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Chapter 1

Steven was getting impatient. The second horn honk was longer and somehow seemed louder than the first. I threw the last of my belongings into my bag and glanced once more around the dorm room. As I headed for the door, I noticed my hairbrush on the dresser. I snatched it up and dumped it into my bag. Hustling down the stairwell of the three-story housing unit, I heard the horn honk yet again. I reached the bottom floor and dashed outside into the early morning heat. Southern Alabama was already flirting with ninety degree temperatures and about a thousand percent humidity…and it was only late May.

The air conditioning in Steven’s truck was on full blast as I climbed into the cab, quickly drying the light sheen of perspiration attempting to root on my forehead. I was slightly regretful that I had chosen the tight short-shorts earlier that morning; my bare legs almost immediately stuck to the leather seat.

Steven had agreed to drive me home to Birmingham that morning, and then he would continue on to his hometown in Gadsden. He had arrived just after 9 a.m. and I was supposed to be ready. I wasn’t, and now it was nearing ten and he was afraid that he’d miss his afternoon tee-time with his father and uncle.

He put the truck in gear and accelerated faster than necessary, squealing tires and kicking up some loose asphalt from the neglected parking lot. Staring straight ahead with his jaw set, he drove to Interstate 65 where we continued in silence and headed north. About ten minutes later, he turned to me and shook his head.

“What the fuck, Jodi. I’m gonna miss the golf outing. I told you to be ready on time. How difficult is that?” he snarled.

I had met Steven early in the fall semester of my freshman year at a frat party. We had ended up in bed the next weekend and had been hooking up at least a few times a week since then. I considered him my boyfriend, I guess, but I wondered sometimes if that feeling was reciprocated. It had bothered me at first, but as the summer loomed and we were both heading home, I had begun to develop some apathy about our eight-month courtship. The sex was pretty good at first, but it had dulled over the past few months, and something had always felt strange about sex with Steven. He had been only my second lover. I dated a boy in high school during my junior and senior years, but we had broken it off when we went to college. I guess that was common enough.

“I’m really sorry, Steven. I just wasn’t very organized this morning. Please forgive me,” I said, sounding poutier than I had intended.

Steven resumed staring straight ahead. He didn’t react at all when I touched his leg and gave him a contrite look, so I removed my hand. Cruising at just over ninety miles per hour, I didn’t want him distracted. I considered bringing up our summer plans. We had dodged any real conversation about how much time we would spend together during the summer, but I figured the timing was bad under the circumstances. I decided, instead, to keep my mouth shut and hope that he would cool off by the time we reached Birmingham.

We didn’t speak the remainder of the ride, and when he pulled into my driveway, he jumped out and retrieved my belongings from the bed of his truck. He helped me carry them into the empty house—both my parents were working—without saying a word. I considered throwing him an apology fuck or at least a parting blow job, since we had the house to ourselves.

I stood in front of him and gave him a seductive smile. I ran a long fingernail down his chest and stopped at the top of his shorts. I was a little stunned and more than a little hurt when he pushed my hand away.

“Look, Jodi,” he started. “I think we need some time apart this summer…think things through.”

“Wha…what? Steven, are you breaking up with me?” I asked.

He looked away and then down at his shoes. He exhaled and shrugged. “I don’t know, Jodi. Let’s just chill for a bit.”

This was shocking news. I hadn’t expected this. Having never been dumped before, I was startled and speechless. Steven walked to the door, looked briefly back at me, and then exited the house. I was standing in the same spot, motionless, when I heard his truck start and back down the driveway. And then, I sat down on the sofa and cried like a baby.


Chapter 2

By the time my parents arrived home, I had pulled myself together enough to display my normal, sanguine disposition. We dined at a nice restaurant that was nearby our home, and I kept up my part with cheerful banter; I even remarked on Steven a few times without breaking into tears or revealing to my mom and dad what had occurred just hours earlier.

By morning, I had resolved to push the breakup with Steven out of my mind. I showered and applied a little light makeup, and as I moved into my bedroom, I caught a glimpse of my naked body in the full-length mirror. I stopped and moved backward, returning to examine myself from all angles. I had always liked my body. I’m a little on the short side, about five-foot-three. Getting my complexion from my dad’s Greek heritage, my smooth skin tans easily. My silky, black hair hangs just past my shoulders, and my arms are just slightly bulky from the years of gymnastics I practiced in my youth. I always liked the muscle tone and contour of my arms, so I flexed my biceps in the mirror and giggled at myself for doing so.

A slender waist gave way to curvy hips. Turning to the side, I admired how my round butt jutted prominently and met with thick, muscular legs. Turning again to face the mirror, I looked at my breasts. They were only average-sized, but firm and taut, dark areoles giving way to perky nipples. Unlike many girls my age, I preferred to keep most of my pubic hair, but I kept my dark bush trimmed and manicured, shaped into a perfect triangle above my genitalia. Water from the recent shower beaded and glistened just above cinnamon-brown vaginal lips. Steven would be sorry for what he was casting aside.

I dressed in a cute, short-cut skirt, a V-neck tank top that showed some cleavage, and then stepped into a recently purchased pair of red pumps. I admired myself again in the mirror, and headed out into the mid-morning sunshine. I decided to start right away on summer-job hunting, figuring that staying busy would keep my mind off my recent troubles. I drove to a trendy outdoor shopping plaza on the east side of town and found a central parking spot. The beautifully landscaped shopping area hosted cafés, restaurants, high-end clothing stores, and a smattering of jewelry and specialty shops. I meandered along the walk, and stopped in front of a store with a sign reading Summer Positions Available - Inquire Within. The day was beginning to warm toward the upper eighties, and I was happy enough to pop into the store where the cool air kissed my entire body, causing my nipples to stiffen. A soft bell announced my presence as I stepped into Laci’s Lingerie. The lighting, soft music, and sexy displays beckoned me farther into the boutique. I initially saw no one in the store, but then suddenly I heard the clack of high heels from the back. A tall, glamorous woman—perhaps thirty–stepped from behind a display rack and greeted me. She was thin and elegant, with expensive-looking jewelry. Her wavy, long blonde hair cascaded around a lovely face and down her shoulders. I couldn’t help but notice her breasts right away, as they bulged from her low-cut, cream-colored dress. They were huge and perfectly shaped, but I couldn’t determine if they were the product of excellent genes or a high-priced surgeon. They were directly at my eye level, and I had to force myself to look up. The woman smiled warmly, displaying perfect white teeth.

“Welcome to Laci’s Lingerie,” she cooed in a sultry southern accent. “What can I show you today?”

I had to restrain a response telling her that she had already shown me plenty. Instead, I said, “I saw your sign in the window. I’m interested in applying for the summer position.”

“Are you home from college for the summer?” she asked.

“Oh, yes ma’am. I’m available until mid-August. About three months.”

“I’m Lydia,” she said, and held out a hand with long slender fingers and beautifully manicured nails.

“I’m Jodi,” I said.

“Well, Jodi,” she began. “Let’s step in the office and get an application for you to fill out. When are you available to start?”

“I can start today, ma’am, or whenever you say.”

She smiled and emitted a slight chuckle. I wondered if she was amused by me calling her ma’am, but I was insistent on being formal until she suggested otherwise.

I completed a one-page form and used my creative writing skills to explain why I would be perfect for the job. Lydia read over the application and seemed impressed. I was hired on the spot.

“Congratulations!” she said, and offered me her hand again. We shook and smiled at each other. “Call me Lydia,” she added.

“Okay, Lydia,” I said. “You won’t be disappointed!”

She purred that low, throaty chuckle again, and said, “Oh, I’m sure I won’t, Jodi.”

She gave me a long look up and down. I felt a little uncomfortable when she did this, especially when she ran her tongue over her upper lip. But I was so excited to have the position, that I dismissed her gaze.

“Let me show you around, Jodi.”

I followed her through the store. I paid close attention to the orientation, but I couldn’t help notice how her shapely bottom swayed in her elegant dress as she moved. I had seldom been stirred by a woman before, but this lady was smoking-hot and she exuded a sexuality I had never noticed in a woman until now.

Lydia provided a tutorial of the register at the checkout counter, and showed me how to handle both cash and credit card purchases. When she leaned in close, her perfume mixed with her natural aroma was intoxicating. I felt myself flushing, and a flash of heat rushed over me. I may have teetered on my feet a bit as a wave of vertigo swept through me.

“Are you okay?” she asked, but I could tell she was hiding a mischievous grin behind a countenance of concern. I began to think this woman was flirting with me, and to my surprise, I was succumbing to her seduction.

I stepped away. “Perhaps I could use a drink of water,” I said.

“Of course, Jodi,” she replied.

Lydia moved through the store into the back where a lounge and office space was located. She returned with a glass of ice water, a lemon wedge bobbing on the surface.

“We offer water to our guests,” she explained. “Sometimes cookies, too.”

“Thanks,” I said, and gulped greedily as the cold water steadied me.

Lydia leaned against a display and gave me a look of concern.

“Okay now?” she asked. She had turned into the concerned big sister, and it allowed me to relax again.

“Sure…uh, I’m really sorry about that,” I said.

The bell dinged and we both turned to see two women walk through the door.

“Customers!” Lydia chirped enthusiastically. “You can get some on-the-job training.”

I spent the late morning and early afternoon trailing Lydia and watching her finesse the steady stream of customers into purchasing lacy thongs, bras, pajamas, and some lotions and fragrances. I ran the cash register while she measured women in the fitting rooms for more discreet purchases. We alternated between greeting customers and directing them around the store. We worked for several hours without a break, until about 3 p.m., the parade of customers tapering to almost nothing.

“We’re busiest from ten until about half-past-two,” she offered. “So we usually take a lunch break around three.”

“I learned a lot watching you work your magic, Lydia. Wow!” I exclaimed.

I took a breath and continued. “You are a great salesperson. I think you could convince anybody to buy anything. You have…I don’t know…something special about you,” I finished sincerely.

She smiled and thanked me for saying so. “Let’s take a break. I have some light snacks in the back if you want. After we eat, I’ll show you how to take measurements.”

Lydia posted a sign on the door explaining that we were closed for lunch for forty-five minutes. We split a Granny Smith Apple and polished off some water in the lounge. It took no longer than ten minutes to eat, so we had over a half-hour before we opened again.

“Would you like to learn the measurement process?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said.

“Measuring the bust is most common, so we’ll start there.”

She pulled a measuring tape from the coffee table in front of the sofa where we had been lounging. She handed me the tape and stood in front of me. I was once again face-to-face with her monstrous tits, and I suddenly felt very apprehensive about what I was doing. She instructed me to check the band size first by measuring under her breasts. With trembling hands, I leaned in and wrapped the tape around her. My nose nearly rested in her cleavage, and I swear she pushed forward the slightest bit so that her right breast brushed my cheek. I felt hot and dizzy again instantly. I wasn’t sure what was happening to me, but it felt like I wasn’t me anymore…like an out-of-body experience. My breathing labored and my mouth ran dry.

“Good,” she said. “Now measure across the middle of my breasts.”

I did as she told me. I tried to remain calm and act professionally. I didn’t know if this was some kind of test or not, but I suspected that it went beyond a test. This charade was directed at me personally.

I measured her carefully, making every attempt not to allow my hands to actually brush her ample bosom. Lydia was an impressive 34DD. I gasped and once again she let out that low throaty chuckle that sounded sexy as hell.

“You’re huge,” I said. “Are they…real?”

“Yes, Jodi. They are real, and they are spectacular! Don’t you think?”

She threw her head back and laughed and her boobs looked even more impressive when she did.

“Uh…um, yes. They, uh…uh, are very nice,” I said, understating what I really meant as I stuttered my way through a reply.

“Grab a form off that credenza,” she instructed, pointing across the room.

I gratefully turned my back on her, exhaled softly, and strolled across the room. I rifled through the papers and located the bra forms. I started back toward Lydia, looking down and shuffling through the forms as I went. When I looked up, Lydia was standing where I’d left her, but now her dress was pulled down to her waist, and her breasts were bared.

My voice caught in my throat as I stared incredulously at Lydia.

She only shrugged. “Some women will do this, Jodi. You need to be prepared. Now come on over here and re-measure me.”

I felt like a robot as I followed her instructions.

I moved in as I had done before and wrapped the tape around her lovely body. But this time when I came face-to-face with her tits, she reached a hand around me and pushed the back of my head until my nose was directly between her breasts.

“I know you want to kiss them,” she purred.

I was paralyzed. The truth was I didn’t want to move. Her skin was soft and warm and fragrant. I felt her nails softly caressing me through my hair as she held me in place.

“Kiss them, Jodi,” she breathed.

I released hot breath and she moaned. I pulled back slightly and kissed one large areola. I sucked her erect nipple into my mouth and Lydia moaned more audibly. I brought my hands up and caressed her massive mounds. Lydia was absolutely correct: they were real—and spectacular. I ran my tongue over her nipple in big circles. I had never touched another woman’s breast before, let alone kiss one. The new experience was wonderful and I never wanted to stop kissing and licking Lydia’s huge tits. It seemed the most natural thing in the world to be doing. I sampled her other boob, the nipple stiffening with my wet caress.

Lydia bent at the knees and pulled my face to hers. She planted her lips on mine and gave me a long, wet, delicious kiss. I felt my own knees go wobbly. She led me to the sofa and pulled me down. We continued kissing. She slid her warm tongue into my mouth, exploring. Then her hands were everywhere. She deftly managed to strip me of my top before I even knew what was happening. In a flash, my own breasts were exposed. Lydia pushed me back on the sofa and began returning the pleasure. Her mouth and tongue were incredible. I was in ecstasy as she licked my erect nipples. She gently clinched me in her teeth and tugged lightly. I moaned. Suddenly I was warm and slick between my legs. I lay back and surrendered. I was willing to let this woman do anything to me.

Somehow she stripped my skirt off and pulled out of her own dress simultaneously. We both were left only in our shoes. She moved back on top of me and kissed my lips again. Her lithe body moving over mine was all I could take. She moved down, kissing my neck and chest. She licked my navel while her hands found my hips.

“You have a beautiful body, Jodi,” she whispered. “I want to kiss every inch of you.”

I could only moan. I was quaking in ecstasy and I longed for her touch. She found the top of my pubic hair and buried her nose in my bush. She inhaled, taking in my scent. She slowly slid downward and breathed heavily on my clit, which was now throbbing with anticipation. She avoided it initially and licked my labia instead. I shuddered and yelped.

“Oh fuck, Lydia, please, please,” I begged.

She accommodated me. The first flick of her tongue on my clitoris sent waves of pleasure through my body. I pressed into her and her mouth devoured my sex. She alternated between licking my clit and running her long tongue inside of me. I was aching in pleasure. The sensation built and I felt the wetness increase in my loins. I began to buck and thrust against her, my powerful thighs squeezing her head between my legs. My orgasm was the most intense I had ever experienced. Wave after wave of pleasure soared through my drenched pussy. I was shaking and yelping, thrusting and moaning, until finally I could take no more.

Lydia stood abruptly, her chin glistening with my juice. She guided my head onto the pillow that was propped against the arm of the sofa. She stepped back and examined me, giving me a chance to admire her entire body. She looked like a model or a classy stripper. Long, smooth legs widened perfectly at the hips. She was completely hairless. It appeared to have been professionally manicured too. I could see the moisture on her pink lips. She had a remarkably pretty vagina, matching the rest of her beautiful body.

“My turn,” she said.

She moved around the arm of the sofa and straddled my face. As she lowered her honey pot onto my mouth, I caught her aroma. It filled me with desire and I wanted nothing more than to be immersed in this gorgeous pussy. She was slick and her taste was wonderful. I ran my tongue over her, finally teasing her engorged clit. She screamed.

“Oh my God!” she wailed. She grabbed my hair roughly, but I didn’t mind.

“Fuck me with your tongue, you bitch,” she shouted.

I ran my tongue inside of her, alternating between her clit, her wet lips, and the depths of her pretty pussy. Then I concentrated solely on the center of her pleasure. I ran a finger inside her asshole and she wailed.

“Yes, yes, oh fuck, do it.”

I pushed gently but firmly on the bundle of nerves between her ass and pussy as I licked her twat. She began gyrating on my face. I could feel her wetness on my cheeks. She moaned and thrashed as I continued administering to her with my tongue until she began screaming so loudly, I thought passersby might possibly hear her.

“Yes, Jodi, oh fuck. I’m gonna cum, baby. YES! YES! YES!”

Then she began panting and grinding her flesh into my face.

“I’m cumming! I’m cumming! Oh fuck, I’m cumming!” she screamed.

She thrashed for what seemed like minutes, and then the motion gradually slowed. She stood and exhaled. Then she joined me on the sofa where we shared a long and wonderful kiss. We had just finished dressing and fixing our hair when we heard an impatient customer banging on the glass storefront. It was time to return to work.


Chapter 3

I arrived home after 6 p.m. that evening and found myself in utter disbelief. What the hell had just happened? I couldn’t stop thinking about Lydia, her beautiful body, and big tits. I wanted nothing more than a repeat performance of what had occurred just hours ago.

After our encounter, the store had gotten busy again. Following my—ahem—tutorial in measuring bra sizes, Lydia and I were able to switch off between the cash register and the fitting rooms. We spoke little over the next few hours, but she flashed a few seductive smiles my way during the afternoon that only served to increase my yearning for her. It made it difficult to concentrate on my work, but I managed to push through and have a productive and successful first day.

I stripped off my clothing; my panties were a soggy mess. The excitement and adrenaline from the day had me more than a little twitchy, so I dressed in some gym clothes and headed to the basement to workout. I put on one of those intense, sixty-minute videos that normally wear me out. The sweat from the high-octane training had me relatively subdued, but I decided to follow it with one of those butt-building workouts. When I finished, I visited with my folks for a bit—explaining how I’d snagged a job on my first day home—before retiring to my room to clean up. The workout had helped, but I was still energized by the events of the day.

I showered and then groomed myself carefully, trimming in all the important places. I re-did my nail polish in a deep, slutty red, and listened to some music while my nails dried. I stripped and slipped into bed just before ten, but I didn’t think sleep would come right away. I thought back on the events of the day. No one had ever made me feel as sexy and desired as Lydia had during our afternoon tryst. I replayed my first lesbian sexual experience as I lay in the dark. Lydia’s touch, her scent, and her gorgeous body had been beyond exhilarating. I wished I were with her now, cuddling, caressing, and fucking her. I felt the familiar moisture build between my legs. I reached down and touched myself—gently at first—running my middle finger over my clit and teasing the sensitive nub. My breathing deepened as I began to quicken the pace of my strokes. Feeling the warm dampness in my vagina increase, I ran my finger inside as the petals of my now pulsating pussy yielded to the intrusion. I was wet with desire and heard myself let out a long, low moan. I used my thumb on my clit, exploring farther into my dripping slit as I felt the beginnings of the first wave of orgasm overtake me. I thought of Lydia, pretending she was wedged between my legs, licking and biting my sensitive parts. The thought of her increased my desire even more, and I began bucking and thrusting to meet her imaginary licks and nibbles. I felt another wave of intense pleasure, and then another followed on top of that one. By now, my pussy was soaked and I could hear the wet sounds of my fingers working fiercely inside of my throbbing cunt. The pleasure reached yet another crescendo and I could barely restrain myself from screaming. I imagined myself cumming all over Lydia’s pretty face, and I recalled how my juices glistened on her cheeks after her time between my legs earlier that day.

I soon gathered myself and subsequently began to calm and feel the exhaustion from a spirited day of forbidden sex wash over me. I rolled over onto my side and drifted off to sleep, dreaming of burying my face in Lydia’s pussy again and hoping tomorrow would bestow upon me my wishes.

----------

I slept soundly, awakening to music on my iPhone the following morning just before eight. I was due in at 9:30, so I hopped from the bed and took a long, warm shower. I used a scented soap and lathered my entire body twice, sudsing my pubic area carefully. I threw on my robe, and hastened to the kitchen to eat. I chomped on a banana, ate a small portion of cereal, and washed it down with some cranberry juice. Back upstairs, I brushed and flossed, cleaning my mouth carefully and gargling twice for good measure. I applied a small amount of eyeliner and lipstick; I have the good fortune of a Greek complexion, and I rarely feel the need to wear much makeup. I slipped into a sundress that stopped just above the knee, the soft material brushing my ample buttocks as I wore only the skimpiest of thongs underneath. I blew my hair dry, brushed it, and then looked myself over in the full-length mirror. I was quite pleased at my reflection, so I exited my bedroom and bounced cheerily down the stairs and out of the house.

I entered Laci’s Lingerie for my second day five minutes early. I didn’t spot Lydia right away, so I moved to the back of the shop and found her sipping a cup of herbal tea while thumbing through a fashion magazine. She was dressed in linen shorts and a low-cut blouse. I admired her long, shapely legs as she sat on the sofa where we had made love the previous day. She wore a big, emerald ring on her right hand and a woman’s Rolex on her left wrist. Hoop earrings dangled from her lovely ears, and her big tits practically filled the room.

“Hi,” I croaked, suddenly dry-mouthed and at a loss for words.

Lydia gave her little chuckle and eyed me.

“That’s a cute dress,” she said. “You look great in it.”

I think I blushed. I couldn’t believe the effect this woman was having on me, but she seemed to enjoy seeing me squirm.

She gave me the same seductive smile as the day before, but then her demeanor changed abruptly as she got down to business.

“Fridays are busy—girls getting ready for a raucous weekend, wanting to look hot for their mates. I hope you’re properly rested.”

“I am, Lydia,” I said, finding my normal voice again. “Where shall I start?”

“You can start at the register and I’ll troll the store and fitting rooms for the first hour. Then we’ll switch. During quiet spells, you’ll need to check the displays and reorganize and straighten them when necessary.”

Before she could say another word, the bell at the front of the store chimed, and in walked a middle-aged woman and a plump girl about twenty-five. The older woman browsed while Lydia helped the young woman in the fitting room. About thirty minutes later, I rang them up, completing our first sale of the day. A steady parade of customers followed until about 1 p.m. and then it slowed for a bit.

Now that I had a break in the action, I began to fantasize about another escapade with my boss in the lounge. I wondered what was going through her mind too. But as I was moving her direction to broach the topic, a man and his wife entered the store. Following their departure, we had an intermittent flow until about half-past-two, and then it quieted again.

Lydia turned the sign on the storefront, but didn’t lock the door. She moved to the lounge and I began to follow. But she quickly emerged with her purse in one hand and a set of keys in the other.

“I have to meet with someone during lunch, Jodi. There are a number of places to eat along the plaza. Why don’t you take a break and return around 3:30?”

I just stared for a moment. I was disappointed and I hate to admit that I was a little hurt. I was aching for her touch and hoped she had felt the same.

“Uh…okay,” I stammered.

Lydia whisked past me like a woman on a mission, and moved to the door. She held it open until I exited the building, and then she locked it behind me.

“See you in a bit,” she said, and sashayed off toward a white Lexus a few spaces from the storefront.

I stood there fuming. I was horny and ready for round two, but had been dismissed like a second thought.

I drifted along the plaza and without realizing where I was going, ended up in a little deli. I ordered some soup that came with a little chunk of French bread and a scrawny apple. I nibbled at my lunch and washed it down with some water. I wasn’t very hungry, but I knew I should try to eat a little. The wave of emotions I’d felt over the past forty-eight hours had vacillated from great peaks to depressing valleys. The feeling of rejection I’d felt when Lydia had scurried off during our break when I was expecting grander things, accounted for my glum mood. I tried telling myself that maybe she had an important meeting, or an appointment that had been made which couldn’t be cancelled. But I kept wondering where she had gone and with whom she had met.

I laughed out loud at myself, and a woman with two small children looked at me warily. I’d had sex one time with Lydia, and now I felt like I had a flag in her ass. Who was I kidding? I knew Lydia could tell I was upset, and now I was ashamed and embarrassed about it. I glanced at my phone and saw I needed to be back in fifteen minutes. Despite my desire, suddenly I wasn’t looking forward to facing Lydia. I briefly entertained the idea of not going back at all. I felt stupid and awkward and possibly used. Had this been a one-time fling for her? Was seducing a young woman some sort of game to her? While my lust for Lydia remained, I also felt a sting of resentment toward her.

I gathered my trash and tossed it into the receptacle on my way out the door. Sitting in the cool sandwich shop had chilled me a bit, so I walked slowly back to the boutique in the late-spring heat. The door was unlocked when I returned, so I knew Lydia was inside.

She greeted me as I made my way into the store.

“Hi, Jodi,” she said. “How was lunch?”

I glared at her. Finally I shrugged and said, “It was fine, Lydia. How was yours?”

“I haven’t had a chance to eat yet. I’m going to have a snack in the back before we get busy. Take care of the shop for me, okay?” she asked sweetly.

I grunted an affirmative reply and walked to the lounge to secure my purse and phone. Passing Lydia as I walked back into the store, I frowned and gave her the cold shoulder. I am almost sure I detected a low chuckle after I passed her, and I felt like a total imbecile for the way I was acting. I wanted her to suffer the way I had, but it wasn’t working and that angered me even more.

We got busy in the late afternoon, and I made numerous sales, including a very large one that cleared nearly seventy-five dollars in commission. And while I was pleased about that, I wasn’t happy about leaving the shop sexually unfulfilled. The reality of my workday had played out much differently than my fantasies of the previous night.

As quitting time approached, I became apprehensive about how my evening was going to conclude. I could endure another rigorous workout in my parents’ basement, but I wasn’t sure it would alleviate the anxiety I was feeling about my situation.

Just as I was putting the final touches on straightening the displays and running a broom over the floor, the chime sounded and a woman walked through the door. Moving confidently through the boutique, she passed me and headed toward Lydia. My boss was closing out the register, and looked up as the woman approached her. Lydia smiled and her greeting suggested that the two women knew one another. Then they both turned and looked at me, smiling and speaking in voices too low for me to make out. Abruptly, the pair moved into the lounge together, causing a lump in my throat and my heart to race.

I eagerly wanted to know what these two women were doing back there, but was hesitant to intrude. I finished my chores just before six o’clock. I dawdled a bit, trying to figure out my next move, when Lydia sprung from the back and made a beeline for the door. She locked it, dimmed the lights in the front, and turned the sign on the door.

“Join us in the lounge, Jodi,” she said. “I have someone for you to meet.”

Without a word, I followed Lydia into the back, watching her ass move in her snug linen shorts—her long, shapely legs mesmerizing me with every step.

I admit I was curious about the woman in the back. Was she a lover of Lydia’s? Jealousy began to fuel a fire in my stomach. Was I about to endure another humiliation?

The woman sat at a long table beyond the sofa where a laptop was open and some sort of spreadsheet covered the screen. She was facing me, and looked up as I entered.

“Jodi,” Lydia said. “This is Laci, the owner of Laci’s Lingerie.”

This was not what I expected. I took a long look at the lady. She was a medium-toned, attractive black woman, smartly dressed and elegantly poised. Shiny, black hair assembled around a face slightly chiseled with experience, but nonetheless quite striking. Sharp features and smooth skin made her face glow in the lighting of the back room. She was dressed in fashionable gray shorts and a white blouse. A gorgeous strand of pearls hung between shapely breasts not nearly as large as Lydia’s, but a fair stretch larger than mine. I pegged her to be in her late-thirties to early-forties.

“Good evening, ma’am,” I said. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“Ladies, won’t you join me? I have a few things to go over with you.”

“Of course, Laci,” Lydia responded. Lydia gave me a look saying, “Don’t disappoint the boss–take a seat, girl!”

I moved to the table as Lydia rolled two extra chairs over. Laci slid to the right of the computer as Lydia went left.

“Sit between us, Jodi,” Laci instructed. “We want to give you a tutorial on some basic accounting and data entry. You’ll need to be able to do this from time to time. We have a bookkeeper starting next week, but she will need some help with the overload.”

I wedged in between the two women and glanced at the computer screen. Laci spent the next fifteen minutes explaining the skills she wanted me to acquire. She had a soft, cultured voice—slightly accented, like maybe she’d spent some time in the United Kingdom. I found myself hypnotized by her tone. She almost purred when she spoke. Lydia piped in a few times to expound on a few of Laci’s explanations, Lydia’s sweet southern accent quite the contrast to Laci’s cadence. I felt like I was in a trance, and I hardly noticed at first, when Laci placed a warm, smooth hand on my thigh.

She continued to speak and used her other hand to wave at the computer screen when she felt I needed to focus on a particular item. By the time she moved her hand up my thigh, inches away from my pubic area, I had lost all focus indeed. My juices began to flow and my breathing became labored. When Laci lightly ran her hand over the front of my skimpy thong, I gasped.

“Aaahhh…moist,” Laci breathed. I closed my eyes and leaned back in the chair. I spread my legs, allowing her easier access to her burgeoning interest.

“Jodi,” Lydia spoke softly.

I opened my eyes and looked to my left. I had forgotten all about Lydia for the moment, but that all changed in an instant. She had totally disrobed without me noticing, and was sitting at the edge of the table, her hairless slit oozing with her own juices.

Now Laci’s hand had slipped inside my panties—her long fingers toying with my labia. I moaned, and then damn near screamed when she found my clit.

“Lick her pussy,” Laci breathed in my ear. “I want to watch you.”

She removed her hand from my aching vagina, and guided me out of the chair. Lydia slid backward slightly from the edge of the table and spread her legs. She grabbed the back of my head and pushed my face into her pussy. Meanwhile, Laci was removing my sundress. Once she’d pulled me out of it, she slid my thong slowly down my thick, muscular thighs.

“My, my, Jodi!” Laci exclaimed. “What a big, beautiful, round ass you have.”

She gave me a not so gentle smack on my rump that stung with pleasure before inserting two fingers into my throbbing twat. Groaning in ecstasy, I could feel my own wetness building as her fingers sloshed around my dripping pussy.

“Eat her, Jodi,” Laci hissed. “Suck her pussy.”

I did as instructed, but felt a void when Laci removed her fingers from my depths. I heard her moving through the room as I continued licking Lydia, who was now moaning with pleasure as my tongue lapped at her juicy snatch.

“I’m cuuummming!” Lydia squealed suddenly. She began thrusting her hips, gyrating back and forth as I did my best to stay with her. I felt her juices accumulating on my face, her sweet aroma filling me up, her taste wonderful.

When her bucking slowed, and then gradually stopped, she pulled my head up roughly by my hair and twisted my face around to see Laci. Laci was naked behind me, wetting a large dildo in her succulent mouth.

“Now I’m going to fuck you, Jodi,” she said.

As I felt the intrusion from the huge, fake cock, Lydia pulled my head back down to her crotch and shouted, “Lick me! Make me cum, you little bitch!”

The rhythm of the strokes from behind, coupled with my face back between Lydia’s legs, overwhelmed my senses. I began to quake and felt weak in the knees as the first wave of orgasm spread through my body.

“Oh, FUCK!” I bellowed, as I briefly came up for air. I looked up at Lydia who had a devilish grin on her face as I screamed in climax. Laci continued to work the plastic dick into me as I reached another peak and nearly lost my footing as I came. Had Lydia not wrapped her long legs under me in the last second, I probably would have crashed to the floor in ecstasy.

Bracing myself on the table as I recovered, Lydia helped me into the chair while I tried to catch my breath. Laci walked around front, and for the first time I got a good look at her naked body. She was lithe, supple, and graceful in her movements—more soft angles than curves, a product of excellent genes. Her beautiful breasts hung a little lower than mine, gracefully curving at the base, jutting forward, pleasantly greeting my lustful gaze. The strand of pearls ornamental on her chest was breathtaking. Her skin was like milk chocolate, smooth and silky, flawless and taut. Her flat belly sported a navel ring that suggested a treasure box of grandeur below. A small patch of black pubic hair was carefully manicured above her delicious-looking pussy.

Laci had a large tote bag in her hand. I was so caught up in the splendor of her body that I had failed to notice it at first. She swapped places with Lydia, who took the bag from Laci. Reaching inside, Lydia extracted a strap-on, and with a lip-licking smile stationed herself behind me.

Laci propped herself on the table just as Lydia had done earlier, her glistening pussy now only inches from my face. I found myself instantly fascinated by her vagina. The hood of her clitoris was thicker than Lydia’s. The skin was smooth on the outside, and as she spread her legs to accommodate me, the ruby-redness beyond promised deliciousness of a forbidden fruit. Her aroma was different too—stronger, richer, almost feral. I found her exotic, and I dove in hungrily. Her taste was amazing, sweet like honey but textured with something I couldn’t quite describe. My tongue had never experienced anything so wonderful. As I lapped at her pussy greedily, Lydia placed her hands on either side of my ample buttocks and slid easily into my sopping cunt. Laci matched my moans of pleasure, and I knew my tongue flicks and darting probes were doing their magic.

Laci began to breathe heavily, almost panting as I continued to apply pressure to her dripping pussy. Moans of pleasure increased as I tugged and nibbled at her swollen clit.

“Finger me, Jodi! NOW!” she cried.

Two of my fingers slid smoothly inside of her.

“Press upward,” she panted urgently.

I did as instructed, locating her corrugated patch of nerves and sending her into convulsions. I increased the speed and pressure of the tongue flicks I was giving her clit as I rubbed her G-spot frantically. Bucking and grinding with every thrust, Laci emitted an animal-like cry. She began shrieking, almost as if in pain. Meanwhile, Lydia’s thrusts from behind were bringing me close to my own orgasm. My frenzied licks to Laci’s pussy continued as I increased the pressure inside of her.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” she screamed.

Lydia massaged my asshole as I began to feel the next wave of orgasm approach from the depths of my pussy, and as I pulled back to scream in ecstasy, Laci’s cunt sprayed a stream of female ejaculate directly into my face. The sweet taste of her cum, coupled with the intense sensation in my body overwhelmed me. I continued to orgasm as Laci reached down and vigorously smacked her clit, producing another stream of her delicious juices.

“Kiss my pussy,” Laci panted.

I lapped at her wetness, absorbing her taste. Lydia inserted a long finger into my asshole and continued her thrusts. I pulled my face out of Laci’s snatch.

“Fuck me! Fuck me! FUCK ME!” I bellowed, as I reached yet another intense orgasm.

“Take that, you little slut!” Lydia yelled, and slapped my ass again with her free hand.

After the paroxysms of our ecstasy subsided, Laci and I lay quietly. Lydia pulled from inside of me, and then caressed and kissed my big ass. When she ceased, I rose up and stretched my body. Laci had reclined on the table, panting.

I looked at Lydia. “I want to fuck you, baby,” I cooed.

We found a dry spot at the other end of the table, and Lydia lifted herself onto it. I strapped on the dildo and stepped up to the table where she lay, her shapely legs propped up to accommodate me. Lydia was wet with anticipation. She moaned as I slid easily inside of her, juicy, pink lips spreading with desire. Providing an unobstructed view for me, she threw her hands behind her. Her huge tits bounced with every thrust.

Laci had recovered by now, and from the corner of my eye, I noticed her moving towards the sofa. She returned with a couple of cushions and placed them on the floor beneath me. I stepped onto them as she positioned herself below. My breath caught as she inserted two fingers into my twat, deftly keeping in sync with my motion as I continued fucking Lydia. Between watching Lydia’s beautiful body, big tits bouncing with every stroke, and Laci’s fingers exploring my depths, I knew I was only seconds from cumming yet again. I could hear the sloshing sounds of my dripping pussy as I continued to thrust.

“Holy fuck!” I screamed as the intense pleasure in my vagina overtook my senses. I frantically bucked and as my orgasm peaked, Lydia began to scream in pleasure.

“Fuck me, Jodi,” she demanded. “Make me cum, you little tramp!”

Soon we were both swooning in pleasure. I continued to buck as Laci pounded my slit with her fingers.

“Oh fuck,” Lydia bellowed. “I’m gonna cum, here I go, I cuuummming! Oh fuck, Jodi!”

I was dizzy with delight. Laci removed the strap-on as I pulled the large cock from Lydia’s pussy. Guiding me to the table, Laci pulled the cushion in place so she could kneel in front of me. As I positioned myself spread-eagle on the table, Laci stacked the cushions to a suitable height, and placed her mouth just inches from my throbbing clit. She breathed heavily on my sex, sending shivering waves of anticipation through my body. Lydia kneeled over me, facing away from Laci, and placed her drenched vagina over my mouth. I reached up and fondled her giant tits as Laci’s tongue located my pulsating clit. The sensation was dreamy. Lydia pressed herself into me, grinding, gyrating, and moaning. Laci magically licked my pussy, and I knew I would soon be climaxing. Within seconds I bucked and jerked as wave after wave of pleasure tortured my aching pussy. Lydia began screeching again.

“Lick me, fuck me with your tongue,” she hissed, grabbing my hair roughly and pressing me into her wetness.

Laci continued lapping at me and I felt yet another wave approaching as Lydia screamed with delight as she came on my face.

Later, we lounged on the couch recovering. Still naked, I lay trembling in the arms of my seducers. We kissed and caressed lightly for a spell. I think I may have drifted off a few times, exhausted from the most thrilling sexual experience of my life. I could only hope there would be many more to come.


Chapter 4

Hoping to have further encounters with these two hot women, I gladly took a shift on Saturday. My plans backfired a bit; it was the busiest day since I’d started at Laci’s Lingerie. Lydia and I barely crossed paths, as we were both scurrying around the shop helping clients. The silver lining, I suppose, was that I made big bucks that day, raking in almost $200 in sales commissions.

By late that afternoon, we were both exhausted. Surely, it was partly due to the active day in the shop, but the two-day spree of adrenaline-pumping sex certainly played a part in my fatigue. I went straight home, climbed into bed, and slept over twelve hours. I spent Sunday helping my folks with some household chores, cleaning and organizing my bedroom, and doing some aerobic and strength workouts in the basement. I was determined to keep my body in tip-top shape for my new lovers!

I arrived at the shop a few minutes early on Monday to a vacant store. It was a little early for much traffic yet, so I searched for Lydia in the back. I had forgotten all about Laci’s hiring of the new bookkeeper, and I was somewhat startled by the presence of another young woman as I entered the lounge. A sandy-haired girl in her early twenties sat at the computer, clacking at the keyboard. An excel spreadsheet covered the screen. Lydia was seated next to her, discussing sales entries and such.

Neither noticed me as I walked into the room, so I subtly cleared my throat. Lydia turned first and smiled.

“Hi, Jodi,” she said. “Say hello to Jenny.”

The girl at the computer typed a few more entries, and then placed her hands demurely in her lap. She turned, gave me a shy smile, and raised her left hand in a little wave.

“Hi, Jenny,” I said. “It’s a pleasure to meet you. Welcome to Laci’s.”

She smiled again, gave me a little shrug, and resumed her work.

Jenny seemed nice—maybe a little mousy, but nice nonetheless—but I couldn’t help feeling a little resentment building inside of me. I wondered what her work hours would be, and if she would be cluttering up the lounge during our “special lunch breaks.”

I looked her over. She was a little hard to figure. Straight, not particularly stylish, dirty-blonde hair fell halfway down her back. Conservatively attired in a lifeless dress that hung below her knees, she wore flats designed more for comfort than style, probably purchased at a bargain store located somewhere other than the plaza. Best I could tell she was average-height, average-build, totally nondescript.

I placed my purse and phone in my locker, and made my way out into the store. Lydia followed, and I glanced up at her. She returned my gaze, raised her eyebrows, gave me a little cynical look, and shrugged.

I bit my lower lip and continued to stare at Lydia. She looked so smoking hot. I wanted to rip off her clothes right there in the store and fuck her. She had on another snug dress, cut well above the knee. Her long legs and firm, curvy ass made my mouth water. Her large breasts strained against the sheer material of her outfit, causing a twitch in my pussy. She had piled her hair loosely on top of her head, displaying her elegant neck and lovely ears. Lydia was the essence of sex and sophistication combined. I could tell she understood the effect she was having on me, and I could only hope she felt the same.

I was in a trance. She hadn’t taken her eyes off of me either, and I was considering walking over to her and suggesting some kind of lunch rendezvous, when the bell chimed and broke the spell. Lydia turned and greeted our first customer of the day, while my heart sank in frustration. So many things went through my head that day as I worked into the afternoon. I began to ponder the identity of these women with whom I worked. I didn’t even know their last names. Neither had invited me to socialize or dine with them outside of the shop. The feeling of resentment and lack of power began to creep up on me again and sour my mood.

When our break arrived, Lydia escorted us out of the store and went off on her own, leaving Jenny and me standing on the plaza walk. Our new employee stood there like a wooden Indian, clasping her hands and looking at me hopefully. What the hell, I figured.

“Jenny,” I started. “Would you like to join me for lunch?”

She blushed slightly and a tentative smile brightened her countenance. Expert dental care had likely been a priority during her upbringing. Jenny’s perfectly straight, brilliantly white teeth lit up her face.

“Oh…thank you, Jodi,” she said softly. “That would be nice.”

“There’s a deli just down the walk,” I said, and pointed which direction we’d be heading. “They have great soups and sandwiches.”

I led my new co-worker along toward the little sandwich shop, making small talk as we strolled and trying not to imagine my face planted in Lydia’s pussy. Jenny was a few years older than me, but I felt like the big sister leading her along.

“What’s good here?” she asked, as we stood in line to order.

“I’ve only had the soup, but the sandwiches and salads look yummy and Lydia told me they are both great.”

We both ordered salads with low-fat dressing and no onions. The green tea looked inviting, so I decided to give it a try while Jenny opted for water with lemon.

As we ate our lunch, we shared a few details about ourselves. I told her I was a nineteen-year-old college student working a summer job between my freshman and sophomore years. When she asked about high school, I told her I had participated in gymnastics and cheerleading all four years, playing a season of volleyball in my junior year.

“Wow!” she said. “So you are quite an athlete. You look very fit.”

I shrugged. “I suppose.” Deciding to turn the focus on her, I asked, “So what about you?”

Jenny was a twenty-two-year-old recent graduate from Troy with a degree in Finance.

“What about high school?” I asked.

“Well…I ran cross country, but I wasn’t terribly athletic. I never played any other sports.”

“I bet you were a great student, though,” I said, trying my best to take an interest in her background.

Displaying those beautiful teeth yet again, she said, “Yes. I was honor roll.” Then she added, “I was also in the Beta Club and played the cello in band!”

“Oh, brother!” I thought. I smiled and lamely replied, “Oh? How nice.”

I tried to be pleasant to Jenny. She seemed like a sweet young woman, but we were so different. She prattled on about a boyfriend whom she rarely saw because they were trying a long-distance relationship. I think she said his name was Gavin or something similar. He lived in Memphis, and was working in his father’s accounting firm. Gavin had played the Tuba in his high school band.

I have to admit, though I had nothing in common with this girl, I sort of liked her. She wasn’t pretentious or bitchy, seemed a compassionate soul, and had been a pleasant lunch companion. I silently lectured myself to be nice to her. Maybe somewhere along the line I could provide her with some fashion tips. Besides, she had somewhat distracted me from my hunger for Lydia, and I appreciated her for that.

Returning to the shop, we found Lydia straightening the displays. She smiled at us and I tried to be cheerful and returned her smile. Jenny headed straight back to her computer, getting to work on entering sales receipts from the weekend. Just after five, Jenny popped from the back, carrying her purse in one hand and her car keys in the other.

“It was a great first day, ladies,” she said demurely. “Thanks for taking me to lunch, Jodi.”

I waved goodbye. “See you tomorrow, Jenny. Have a great evening.”

When the door clicked, Lydia and I moved from the empty store into the back, and slid into each other. We embraced and shared a long, soulful kiss. I rubbed her massive boobs through the sheer material of her blouse.

“I want you so badly,” I breathed.

“I know, Jodi. I want it too,” she replied.

We were lost in kissing and groping when the doorbell chimed. We simultaneously groaned. Then we both giggled, frustrated and amused at the absurdity of it all. I broke away, fixing my hair as I walked to greet the customer. An attractive woman in her late twenties strolled into the store and I spent the next forty minutes showing her a variety of sexy lingerie she wanted to showcase for a new boyfriend. The bell chimed again while I was waiting on my customer, and Lydia got busy selling an assortment of bras to a middle-aged lady.

When the store closed at six, I practically ran to the lounge as Lydia locked up. We stripped off our clothing, throwing it all over the room. We were on the sofa in a flash. Lydia sprawled and I climbed on top, so that my ass was in her face. She instantly ran her tongue into my throbbing pussy, as I dipped my face into her sex. I flicked my tongue over her swollen clit, her muffled moans of satisfaction increasing my own desire. We worked each other frantically, licking and sucking until we exploded together in sensation. As I caught my breath, Lydia adjusted me and ran her tongue over my exposed asshole. It felt wonderful and soon my pussy was soaking and pulsating. She pushed me up a bit, and then ran a finger up each of my holes. Pressing against the spongy tissue between my ass and vagina, she rubbed in a circular motion.

“Oh fuck, that feels so good, Lydia!”

“You like it in the ass, don’t you? You’re such a little fucking tramp,” she teased.

She paused and looked around my bare legs at me.

“Don’t stop!” I cried. “Fuck my ass with your finger, Lydia!”

She let out her patented, throaty chuckle and resumed her fingering of my ass and pussy. I began panting as I knew release was just seconds away. Having both my holes filled up was indescribably pleasurable.

“Yes, yes, oh fuck!” I raved. “I’m gonna cum, baby. I’m gonna cum!”

As I began to buck and writhe in sheer ecstasy, soaking Lydia’s long, lithe fingers, she pulled me back down and ran her tongue inside of me. I could hear the wet smacking sounds as she licked my pussy juices that ran like a stream from my steaming box. I pressed my backside hard on Lydia’s face. She seemed to love it. With increased pressure on my clit, I felt yet another wave of orgasm cascading through my center. I came again and again, screaming with pleasure as Lydia performed her magic.

Finally, she gave me a gentle push and I let her up for air. I climbed from her and stood. Lydia’s face was slick with my nectar and more than a little flushed from the friction of my lust. But she was extraordinarily beautiful. I gazed at her for a few moments. Her long, blonde hair spread on the sofa was a sight to behold. She looked like a movie star. I peered at her breasts—her assertions about them correct—they were spectacular. Anticipating what was to come, the petals of her pink pussy were dewy with desire. Crawling between her legs, I licked at her snatch as I made my way up her frame. I stopped to suck her marvelous tits, and then I scooted farther up her hot body. I ground my crotch into hers and we both moaned. As we continued to gyrate against each other, a hot and sticky wetness built between us. I rubbed my tits on hers and as our engorged nipples met, I shivered with delight. Lydia’s hands were on my curvy ass, guiding me as I pumped my swollen clit against her pussy.

“Fuck me, Jodi,” she pleaded breathlessly. “Fuck my pussy!”

“You feel so good, honey,” I spouted, my breathing becoming labored too.

“Oh, God! Oh, Fuck!” she shouted, as she bit my shoulder.

“Cum for me, baby!” I screamed, as she buried her head in the crook of my neck.

“I’m cuuummming, Jodi! Oh fuck, baby,” she bellowed.

I continued the motion and her head shot back, arching her neck as her screams of ecstasy filled the room.

“Aaahhh!” she yelped. “Oh, it feels so good!”

Her crotch was soaking mine, our juices mixing together in carnal lust. I slipped quickly down her body and planted my mouth on her dripping pussy. It was more than she could take. Grabbing my hair in both hands, she bucked her hips, and howled. I kept licking her twat, increasing the intensity with every flick of my tongue. Her taste was exquisite. She yelled so loudly, I bet passersby could hear us. I didn’t care. I kept licking her, biting, nibbling, and probing.

When she calmed, I slid back up her body. Lydia was whimpering and when I sucked her erect nipples, she whimpered even more. I found her mouth and kissed her, allowing her to taste herself.

I stayed on top of her for close to an hour, kissing, fondling, absorbing her. Finally, we separated, cleaned up, and dressed. We kissed once more and said goodnight, both of us needing some rest after our raucous evening of lovemaking.


Chapter 5

Juggling our time spent together over the next seven weeks was tricky for Lydia and me. We managed a few rendezvous in the lounge after work, and another lunch break together when Jenny took a day off to visit an aunt in Huntsville. I had yet to see Laci again and I wondered if our singular encounter would possibly rate an encore. Lydia satisfied my sexual needs, but Laci’s exotic beauty never strayed far from my mind. I must admit to hoping that I would manage another sexual escapade with the luscious Laci before I returned to school in several weeks.

In the meantime, Jenny had become a friend of sorts. We ate together most days during our break, and she began to confide in me about things of a more personal nature. I sometimes got a little bored hearing about Gavin. Gavin did this. Gavin did that. Gavin said, “Blah, blah, blah.” I wanted to shake Jenny and scream, “I don’t give a damn about GAVIN!”

But I didn’t. I would smile, listen, and nod. Then one day the conversation turned to sex, and my ears perked up. Suddenly, I was interested in hearing about Jenny’s sex life. It turns out, there wasn’t much of one. Confiding in me, Jenny stated that she had never had sex until she was twenty and that Gavin had been her first. I egged her on.

“Jenny! Really? So does that mean he’s the only person you’ve screwed?”

Jenny blushed and looked to make sure no one had heard me.

“Lower your voice, Jodi!” she scolded, but she was smiling when she issued her admonishment.

I giggled. “So is he?” I asked in a low voice.

Jenny looked down and started wringing her hands.

I acted amazed. “He is the only one, isn’t he?” I interrogated. I was enjoying her discomfort more than I should have. Knowing Jenny, I wasn’t really surprised by her near admission.

“Well, is it good?” I asked chidingly.

She delayed a second and said, “Yeah.”

I wasn’t convinced. “Do you usually cum when you fuck him?”

Jenny looked stunned for a second, but she recovered better than I thought she would. “Well…yeah…I think so.”

“Jenny? You’re not sure? Oh, brother!”

“Well, Jodi,” she said. “It feels very…uh…pleasurable.”

I sat back and stared at her. Taking a long drink of tea, I shook my head.

“Jenny, if you don’t know whether you’ve experienced an orgasm or not, then you haven’t.”

She looked down at her hands again and now she seemed a little troubled. My intention of good-natured teasing had perhaps unsettled her, and I felt the need to backtrack.

“Aw, Jenny, who am to say. I’m sure you know what’s happening better than I do.”

She smiled tentatively and looked at her watch—a dull digital piece with a plastic band.

“Well, Jodi, we better get back to work,” she said.

We didn’t speak walking back to the boutique, but when we got close to the store, I placed my arm around her and gave her a squeeze. She gave me a cheerful smile, so I figured everything was okay.

The next few days she avoided talking about Gavin or sex or anything that may have seemed lurid. I didn’t push. But a week following our discussion about her boyfriend, she showed up at work visibly distraught with red eyes. I could tell she’d been crying. During a lull in the late morning, I scurried to the lounge to check on her.

“Jenny, what’s wrong, honey?” I asked gently.

She wrung her hands and looked down. I gently took her chin in my hand and made her look at me. “Jenny?”

Tears pooled in her brown eyes, and began streaking down her cheeks.

“It’s Gavin. He broke up with me. There’s another…g…g…girl,” she stammered.

I felt awful. Poor Jenny. I took her face and hugged her to my breasts. She coughed and sputtered and cried like a baby. I shushed her, held her, and told her it would be okay. Lydia walked in, witnessed the scene, and did an about face back to the store. She wanted no part of an emotional outbreak.

“Look, Jenny. You’re hanging with me tonight. We’ll get some wine and some ice cream and forget all about old Gavin. We can watch a movie. Mom and Dad went to Gulf Shores for a few days. I have the house to myself. You’re coming over after work and that’s all there is to it.”

Jenny sniffled and wiped at my blouse where her tears had wet the fabric.

“Are you sure, Jodi? I don’t want to be any trouble.”

“You’re hanging with me, Jenny. Final word!”

We finished the day at work and departed shortly after five. I stopped to get a movie and some ice cream, and Jenny went to the liquor store for wine. We met at my house, where I produced a premium brand of mint chocolate chip ice cream, a chick flick, and some microwavable popcorn. Jenny was waiting at the curb when I arrived home, holding a big bottle of white zinfandel. She braved a smile as she met me in the driveway.

“Are you sure about this, Jodi?” she asked again.

“I’m sure, Jenny,” I said, grabbing her arm and leading her into the house.

I placed the ice cream in the freezer, chilled the wine, and left the popcorn and movie on the kitchen counter.

“Look, Jenny,” I started. “I try to do a workout most evenings when I get home. It’s pretty hardcore, but you can do it with me if you want.”

Jenny looked uncertain. “I don’t have gym clothes,” she said.

I waved her off. “I got stuff you can wear, Jenny. No problem. A good sweat might make you feel better.”

I located some shorts, a sports bra, some socks, and an extra pair of tennis shoes and gave them to Jenny. Changing together in my bedroom, I got a cursory look at Jenny from the back. The shapely curves of her body surprised me, but her undergarments didn’t. She wore sensible panties—not quite granny panties, but not exactly the sexiest underwear either. She threw on a baggy T-shirt that I provided over a plain-looking bra, and then stepped into some gym shorts before turning to face me. She left the sports bra I’d loaned her on the bed. She was a modest young woman, for sure.

Sliding a moderate-level workout vid into the DVD player in the basement, Jenny and I began to bounce around. She was a little awkward at first, but she picked up the rhythm as we went and soon we were both huffing and puffing along with the trainer on TV. A seven-minute cool down followed the forty-five minute workout, and by then Jenny seemed reasonably subdued and relaxed.

Producing two cold bottles of water from the basement fridge, I handed one to Jenny and sipped at the other.

“I’ll grab a shower first, Jenny. Then you can jump in and clean up,” I told her.

“Sounds good. I think I’ll stretch a bit while my muscles are still warm,” she said.

I took my time showering, washing every nook and cranny of my body carefully. After drying with a big fluffy towel, I dressed in a clean pair of shorts and a sports bra. Shuttling Jenny into my bathroom, I oriented her to my scented soaps, shampoo, and conditioner. I blew my hair dry and then fetched two large wine glasses and poured generous amounts of wine into both. Returning to my bedroom, I set Jenny’s glass on the dresser and took a few sips of mine before placing it on my nightstand.

A few minutes later I heard the shower shut off, and Jenny emerged wrapped in a big towel. Her uncombed mass of hair gave her a party-girl look relative to her otherwise conservative appearance. The towel was wrapped above her chest just below her shoulders. It fell to about knee height, showing pretty legs tapering to thin and feminine ankles. The pink polish on her toenails blended nicely with her fair, creamy skin. I looked up at her face again and she smiled, showing those perfect white teeth. It dawned on me then and there—and for the first time—that Jenny was a very pretty girl. I handed her the wine glass from the dresser.

“Sit,” I instructed. “I want to braid your hair.”

She looked unsure as she scooted back on my bed, with me moving in first and leaning against the headboard.

“Come on, Jenny,” I said. “I’ll braid two pigtails. It’ll be cute!”

Holding the towel in place, Jenny smiled again and climbed onto the bed.

I placed my legs on either side of her and went to work on her damp hair. I brushed and combed it into a suitable product, and then commenced with the braiding. She sipped her wine. Having no place to set it down, she may have gulped a little more than she would have otherwise. She was a little giggly by the time I finished the first braid.

“I’m gonna grab the bottle and bring it upstairs,” I told her.

I sprung from the bed, located the bottle from the kitchen, and bounded quickly back up the stairs. Jenny hadn’t moved other than to bring the glass of wine to her lips—she had nearly emptied it. I gave her a refill, snagged my glass, and took a big swig. I returned my glass to the nightstand and started work on her second braid. Her lovely neckline was now exposed, and I couldn’t help noticing how silky her creamy, white skin was every time I touched her. I was seeing Jenny in a completely different way now.

“Jodi,” she said, and then giggled. “You’re so kind to do this for me. This is really nice.”

Jenny giggled again and took another gulp of wine. Some must have run down her chin because she used the towel to wipe her face.

“I’m getting tipsy,” she stated, and took yet another drink of wine.

“You go ahead, sweetie,” I said. “Have some fun.”

She let out a soft moan and leaned back into me just as I finished with her hair. Her head fell on my right shoulder and the towel popped loose and fell off her chest, exposing her breasts.

“Oh gosh,” she panicked, and reached for the towel.

But I caught her hands before she could lift it back onto her chest. I leaned down and kissed her neck very softly.

“Jodi, no,” she whispered.

“Yes,” I breathed, as I continued kissing her neck and blowing lightly under her ears. I still held her arms, but she was offering little resistance.

She emitted a stuttered exhale and I felt her shiver.

“We can’t,” she breathed.

“We can, Jenny. Just relax, honey,” I cooed in her ear.

I reached up with my hands and touched her breasts. They were small, but cute and perky. Her nipples were long, pink, and stiff. I gently tweaked them and Jenny groaned.

“Please, Jodi. NO!” she pleaded.

I nibbled her ear. “Yes, Jenny,” I purred.

“Oh my goodness,” she said, but her protests were weak.

I pulled again at her nipples and they stiffened even more. I moved her head down into my right arm and planted my mouth over hers. At first she didn’t respond, but as I continued to kiss her she became more pliable. Soon she was returning my kiss—tentatively at first, but gradually she matched my passion.

I pulled her down flat on my bed and moved on top of her. Surprisingly, Jenny had become a quick study. Or perhaps the combination of the wine and losing her boyfriend had loosened her inhibitions. She ran her hands through my hair as I kissed her. The towel had crumpled between us, so I pulled it out and threw it to the floor. I gently gyrated my hips, grinding my sex into Jenny’s crotch.

“Oh, Jodi, what are we doing?” she asked between kisses.

I shushed her and kept grinding my midsection against her crotch. Moving downward, I kissed her neck and ears again before travelling farther down her body. I took one of her perky, little tits into my mouth and she let out a long, low moan. I teased, nibbled, and sucked her nipples as my hands began to explore her body. I moved my head down her body and kissed her just above the navel. Her tummy was flat, her waistline trim, giving way to slightly wide hips that would have looked great in designer jeans…if she had ever worn them.

Jenny would never be the luscious, white-hot, sex-exuding vixen Lydia was, but the contrast of the two was compelling. Jenny was very pretty in a modest, slightly mousy way. She was what some might refer to as having “the girl next door” qualities.

Moving farther down, I sensed Jenny tensing a little as I neared her forbidden garden. I held her firmly as my chin brushed the top of her pubic hair. Jenny was all natural—unshaven. While certainly not the style of the day, I nevertheless found her thatch of pubic hair both beautiful and enticing. Her bush was even and symmetrical. Curly, golden hair assembled around wet, pink lips. I buried my nose in her triangle just above her pussy and inhaled her scent. It was heavenly, and I felt moisture building in my own pussy.

Blowing a stream of hot breath across her lips, I spread her legs and pushed her knees into the air. Jenny groaned as I teased her aching twat with hot breath. When I sensed she could take it no longer, I ran my tongue from the bottom of her slit to her clit, flicking her engorged button with a menacing, wet stroke.

“Oh my…oh my…oh my, gaaawwwddd!” was all Jenny could manage.

Her juices began to flow and I lapped greedily at her nectar. I rolled my tongue in circular motions over her clit, increasing the pressure and speed of my licks as I went.

Jenny was almost screaming. “Aaahhh…Aaahhh…Aaahhh.”

I could tell from her trembling legs that she was about to experience what was likely her first orgasm at the hands of another human being. I continued lapping her wet box as her body tensed and her tummy and hips began undulating.

She grabbed the side of my head and let out a feral scream as she creamed my face with her cum. But I wasn’t finished. I allowed only a few seconds of recovery time before I went at her again. Her second climax was just as intense as the first, her juices flooding my duvet as I hungrily ate her pussy.

I gently kissed her inner thighs and athletic legs as she caught her breath. I looked up to see her right hand placed palm up over her forehead. Her nipples were still rigid with delight and her crotch a beautiful, wet mess.

I removed my clothing and crawled back on top of Jenny. I kissed her, running my tongue deep into her mouth and letting her taste her own desire. After a few minutes, I pulled up and smiled at her. She looked like a kid who had just ridden a roller coaster for the first time and couldn’t wait to ride again. As far as I was concerned, she had an all-day pass.

“Oh, Jodi,” she said. “That was wonderful!”

I grabbed her shoulders and rolled her on top of me as I laughed mischievously. I gave her ass a little smack as she lay over my naked body. We kissed again; her lips full and moist fit mine perfectly. I felt her bush rubbing on my pussy, and the softness of it made me groan.

“Do me,” I whispered in her ear. “Fuck me, Jenny!”

She was hesitant, so I gave her a nudge. Pushing gently on her head, I lowered her face to my boobs. She began licking and sucking them like she’d waited a lifetime to kiss another woman’s breasts. My nipples hardened in her mouth. I encouraged her.

“Yes, Jenny. Suck my tits, baby. It feels so good!”

She slowly slid down my body, licking around my navel while pressing her perky tits against my crotch. Her hard nipple connected with my swollen bud, sending mad shivers down my spine. Goose bumps popped up on my flesh as her mouth reached just above my soaking snatch.

She hesitated momentarily, glancing up at me in uncertainty.

“Taste me, Jenny,” I pleaded. “Lick my pussy! PLEASE!”

Her pigtails looked sexy as hell as she placed her mouth on my throbbing snatch.

“Yes, baby. Oh yeeessss…fuck me!”

Jenny ran her tongue in vertical strokes along my most sensitive parts, and I began to feel the first wave of orgasm approaching. Placing my hand on her head, I thrust my sex against her face and bucked like a mad woman. As I started to cum, I issued another command.

“Stick your fingers in me! NOW!”

Jenny complied, running two fingers deep into my soaking cunt. I lost total control of my body then. I felt my head thrust backward. My eyes rolled in my head, and I could hardly breathe. Somehow I managed to keep my hand on her head, keeping her mouth glued to my gushing twat.

When the waves of climax subsided, I pulled Jenny up to me and kissed her drenched face passionately. I had never cum so forcefully in my entire life. I was trembling with excitement at the prospects of fucking Jenny over and over through the night. We rolled around in my bed for a while, exploring each other’s bodies. As she lay on her tummy, I kissed every inch of her. I would have never known it based on her fashion choices, but she had an incredibly cute fanny. Very soft, white, downy fuzz covered her butt, and I spent at least a half hour kissing and licking her rump. Shaped like a heart, it was different from mine in so many ways. I found it fascinating.

After a while, we took a break. Jenny and I watched the rented movie, ate ice cream in bed, and drank more wine. We made love numerous times through the night, and never put on a stitch of clothing until the morning. She slept over each evening until my parents returned, and then I crashed several times at her apartment that she shared with her brother. Jenny’s brother flew for FedEx, so he was gone most evenings, allowing ample time for the two of us to frolic freely in her apartment.

My feelings for Jenny were different from what I felt for Lydia. Lydia was white-hot erotica and Jenny was sweet and caring and loving. I realized at some point that the passion I had for Lydia—and even Laci for that matter–paled to the feelings I had for Jenny. Lovemaking with her was incredibly satisfying on a higher level.

I resisted an urge to change Jenny. I made a few suggestions on her clothing that she took into consideration, and I styled her hair for her a few times. But aside from that I didn’t push. I realized that it was because I liked Jenny just the way she was. Her dowdiness was somehow endearing to me, and when I peeled her clothes off of her, the sweet treasures below were a wonder.

The remainder of the summer was incredible, but just before I returned to school our relationship took an interesting twist.


Chapter 6

The last week of my summer break was bittersweet. Anxiousness at the prospect of returning to classes mixed with the excitement and the new adventures I’d experienced as a result of my job at Laci’s had me terribly conflicted. School was only a couple hours away, but my daily routine would change again, and I’d be leaving a host of lovers behind. I knew I would miss Jenny the most, and we’d talked of trying to get together at least a weekend every month, but I wondered if either of us would follow through.

Lydia had entrusted Jenny with a key to the shop because Jenny was working some evenings late into the night as the store’s fiscal year was ending. A few evenings out of the week, I stayed behind and helped her out with routine computer entries, while she completed the more complicated accounting tasks. Jenny was a stickler for procedure, and I had never tried to persuade her into a little fun on the side while in the shop. I bet her head would spin if she discovered just what had occurred numerous times over the summer in the very room where she worked.

But with school looming in just a few days and a persistent horniness burning through my loins, I decided to woo Jenny into a little backroom fun. I gave it about fifteen minutes after Lydia departed, and then I moved in behind Jenny and started rubbing her shoulders. She patted my hand, but presently returned to her work. When I began kissing her neck and ears, she stopped and indulged me for a moment but then began clacking away at her laptop again.

I took matters into my own hands. I abruptly wheeled her away from the table and toward the sofa. She was momentarily disoriented, but soon found her voice.

“Jodi, what are you doing?”

“What does it look like?” I asked.

Laughing, I wrestled her out of the chair and tossed her onto the sofa.

“Jodi!” she exclaimed. “We can’t do this here.”

She attempted to get up but I’m considerably more powerful than her, and I pushed her back down and mounted her.

“Jodi, I have work to do. You’re going to get me in trouble.”

“I’m trouble,” I told her. “Don’t you know that?”

She tried to bounce me off of her, but I held her down. Using my body to keep her on the sofa, I reached under her dress. I got a hand inside of her panties before she could grab my arm.

I kissed her hard on the mouth. She resisted at first, but gradually gave in to my advances. I caressed her pussy and I felt her lips turn moist. Still she protested.

“Jodi,” she said. “What if Lydia comes back?”

“Has Lydia ever come back after she left?” I asked, still rubbing her dampening slit.

“Oh, God,” she said, and gave in to her lust.

I ran two fingers up her hot snatch and removed them. They glistened in the fluorescent lights of the lounge, and I licked her honey from my fingers.

“Yum, Jenny,” I teased. “You taste delicious.”

I had her out of her clothes in no time, and then I stripped quickly from my shorts and blouse. Wearing only a lacy thong, I hovered over her face tantalizing her with my sex.

“Pull them off of me, Jenny,” I instructed.

She did as I told her, and now my dewy twat was just inches from her face.

“Eat me!” I commanded, as I straddled her and pulled her hair.

I gasped when her tongue darted inside of me. She began making upward strokes, her wet and wondrous tongue exploring my depths.

“Yes, baby,” I said. “Lick me! Lick me! Oh fuck! YES!”

Jenny was into it now. She had my ass in both hands pulling me down on her. I reached behind me and rubbed her golden fleece, searching for her treasure. I inserted a finger into her slickness. She moaned in pleasure as her tongue continued to probe my pussy.

“Oh, Jenny,” I moaned. “You’re gonna make me cum, sweetie. Oh, baby. YES! YES! Don’t stop!”

I shook and shuddered as climax overcame me. I continued to finger Jenny as I came. I could hear the sloshing of her dripping pussy and it turned me on so much, a second wave of orgasm consumed me. I was totally lost in the sensation, and I’m sure I was making a lot of noise. I didn’t care. Nothing mattered but Jenny’s tongue tantalizing me.

As great as it felt having her inside me, I wanted my face between her legs now. I had become addicted to her scent, her taste, and her texture. I extracted myself from her and bounced down the sofa. Planting my face between her legs, I devoured her steaming slit. I licked and probed her until she was nearly screaming. Her hips and tummy moving like the ocean as she succumbed to the sensation burning inside of her. She made unintelligible noises as she bucked and thrashed, her juices flowing like a river.

I was so absorbed in her that I nearly came out of my skin when I heard the voice behind us. As I jumped up at the sound of the intruder, Jenny tried in vain to cover herself. She had one hand over her pussy and the other attempting to hide her boobs.

Smirking and shaking her head, Laci stood about ten feet from us.

“What naughty girls I have working for me. Are you two getting a lot of work done?”

I gathered myself, but Jenny was squirming on the sofa behind me. I saw her hand shoot out, reaching for whatever clothing she could grab to cover her naked body. Laci craned her head around me to get a better view of Jenny.

“Modesty now? Really, Jenny?”

“Ma’am…uh…please…uh…I don’t know…uh …” Jenny stuttered.

I stood before Laci, butt-naked, catching my breath from the fright of being encroached upon. Laci took a few steps forward and motioned me out of the way. I stepped aside as Jenny continued to try to cover herself. Laci was only a few feet from the sofa now.

“Jenny,” she said. “Drop your clothes back on the floor.”

“What? Wait…Wha …” Jenny said. She was a complete mess.

“You heard me, young lady. Drop them.”

Jenny looked aghast but followed Laci’s instructions. Laci turned to me.

“Fetch the bag from the locker, Jodi.”

Trying to hide a devilish grin, I walked to the small row of lockers and located the one with the bag of tricks. I brought it to Laci as Jenny sat paralyzed on the sofa.

“Do you want to keep your job, Jenny?”

“Uh…umm, yes, ma’am,” she sputtered.

“I have a rule, Jenny. It goes for you to, Jodi.”

Laci rummaged through the bag and pulled out a strap-on dildo, but it was much larger than the one we had previously used on each other. The plastic cock was huge.

“If there is going to be sex in my lounge, I’m going to be involved. Do you ladies understand?”

Jenny sat on the sofa, naked and petrified, so I answered for both of us.

“Yes, Laci. We understand,” I said.

Laci handed me the monster toy.

“Put it on and fuck her, Jodi. Fuck her good! She should be nice and wet for you,” she added.

I turned to look at Jenny, who was wide-eyed and petrified. I’m at a loss for why, but somehow it thrilled me to see her so frightened. I strapped on the monster cock and knelt on the sofa between Jenny’s legs.

“Jodi,” she whispered in a trembling voice.

“Sssshhhh,” I said soothingly.

Despite her apprehension, Jenny’s pussy was still dripping with her wetness. I rubbed the big cock on her in an attempt to provide some lubrication. Soon the dido glistened with moisture from Jenny’s twat, and I began to slide the head of it into her slowly.

Laci had stripped from her clothing and walked in front of me.

“Oh! My! God!” Jenny exclaimed when I pushed the dildo in about a third of the way.

“You have a very pretty, little pussy, Jenny,” Laci laughed.

Our boss knelt next to Jenny and rubbed her small tits, pulling her erect nipples roughly.

Jenny gasped and I drove the toy another inch inside of her.

“Aaahhh…Ooohhh…Aaahhh,” she cried, and I pushed yet farther inside her gaping hole.

Laci reached down and ran a sleek hand with perfectly manicured nails through Jenny’s bush. In the lounge’s lighting, her thatch was a strawberry blonde.

“Yum,” Laci cooed. “I bet you taste good. Does she taste good, Jodi?”

“She tastes wonderful, Laci.”

Laci maneuvered around and ran her chin along Jenny’s flat tummy toward her bush. The older woman’s tongue darted from her mouth and sampled Jenny’s pubic hair. Then she moved farther along and breathed a stream of hot breath across Jenny’s exposed clit. Jenny moaned—maybe from pain or pleasure or both—and I pushed the huge cock almost all the way inside of her. Jenny’s clit was swollen with anticipation as Laci flicked her tongue out once again and brushed her engorged button. The slickness increased and I began sliding the giant dick in and out of my lover with ease.

“You like it, don’t you Jenny? You like it when Jodi fucks you, right?” Laci inquired.

All our victim could manage was a low moan as Laci went to work in earnest. She began issuing long, bold strokes to Jenny’s pussy as I began thrusting harder and faster. Within a minute or so, Jenny’s familiar wave, the undulating of her midsection began. It reminded me of a sheet blowing on a clothesline. I knew she was close to cumming, so I increased the speed and intensity of my thrusts. I used long strokes, barely pulling the head out before ramming it back into her violated cunt. Laci licked at her clit like a madwoman. Then she reached under her and ran a finger up her asshole. Jenny’s head was moving back and forth as she grabbed at the sofa cushions. Garbled noises of pleasure spewed from her mouth so loudly, I wondered if we should gag her.

Then it happened. As I pulled the monster cock back on the next stroke, Jenny wailed like a wounded animal and a gush of clear fluid shot straight into the air with geyser-like force. Laci’s face was soaked in Jenny’s juices, and when the gushing stopped, Laci patted Jenny’s sensitive tissue in rapid swats until a second stream rose majestically into the air like a fountain.

I withdrew from my lover and unstrapped the monster toy. I buried my face in Jenny’s muff and lapped at her tortured twat. Her cum tasted sweet and wonderful, and as I ran my tongue over her flesh, she traced her fingers lovingly through my hair.

“My turn,” Laci said, as she straddled Jenny’s face. “Eat me, Jenny. Lick my pussy!”

I continued to work on Jenny as she lapped enthusiastically at Laci.

“Fuck me with your tongue,” Laci instructed, as she started moving her hips in a circular motion.

I could tell Jenny was as fascinated with Laci’s vagina as I’d been. The fear and anxiety of being caught in the act had disappeared. Jenny was an eager participant.

“Oh, baby,” Laci moaned. “Who taught you how to lick a pussy? It feels so good…uuummm…oh fuck, I’m gonna cum. Yeah, baby…lick me, lick me…oh yes, Jenny…FUCK!”

Laci started shaking as I continued my tongue lashing of Jenny’s abused pussy. Jenny began her patented thrusting of the hips again and I sensed the two might orgasm together. I increased the intensity on Jenny’s clit, and I heard her muffled moans mixed with Laci’s screams as they both came.

Afterward, we rested naked on the sofa. Jenny was exhausted and looked as if she might fall asleep, but I was still horny as hell. Laci sensed my need and pulled me from the sofa, dragging me to the table. She lay flat and I climbed on top in the sixty-nine position, my big, round ass up in the air. We licked each other in long, slow strokes. I felt the wetness in my slit increase as her tongue darted around my sex, teasing my clit and stroking my lips. I reciprocated, but before long we increased the speed of our lovemaking. Then suddenly, I felt another pair of hands on me as a recovered Jenny joined the party. Jenny kissed and kneaded my buttocks, caressing and squeezing as Laci’s tongue flicks tantalized me toward ecstasy. When Jenny ran her hot tongue over my asshole, I damn near went through the roof. She toyed with me using her fingers and mouth. Once I was wet enough, she ran a finger in both holes, rubbing the sensitive tissue between my ass and pussy just the way I had taught her. I couldn’t take much more. Laci’s mouth was glued to my slit while Jenny kissed by rump and finger fucked both my holes simultaneously. I began to moan. I gyrated my hips, and then I came with such force I wondered if I might pass out. The pleasure was intense. Wave after wave of ecstasy shot through my body. I ran a finger inside of Laci as her juices sloshed around my finger. I located her spongy tissue and made circular motions as I continued to lick her clit. Suddenly, a stream of cum flooded from her pussy as I lapped hungrily at her.

Exhausted, the three of us piled on the table in a heap. We were all breathless and panting. I was dizzy from the heightened arousal of having both of these lovely women—who were lovely in completely different ways—thoroughly cater to my sexual needs. At some point, Laci moved to the restroom to clean up, grabbing her clothes as she went. Jenny and I cuddled on the sofa, gently kissing and fondling, too tired to do much else. We may have drifted off, and when I came to my senses I realized Laci had departed without a word.

Later, cleaned up and dressed, Jenny flopped back onto the sofa and sipped a cold bottle of water. Despite my fatigue from the evening’s events, I stirred as I always did when I looked at her. She had transformed into a thing of beauty to me, and I wanted her again. I decided it would keep until tomorrow—my last day before returning to school.

I resolved to get some rest and make my final day at Laci’s a memorable one. But Friday was uneventful at work, and I think—in the end—I wanted it that way. We had a slow afternoon and Lydia told me to take off around three and get a head start on my packing. She gave me my final paycheck, which consisted of a $300 bonus. And then she presented a package to me, wrapped in expensive-looking paper and a pretty, pink bow.

“Don’t open it now,” she said. “Wait until later tonight.”

I spent the evening getting all my things together to take back to school. I dined with my parents, and then made one last stop at Jenny’s. We made love until almost midnight, and I was more than a little touched when a tear ran down her cheek as I departed.

“Aw, Jenny,” I said. “You’re so sweet.”

I kissed her tears and hugged her fiercely.

“I’m really going to miss you, Jodi,” she cried.

I knew if I didn’t walk out then, I’d never leave. My heart felt heavy, but I told myself I’d be back often and that nothing would change. But I was like a kid whistling in the dark. Change was the only constant. I need only reflect on how different I was from the anxious girl riding shotgun in Steven’s truck just three short months ago.

I slid into bed as soon as I got home, but I didn’t fall asleep right away. I lay in bed, eyes wide open, thinking about my summer…my summer of love. My eye caught the package Lydia had given to me sitting on the corner of my dresser. I climbed from the bed and snagged it. I sat and pulled the ribbon free. I gently pulled the paper from the box and lifted the lid. Inside was an expensive and skimpy thong, and a sexy, lacy bra. But it was the item sitting between the lingerie that affected me the most. I grinned. Then I began laughing. Coiled up in the center of the box, taunting me seductively was the tape measure Lydia had given to me to measure her breasts during my “orientation.” I climbed back into the bed, closed my eyes and slept peacefully until morning.

I awoke early and had breakfast with my dad. We chatted about my plans for the upcoming semester until it was time to pack my stuff in his Suburban. He drove me south to campus, and I marveled at how pleasant the drive was relative to the trip I’d made with Steven back in May.

I was anxious to return to school now—anxious for new adventures. Continuing my education was a priority, but I would never forget my summer at Laci’s Lingerie and the schooling I got from my time spent with Lydia and Laci. I giggled and my dad gave me a curious look. As we pulled into the parking lot where my dorm awaited, a wicked thought crossed my mind. Maybe…just maybe…I could start a little class of my own during the fall semester down in lower Alabama! I already had the measuring tape!
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