cheek stung so badly it was bright red. I could feel the blow had upset my nose too, and I took a second to dab my face with a tissue before turning to see her again.

		The slap hadn't really calmed me down and I was all ready to begin screaming again but I stopped dead in my tracks. Her eyes were wide open and staring, extremely shiny, the black pupils looked tiny surrounded by the light blue iris, pinpoint aimed at me. Her usually tied back blonde hair had come loose and lay around her shoulders, slightly curled, with a lot more definition than I ever expected, and her mouth was turned down in a slightly twisted frown behind clenched lips.

		Despite myself, I had to admit she could have been a far more beautiful woman than she let herself be. And with the amazing speed that thoughts can come in these times, I felt a certain empathy with her, is this what I would become in ten years? Still young, still attractive, but forced to hide it for professionalism' sake?

		Before I stood any chance of getting even soppier, she snapped back at me, turned and stormed past the crowd gathered at the door.

		I was actually forced to ask someone else what she'd said, I'd been too shocked to hear. Her threat was to show me what real hard work was like. . .

		Chapter 2

		To say I was slightly embarrassed would be an understatement, I was mortified. I think it was from this incident I earned the nickname she-dragon, probably from my act of verbal fire breathing. It didn't take long for the story to circulate the whole school, then the whole college.

		"Do you have a death wish?"

		Eric was one of the nicer staff members. Married, two kids, rather shy and unassuming he was probably the closest friend I had at work. I think he was the only guy who hadn't even tried to make a move on me, and I was good friends with his wife. On the whole, I liked him, and he would have been the only man in the school with the faintest chance if he had made move, if he weren't married that is.

		"Only for my career. . .She just. . . Ohhhhh, she drives mad"

		"You're not the only one, but I didn't tell you that!"

		"I knew she wasn't exactly Miss Popular; do you think she was ever nice to anyone?"

		Eric paused for a second or two, obviously thinking through his reply carefully.

		"She used to be a lot nicer, before her husband left. That'll be about four years ago now."

		I'd never even knew she'd been married. Somehow I never associated her as the marrying kind. Eric continued

		"Actually, it made your little conflict seem like a pleasant chat"

		I replied with a quizzical look.

		"He dumped her here, well, in her office. They were shouting the odds at each other, which wasn't all that unusual, but it just got louder and louder and although we knew it was really mean, we couldn't help listening. He was saying some pretty cutting stuff, and she was giving as good as got.

		In the end, he stormed out, cleared his desk, (he was a lecturer here too, they got married and she got promoted past him. . .)" Eric winced. "Anyway, he was gone. Just vanished"

		When I was young, I was convinced my teachers lived at school. When I saw them shopping or, heaven forbid, at the cinema!, I was shocked. Funnily enough, twenty years on but none the wiser, I never really thought of "Cruel" Professor Erdman having a life outside work. There's something voyeuristic in all of us. . .

		"What were they saying to each other that was so bad?!"

		I wasn't really able to keep the eagerness and slight nastiness out of my voice.

		"I shouldn't say, I suppose it's personal. Forget I said it. Just accept she's had a hard time too."

		Eric gulped the last of his coffee, made a poor excuse about having to dash off for a class (at 1:30pm) and left me pondering in my chair. If I'm the product of my past, then so was she. Didn't make her any easier to work with, or any nicer a person, but maybe it explained a lot. I had just about convinced myself I should draw up the courage to apologise when a folder thumbed down on the table in front of me.

		"Grading" Erdman snapped.

		I turned up to look at her, hair back harshly tied up again, eye's perfectly dry. Before I could protest, she's turned tail and left. I picked up the folder and thumbed through. First year assignments, I'd forgotten to collect them in. Cursing myself, I carried the folder back to my office to try to get some of it done before the afternoon laboratory session.

		I couldn't really shake thinking about what Eric had said. Despite knowing I shouldn't, I tried to think of all the people not quite so nice as Eric who would spill the beans completely on what had happened. I was suddenly very keen on finding out what had turned an already rather uptight lady into a real monster.

		Nobody was really obvious, but gradually I picked the brains, little by little, of most of the staff members. Turns out most of their arguments had been about sex and money (even with what little I knew about relationships, this didn't surprise me, well, maybe the sex part concerning Pamela!).

		It was rather juicy, and I felt guilty "researching" it. Antonio, her Italian husband, had been having an affair with one the cleaners. I think Pamela was as much upset about the fact it had been a cleaner as the fact he was cheating on her. He had claimed it was all her fault since she hadn't slept with him for three years. . . not since the "incident".

		I found a few views on what the "incident" had been, ranging from an abortion to an orgy. Either way, it seemed to have affected them both. And he claimed that she was wasting money on her addiction.

		Again, her "addiction" wasn't really certain, but rumors included from gambling, drink or drugs. Seemed like our Pamela had an interesting life after all. . .

		Perhaps I would have left it there, content to know a little but not really all that curious, if I hadn't been caught out in a serious jam two weeks later. Relationships between Professor Erdman and I had continued on a virtually grunting level but continued none-the-less.

		The fact she even spoke to me in person at all was considered by the rest of the staff to be a sign of grudging respect, the previous occupant of my post had left after six and half months of silent treatment just for criticizing a comment in an academic paper.

		Anyway, I had got on with my life, managed to find some spare time and organized a Friday night date. He wasn't anything special, but he was cute enough. I say "I" organized the date, but actually it was my sister.

		Her sibling senses had kicked in and decided I needed something to cheer me up and told me I was going to go out with her friend from church whether I wanted to or not. Nice church lad, how bad can he be? Well, pretty rotten it turned out. He was the elder brother of Clara's (my sister) friend and she didn't know him at all it turned out.

		We'd gone to the theatre, which I enjoyed but he had to fight to stay awake in, then he took me out for a meal. He admitted he'd been told to take me to a play and given the choice would rather have gone to the football - did I like football?

		At the end of the dinner, which was pleasant enough if a little dull, he asked me "Your place or mine?".

		"You go to your place, and I'll go to mine." I said, and he wasn't particularly impressed.

		Why do men think taking you out entitles them to get their leg over? Foolishly I agreed to him giving me a lift home, only he didn't take me home, or at least, not to my home.

		Having clobbered him round the head, twice, I marched away from his grotty house down his equally grotty street, my heels (slightly stained with his grotty blood) in my hands.

		Perhaps at times I'm a little hot headed, but I sure as heck wasn't going to lose my virginity to that tosser. Not that it was something I was hanging on to, just something I'd never really felt the need to give away. No one had ever really turned me on enough.

		It wasn't that I'd never thought of sex, or ever touched myself, I just never found a man who I actually liked the thought of fucking me. I hadn't really given it a lot of thought, I had my vibrator for dealing with my urges, and until such time as I found the right guy, it served my needs just fine thanks.

		But having stomped off, I actually had no idea where I was. Getting a taxi where I live is virtually impossible, I remember queueing for hours outside nightclubs in the pouring rain, getting one walking down a narrow lane in the middle of nowhere was almost impossible.

		No chance of getting a taxi here and I had no idea even which way to head home. It sounds stupid, but I'd only been there a year, and it wasn't a part of town I exactly knew well. I was just about plucking up the courage to ask one of the girls the quickest way back to the city center when I spotted a car I recognized.

		I was so delighted; it didn't really register as surprising. It was stationary and as I approached I tried desperately to remember who it belonged to, even though I knew I knew the number plate.

		Damn it, it was Pamela's. Funnily enough, my first thought was "Can I face the embarrassment of admitting my problem to Pamela" rather than "What's Pamela doing here?".

		I stopped to think for a second, could I really face Pamela? The decision was taken for me, I wouldn't have to, but I'd be left with a far larger dilemma.

		

	
		Part Three

		

		One of the girls walked up to the car, a large green BMW, and got in the passenger side. Through the dim light of the streetlamp I could just make out two figures kissing before the car drove off. I watched as it rounded the corner at the end of the street and went out of sight.

		"Never mind, maybe next time", the hand landed softly on my shoulder.

		"What?" I spun round, shocked again that evening.

		"She'll get to you eventually, likes to try to new girls out, if you're up for that sort of thing?" She winked.

		If you looked up prostitute in the dictionary, it would NEVER have had a picture of this girl, she looked young--18 or 19. Medium-height, shapely in a pair of tight jeans with strategically placed rips, white t-shirt, dark sunglasses riding onto of a baseball cap hiding her hair and its color, she looked harmless. I could use some help, I mused. I don't really need to say anything more than that. I couldn't really engage my mouth to reply.

		"And I'd recommend that you are up for it." Her face became serious again, "Aren't many as nice as Jane, and she pays well too."

		I've sat countless exams, a Ph.D. viva and plenty of grant assessments and never, ever, has my brain whirled like it did then. Maybe I wasn't completely over the cold, maybe the running and the bad weather had got to me, maybe even the strength of the perfume coming off the figure talking to me, but for the one and only time in my life, I fainted.

		***

		I came round on a couch in a small but tidy flat. As my senses returned I looked around, trying to get my bearings. The walls were covered in posters of naked women. I'd never seen so much pornography. It took me another couple of seconds to realise I wasn't clothed myself anymore.

		. . Horror. Sheer Horror. I was lying under a blanket, which at least protected my modesty, and I jumped up, wrapping the blanket around me. Looking around further, I couldn't see my clothes, but there was a small kitchenette and a corridor with down to a front door with some rooms off it. As I walked towards the main door, still unsure what I was going to do and absolutely terrified about what might have happened to me, I heard noises from one of the rooms.

		Common sense would have told me to leave well alone, but if there was anyone else here, I wanted to talk to them. I swung the door open. . .

		Despite the dim red lighting I immediately recognized the woman I'd been with when I fainted. She was lying on a huge double bed, completely naked, legs apart, while another fully clothed lady lay at the bottom of the sheets, her head covering my view between the prostitutes legs.

		"Ah. . . be with you in a second sweetheart, nearly. . . oh yes, lick it bitch! Faster!. . .done" she said, stroking the hair of the girl performing oral sex on her. A complete spasm of shock reaction, I dropped the blanket. It fell to the floor, and I stood completely nude in the doorway, eyes wide open, mouth agape.

		The head was now grasped and pulled tightly into her twat while her pelvis thrusted up and down into it. I could see her eyes roving up and down my body, and despite the awareness that was returning to me, I made no attempt to cover myself up. In fact, as her cries got louder and her movement more intense, I could feel the arousal growing in my body; my vagina lubricating itself, my nipples hardening.

		What the fuck was I doing? Part of my brain was demanding I cover myself up this instant, but another, quieter but more powerful voice, kept staring at the naked form before me, the lovely curved breasts and smooth legs. Almost, but not entirely, subconsciously my hand slipped down between my legs and my fingers began to toy with my moist cunt.

		"Oh YES!" mingled with my quiet moans. . .

		She sat almost bolt upright, squeezed the head between her thighs, cupped her breasts in her hands and screamed as she came. I wasn't anywhere near that close myself, but just hearing her made my body shake with pleasure.

		"You. . . little. . .whore. . ." she said, "You. . . drive. . . mama. . .insane. . . ". She was looking at me the whole time she said it, slowly licking her lips between words.

		As suddenly as I'd entered the trance like state, I left it. I was aware of my nakedness and grabbed the blanket and ran back through to the couch, where I sat, completely lost as to what to do. It wasn't long before I was joined by the still naked prostitute, counting a fistful of notes as she walked towards me.

		"Wow girl!", she smiled, "I owe you one!"

		"Where are my clothes?" I asked.

		"Oh, they're drying. I washed them after you fainted, you fell in the mud, bashed your head, so I thought I better call it a night, take you home and make sure you were okay"

		"Thanks. . ."

		Although I kinda felt it was a strange thing to say. . . I was going to add that I felt a bit offended her undressing me, but after my show in the bedroom it seemed a bit stupid. . .

		"You're new aren't you?"

		"Well, I'm not really. . . I got caught in the . . ."

		"Say no more, say no more!. I know the story. Don't want to do it, need the money, yackity smakity."

		I didn't think it was wise to correct her, I really wanted to get home and try to take in everything that had happened to me.

		"You could make a good living here, that's a fine body."

		I was quite flattered, if a little self-consciously disgusted, I had masturbated in front of another woman.

		"It was undressing you made me go out and pick up another client!"

		I didn't respond to that. . . but she must have read my blank expression.

		"Yeah. Eve ain't going to take advantage of a helpless friend, but damn it, it made me so hot undressing you, revealing your tits and pussy and legs, I had to get some more action."

		She started unloading the tumble dryer. "And you showing yourself to me back then, wow, really made it for me. Between you and me, she was lacking a bit in the oral department!"

		"I have to go. . . "

		It was about all I could manage to say.

		"So soon? I was hoping to repay you." Eve winked again, "I'm much better in the oral department. . " her eyebrows raised.

		Oh my God! She wanted to lick my pussy! I was still moist, and despite everything my nipples were still hard. All my thoughts from playing with my vibrator returned in a flash, the pleasure, the excitement, the thought of being given all that. Her large, full breast swayed slightly as she walked towards me, carrying my clothes in her arms.

		"Come on honey, I want to" She smiled.

		Dropping my clothes on the floor, she pulled back the blanket, revealing my nakedness. Her hand slid down my torso, and I didn't try to stop it, and between my legs. . . Her head lowered, mouth slightly open, closing in towards my lips. . . My heart started pounding. . . . .

		Chapter 3

		She was naked like me. Her hair was a thick, curly honey blonde, glorious atop a beautiful face flushed from the heat of her bath. She licked her rose-colored lips when she saw me.

		"Natalie , you are beautiful. I would love to have sex with you. You don't have to do anything. I will give you all the pleasure you can imagine."

		I nodded. She slowly walked to me, pulled the robe from my shoulders and let it drift to the floor. She stood back and hers followed. Her body was "lush." Orange-sized breasts with reddish-pink nipples, small waistline, wisps of blonde curls on a mostly shaved pussy with thick, full lips. God, looking at her made me hot.

		Eve walked back to me, took my face in both hands, and fucked my mouth with her tongue. Her hands traveled to my butt, then up and down my back as she still ravished my mouth.

		I got wetter than wet when she reached between us to capture my pussy. I moaned loudly as her hand made contact and began to rub. Before I could cum on her hand, she removed it and pushed me on the bed. Eve did not take my pussy gently.

		Did she perceive my need to be taken hard and quickly before I could change my mind? She yanked my legs apart, dropped to her knees and drove her tongue into me. I came right away.

		I felt enormous amounts of juice flow from me. But she was there to lap it up on that magnificent tongue of hers. She tasted, sucked, licked, fucked and held my hips down as I came and came.

		When she eased away, she left me spread-eagled, sideways on the bed, pussy wide open. Did she say something about later tonight? God, I hope so.

		***

		Around midnight, Eve came back. She gently pulled at my covers and crawled into bed with me. Then she was on top of me, kissing me as before: devouring my mouth. I ran my hands through the golden curls, pulling her deeper in. At long last, she released my mouth, but did not stop her delicious assault of my body.

		My neck and shoulders were next. Then each of my breasts was taken into her mouth, the nipples teased and sucked to perfection. Her expert tongue traveled down my torso to my navel where it swirled wetly. I knew she would make contact with my pussy next. I could hardly wait.

		But she bypassed it and went down to my feet. Each toe was taken into her mouth and sucked; the soles of my feet licked. She made a wet trail up to my left calf, then my right. Her explorations continued until she arrived at my wet pussy.

		Now, I thought, now! But no. Eve aligned her body with mine and lowered her thick wet pussy on to my wetter one. The mere sensation of touching this part of me to her nearly drove me mad.

		Eve, Eve, Eve was all I could think as we rotated our hips, melding ourselves together. After long, long moments, Eve whispered for me to cum with her. She slipped her tongue in my mouth again and I lost all sanity.

		Eve removed herself, spread my legs and began sucking my pussy. As she did so, she slowly began to insert her thumb into my anus. When I gently protested, she began licking my clit. As I enjoyed that sensation, she worked her thumb up to the hilt. I circled my hips as I enjoyed her moving thumb and warm tongue.

		As I was about to cum, she stopped both actions and told me to get some rest. I laid there, still wanting her, thinking about what I had let a her do to me and was pleased with myself. I soon fell asleep.

		***

		Three-thirty a.m., Eve came back to my bed. She now sported a 7-inch strap-on dick. " I think you need this, Natalie ," she said, rubbing it.

		Was it possible for a girl to be so beautiful with a dick? Yes, it was! I was still wet from our last encounter when she drove it into me. This girl fucked me with an enthusiasm found only in the young. She lasted much, much, much longer than my husband's five minutes and satisfied me totally.

		When she pulled out of me, she asked me to grab some pillows and get on my hands and knees at the end of the bed. I did so. She spread my ass cheeks, entered my pussy from behind and fucked me until I came again. She pulled out and was seemingly unmoving for a while.

		She rubbed a cool, mentholated substance at my asshole and aimed her same coated dick at the mark.

		"Take it easy, Natalie ," she said. I want to get it all in. You need to experience this."

		I gritted my teeth as she pushed her way in. She let it rest in me motionless for a minute or two. The feeling of fullness and heat from the dick and the contrasting coolness of the menthol were almost as exquisite as when Eve began to pump me again.

		I didn't think I could cum without something in or on my pussy. But I was wrong. How could anything so forbidden feel so damn good? Eve drove it in and out of me and I all I could do was rest my head on the pillows and screw my ass as tears of joy spilled from my eyes.

		***

		I knocked on Eve's bedroom door the next morning to announce a I'd made breakfast. When she didn't answer, I opened it and peered in. She was just coming out of her bath, shaking out her hair. I stood there mesmerized by this gorgeous young creature who just hours ago had given me the ultimate pleasure. My eyes dropped to her pussy.

		"Would you like to taste me, Natalie ?"

		"Yes." I managed to get the word past my lips.

		She smiled and assumed a position at the end of a chaise lounge. I lowered myself to the floor, grabbed the tops of her hips and lit into her like a starved woman. Her wetness tasted of musk and cherries, the feel of her pussy velvet to my tongue. I tried to remember the things she had done to me, but mostly I was on my own doing what came naturally.

		I, simply for lack of better words, "ate" Eve's pussy. My mouth brought her release as she pulled my head closer to her center. My pleasure was complete when I removed my wet face from her.

		When she went back into the bathroom, I quickly went into my room and grabbed my purse. I removed five 100 dollar bills and one of my cards.

		On back I wrote, "For your working wardrobe. You'd also look beautiful in dark red." I clipped the items together and slipped them into the bottom of her bag. And caught the cab, Eve had called for me, to get back home.

		

	
		Part Four

		

		I got home about half an hour later. What I considered my rational mind had kicked in and taken control as I lay naked on the couch at the prostitutes house, and I'd jumped at the chance when Eve's fingers had started to caress my wet sex.

		I do remember her telling me "Any time you want to come back. . . " as I left.

		I'd never, ever, had sex with another woman before. Even just seeing that woman, lying, pleasing Eve like that. On the outside, I felt disgusted, and I was telling myself I was disgusted, but my body was remaining so aroused. I was so distracted I almost let the taxi drive on without me. . .

		As my door swung shut behind me, I threw my keys into the dish on the side table, sending my work keys flying out the other side onto the floor. I was undressed before I reached the bathroom and started the taps running immediately. I didn't bother with any of my range of expensive bath salts (one of my vices) and just left the purity of the water unchallenged.

		Rather than climb straight in, I found myself walking back towards my bedroom. My flat doesn't have many windows, and what windows I do have are covered with net curtains, so I don't really think much to wandering around in the nude - I live by myself.

		Something made me open the bottom drawer of my dressing table and reach to the back. I ignored the cold feeling, plastic tube and felt for the harder, more textured, object.

		Every part of my "higher brain" was fighting against the instinct, but my inner brain was over-riding it, and having found what I was looking for I carried it with me back to the bathroom.

		The bath was almost full now, and I turned the taps off. I'd forgotten to turn the fan on, and the room was filled with steam, the mirror completely blinded. I dropped my vibrator at the side of the tub and slowly climbed in, enjoying the feeling of near weightlessness it brings. I closed my eyes and let my body relax completely.

		. . What a day. . .

		I use baths regularly to try to clear my mind, I sometimes have two or three a day, and usually I try to treat it as a kind of meditation. Lie back, feel the warmth on my skin, the delicate aromas I pick and use so carefully, and allow the soft relaxation to clear my mind.

		I have a wonderful huge two person bath I can lie flat in, arms at my sides, legs extended - my friends call it my swimming pool. I tried all my methods I knew to let my mind clear, but images and thoughts kept flying back and forth; walking into her bedroom, touching myself as she watched, Pamela kissing in the car, the feeling of Eve's hand running down across my stomach. . . and that made me think I really ought to get my bikini line done.

		. . But why? I didn't wear bikini's and it's not like anyone else would be seeing it. . . snap out of it Natalie. You had a close shave (ahem) but it was only that.

		Right, what else could I think about? It seems ludicrous, but one of hobbies is Origami, and I've rooms filled with cranes, whales, goldfish, you name it. I often do "virtual paper folding" in my head when I try to clear my mind.

		I'm sure you're laughing at me now, but I was lying in my bath making virtual goldfish. I'm not quite sure at what point I stopped imagining I was folding crisp orange fin-textured paper and started imagining the tongue teasing it's way around my pussy. My legs were stretched wide apart, up on the sides of the bath lifting my pelvis out of the water.

		With my left hand I was gently stroking and massaging my chest while my other hand was lightly masturbating. My eyes opened with a jolt and I stopped. I lay still for a second or two, my arms pulled back onto my thighs.

		I had been really enjoying that fantasy, far more than any other I could remember having. How could that be so? I wasn't gay? At least. . . I didn't really think I was. . . It had just be because I aroused by, well, by something.

		If I'd been in the gym again I'd have been fantasizing about the muscled trainer instead (but then it was never as pleasurable as that had been when I thought of him. . . ).

		I leant over the side of the bath and picked up the vibrator, I wanted a hard cock inside me, not another woman toying with me - I was straight. Kidding myself that somehow what I was doing proved I hadn't really been fantasizing about making love with the prostitute, I lifted my legs again, leaned back and started to slide the toy inside me.

		For whatever reasons, I've always struggled with dildos. Perhaps that's why I'd never let a man sleep with me, my vagina is simply too tight. The first toy I'd bought, about 11 years ago whilst completely off my face, had been a huge thick 9 inch affair and I can almost still remember the pain to this day.

		Once I'd sobered up, I'd felt so ashamed and thrown it out. I'd only bought it because I couldn't help hearing all the other students boasting about the fantastic sex they'd had and felt it was the closest I was going to get.

		It wasn't long before I'd bought a slim silver bullet, again whilst drunk. I didn't throw it out when I sobered up this time, just hid it. It had taken a while for me to get used to even something as small as that.

		Primarily, the problem was I wasn't really a sexual being. Perhaps I wasn't really turned on enough, the only times I really felt sexual was when I was drunk, and which meant for most the last eight years I had never really let myself go completely. I couldn't shake this feeling that ultimately it was wrong.

		But sometimes I just desperately needed something, and I discovered KY Jelly, and that helped to no end (I highly recommend it!), but I still wouldn't say I used my new vibrator, a realistic 7 inches, all that often, and never without lubricant.

		I had pushed about 3 inches into my still damp twat before it occurred to me that there was no pain at all, just the feeling of being stretched and aroused. Tentatively I bent my fingers more, slowly deepening the penetration.

		. . It had never made me respond like this before, and I only had to stop when I had taken the full length - something not achieved before, even with KY. And not only that but done with sexual excitement. Now I took the next stage and slowly turned the pink dial. My eyes rolled in their sockets and a moan escaped my lips. Bliss. . .

		My fingers returned to their massage of my clitoris, slowly circling and flicking from side to side while I ran my left hand ran lightly over my whole body, fingertips only stimulating the nerve endings, tingling. I paused only to turn the vibration up as far as it would go. . . . Mmmmmmm

		I lay my head back on the bath and fucked myself, hard. I reminded myself, Eve gave me the best sex of my life, at 29 years old - what I'd been missing all my life! Oh yes. . .

		My right middle and pointer fingers were beginning to cramp, but there was no way I was stopping. I'm naturally right handed, but I simply swapped. My right fingers had even been sliding inside me past the vibrator and were damp with my own juices.

		At first I rubbed them over my heaving chest, feeling my heart pounding even with such a little touch, and the coldness of evaporation caused by my quick breathing. Slowly the fingers worked up my neck, caressing and teasing until eventually they touched my lips. The smell of my own dampness reached me, and it only served to fuel the excitement.

		Until then, I hadn't really been thinking about anything in particular, just enjoying the liberated pleasure I was rewarding myself with. However, as soon as my tongue tasted the first drop, my eyes closed, and I was lost in fantasy again. Only it wasn't the gym trainer who filled my mind, it was Pamela.

		Chapter 4

		I started fantasizing again. Now, I was Eve, lying naked on the bed, legs apart and Pamela was crouched, fully clothed, performing the most mind blowing oral sex on me. Her tongue ran expertly around my clitoris, exciting here, stimulating there while I moaned softly.

		She was submissive to me, Professor Erdman was eating my pussy, she was serving me instead of me serving her for once. In the manner of dreams and fantasies, she became naked.

		Eyes closed, I imagined the scene as if watching from outside my body, Pamela's blonde hair falling down the sides of her head, then swept back quickly so I could get a clear view of her performing cunnilingus on me.

		She was so eager, enjoying it so much, nearly as much as me. There was nothing she wanted more than to taste me. Her breasts hung amazingly, obviously firm and full, so kissable, touchable, strokable. Flat stomach, and oh so smooth legs. . . her rear end pointing slightly up into the air.

		"Eat me bitch!"

		I slapped her, and she worked even harder. . . mmmmm. . . oh yes. . . .hmmmmm, my fingers were working so fast, I swapped back to my right hand, but the pain was just totally gone now, completely blanked out. Oh. . . . I was definitely right handed. . .

		But we weren't alone in my fantasy now. Eve had appeared, standing astride my head, my eyes staring straight up into her cunt.

		"Seems like you're getting taken care of lass"

		She began lowering herself towards me.

		"But Eve still wants more, of your hot flesh. Please your Auntie Eve"

		As I licked and sucked myself from my left fingers I was actually cleaning Eve's sex, running my tongue between her wet folds and making her moan with delight as Pamela was to me.

		Hmmmmmm. . . . fuck yes. . . it was incredible. I continued for goodness knows how long, changing hands when I'd cleaned all the taste off one. Until, almost against my will, I felt the building sensations I'd never properly had before.

		. . Pamela licked faster, my little sex slave pleasing her Master and in turn Eve made me eat more of her, darting my tongue in and out of her vagina, pulling my head into her and she squeezed my head between her thighs. The moans became screams. . .

		"Oh Yes. . . Oh. . . come on!. . . OHHH. . . . HMMMM!!!. . . "

		Pamela was licking so hard, building the sensations, building the pleasure. Eve was forcing me faster and faster, making me try harder and harder.

		"Fuck me bitch, lick my pussy slave!"

		My whole body was tensing, like I was sitting on the edge of cliff, just about to fall off.

		"Oh.. . . YES!. . . Now!!!!. . . .FUCK MEEEEE!"

		Fireworks!

		Explosions!

		My body spasmed like it was being electrocuted! The muscles in my vagina squeezed down on the vibrator, just making the sensation stronger. And again, more explosions, more waves of bliss, ecstasy. . . my body spasming, splashing water all over the floor.

		Wave after wave, spasm after spasm, Pamela, Eve and me all cumming at once - each pleasing each other more and more. Nothing, ever, had felt like this.

		Oh. . . . I relaxed and lay back again, Pamela working slower now, her tongue running around my whole pelvic area, my thighs and breasts, then higher. Our tongues met and we kissed, exploring her mouth as I reached up and slid two fingers inside her moist pussy. She probed my cunt too, teasing the still pulsing muscles.

		Then withdrawing and. . . vanishing. . .

		I opened my eyes, and reality flooded back. Oh shit! What had I been thinking about? I just imagined my boss fucking me with her mouth! Not only that, it had made me cum! While I'd been eating a whore's pussy! Was I really that perverted? Did this stuff turn me on?

		I stood up and let the water drain from the bath, turning the shower on and reaching for the shower gel. I spent about ten minutes washing myself, redoing the same parts of my body time and time again, but I couldn't clear the memory of what I had been thinking about. The vibrator lay soaked and ruined at my feet.

		Would a real woman licking me make me orgasm? Stop it Jen! Think about something else. But Eve had offered.

		. . Stop that!

		Anytime.

		. . I could go back now, in half an hour I could be experiencing it, AGAIN.

		Right, get a grip on yourself girl I thought to myself. I toweled dry and wrapped it round my hair. Halfway along the corridor the doorbell rang. I froze. Was it Pamela? Or Eve found out where I'd live?

		Can't be.

		. . I walked up to the door, set the chain and tentatively opened it.

		"Hi Natalie"

		It was the old biddy from downstairs.

		"Hi"

		I had only my head poked round the gap in the door, she had absolutely no idea she was talking to me while I was completely naked.

		"Heard a few screams and banging, wondered if everything was okay?"

		Being nosey more like?

		Thought I might have got myself "A nice man to settle down with" I was "not getting any younger after all" and she'd been "married 10 years with 5 kids" when she was my age.

		"Just working out Darlene", I lied, "They recommend a bit of shouting to keep you going through the pain barrier"

		No doubting she was disappointed as she turned and left. I just shut the door and got ready for bed. All night long I dreamt of Pamela, Eve and I making love, and when I woke up my pajama bottoms were soaked through at the crotch. . .

		END
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