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   By Giselle Renarde
 
    
 
    
 
   Elementary Days
 
    
 
   Kathryn ran down the sidewalk super-fast. Her blonde pigtails waved in the summer breeze like streamers on a bicycle. 
 
    
 
   Melanie chewed the wet tips of her hair while she watched her best friend’s body in motion.
 
    
 
   Clinging to her jump rope, Melanie smiled.
 
    
 
   When Kathryn arrived at the corner, she halted next to the big red STOP sign. Turning on a dime, she yelled, “What should I do now?”
 
    
 
   “Twenty jumping jacks!” Melanie shouted. “I command thee!”
 
    
 
   In her mauve corduroy trousers and hand-knitted cardigan, Kathryn hopped on the spot, waving her hands over her head. The girls counted together, loudly, until Melanie’s mother popped her head out the front door. “What’s all this racket? You’ll wake the dead!”
 
    
 
   “Kathryn is my slave,” Melanie told her mother. “She has to do everything I say.”
 
    
 
   Melanie trapped her jump rope under her running shoe and pulled on the handles. Her mother didn’t seem amused, so she looked away. She looked at Kathryn.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   These Days
 
    
 
   Pasha brought last week’s mail to the breakfast table and set it beside Melanie’s coffee cup. 
 
    
 
   “You’d better hope there are no overdue bills in there,” Pasha said from behind a smile and a lingering accent. “No joy for you if there are late charges.”
 
    
 
   “Pay the bills late? Moi?  Never!” Melanie sorted through letters until she spotted her mother’s handwriting. Her heart beat a little more cautiously as she plucked the small envelope from the stack. “What’s my mom sending us?”
 
    
 
   Draining her glass of orange juice, Pasha watched as Melanie opened it. “Looks like an invitation, that little thing.”
 
    
 
   It was an invitation, accompanied by a note from her mother.
 
    
 
   “What is it?” Pasha asked, turning to read the card. “A reunion?”
 
    
 
   “An elementary school reunion. I didn’t know there was any such thing.”  Melanie skimmed her mother’s explanation: the invite had been sent to Melanie’s last known address, and Mom had “accidentally” opened the envelope before sending it on.
 
    
 
   “You and your partner are welcome to stay at the house, if you decide to come,” Melanie read. “And I hope you will. It’s been such a long time since we last saw you.”
 
    
 
   “That is sweet. Sounds like an authentic offer.”
 
    
 
   How could Melanie argue? It did sound authentic, maybe even heartfelt.
 
    
 
   “Your partner,” Melanie muttered. “Makes it sound like we’re in business together.”
 
    
 
   Pasha poured herself more coffee and drank it black. She didn’t need to say anything. 
 
    
 
   “Guess I’d better get packing,” Melanie said.
 
    
 
   Pasha winked.  “I command thee.”
 
    
 
   She’d heard all the stories.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Elementary Days, Revisited
 
    
 
   “Divorced,” Kathryn said. “Twice.”
 
    
 
   “Ah, yes!”  Pasha clapped her hands. “I tried marriage once, to a man. Not my style.”
 
    
 
   Kathryn beamed a bright white smile. The braces had obviously paid off. Her teeth were beautiful. But, then, Kathryn had beautiful everything. Even the drugstore earrings hanging from her tiny lobes looked gorgeous.
 
    
 
   It helped that she was the only person in the entire gymnasium who didn’t classify lesbians with lepers.
 
    
 
   “You two make a cute couple,” Kathryn said. “How long have you been together?”
 
    
 
   Melanie looked to Pasha for confirmation. “Seven years?”  She wasn’t really keeping track.
 
    
 
   With a nod, Pasha confirmed Melanie’s answer. “Seven years this woman has been my friend and lover. And my submissive.”
 
    
 
   The urge to smack Pasha rolled down Melanie’s arms and tingled in her fingers, but she forced herself to resist. That’s not the kind of thing you go around saying! It was personal. It wasn’t anybody’s business but their own. 
 
    
 
   Still, it was Pasha’s prerogative to humiliate Melanie in public, in little ways, ways Melanie couldn’t really argue with.
 
    
 
   Pasha constantly pushed Melanie’s limits.  That was a good thing, as far as she was concerned. The stretch hurt sometimes, but it was like growing pains: if you wanted to be a bigger person, you had to feel the strain.
 
    
 
   “What’s a submissive?” Kathryn wanted to know.  Nobody was nearby, but she lowered her voice before asking, “Is that a lesbian thing?”
 
    
 
   Pasha’s eyes glinted. “Not exclusively.” Adjusting the folds of her wrap across the folds of her flesh, Pasha said, “You, my dear Kathryn, know far more than you realize.”
 
    
 
   Melanie looked over her shoulder at former classmates gazing in their direction. Strange to think those greying, balding men had once been boys. And she’d grown up alongside them.
 
    
 
   Turning her attention to her plastic glass of boxed chardonnay, Melanie said, “Come on, Pash, you’re embarrassing me.”
 
    
 
   It felt strange, drinking alcohol in the gymnasium. Oh so many after-school volleyball tournaments had been played here. Kathryn was always first string. Melanie had been a sub—even then, she mused. 
 
    
 
   Maybe that’s where it all began.
 
    
 
   With a silent chuckle, Melanie took a sip of wine. Setting her plastic glass on the table, she said, “Let’s get out of here.”
 
    
 
   Pasha and Kathryn turned to her with puzzled brows. Kathryn was still cheerleader-blonde, stylish and skinny. Pasha was heavy-set, with dark hair that ventured unapologetically down her cheeks and even across her lip. It formed a moustache in the right light.
 
    
 
   “Get out of here why?” Pasha asked, gesturing around the room. “We have only just arrived.”
 
    
 
   That wasn’t entirely true. Melanie had chatted with a few of her teachers from back in the day. They seemed old, but not different. Strangely, her age-mates seemed different, but not old. As a child she’d enjoyed spending time with her peers, but people changed a lot between the ages of eight and thirty-eight.
 
    
 
   Leaning across the table, Kathryn childishly chewed her middle finger.  “I have a hotel room,” she said.
 
    
 
   That statement ought to have been shocking, but Melanie wasn’t surprised in the least. In tucked-away corners of society, the label “lesbian” seemed to smoke all the bi-curious bees out of the hive and drive them straight to the honey pot.
 
    
 
   Besides, this was Kathryn. They hadn’t seen one another since they were fourteen years old, when Kathryn’s family moved to Alberta. Even then, it was unspoken, but… there was something.
 
    
 
   Pasha clapped her hands slowly in front of her face. “Kathryn, my dear Kathryn!”  Setting her hand on the girl’s bare forearm, Pasha gushed, “We accept your kind invitation for an evening of boundless debauchery.”
 
    
 
   For a long moment, Kathryn didn’t flinch.
 
    
 
   Then, bending down, she grabbed her purse from the floor.  She fixed up her lipstick before rising to her feet. After she’d smoothed her tight white dress against her thighs like a Milan model, her catwalk-cool expression broke.
 
    
 
   “This is nuts,” Kathryn said, with a glittering giggle. Blonde waves danced against her naked shoulders when she shrugged. “So, let’s go. Now or never.”
 
    
 
   As Pasha leaned against the table, she offered Kathryn a generous smile. “Now or never.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Hotel Bathrooms
 
    
 
   Pasha wouldn’t let Melanie drive when she’d had a drink, even if she’d only taken one sip. As they all packed into the car—Kathryn in the passenger seat and Melanie in the back—Pasha joked about being the world’s only teetotal Russian.
 
    
 
   Kathryn chuckled politely.
 
    
 
   Melanie had heard that one a hundred times before. She leaned against the car door. 
 
    
 
   Could Kathryn ever replace her as Pasha’s favourite? Pangs of jealousy flitted across her scalp and singed her hair before escaping into the ether. Silly notion.
 
    
 
   When they arrived at the hotel parking lot, Pasha took her empty water bottle out of the cup holder. She turned to look Melanie straight in the eye. “I will bring this, yes?”
 
    
 
   A lot of Pasha’s statements sounded like questions, but they weren’t questions.
 
    
 
   Kathryn looked from the water bottle to Melanie, and then to Pasha. “I have bottled water in the room—it’s in the mini-fridge.”
 
    
 
   With a throaty chuckle, Pasha said, “My dear Kathryn, you do not want to hand me a bottle of cold water.”
 
    
 
   Kathryn obviously didn’t understand.  
 
    
 
   Melanie did.
 
    
 
   Maybe their collective body heat had raised the temperature inside the car, because the mango scent of the dashboard air freshener seemed stronger than ever. It seeped into Melanie’s body and filled her head. She would need to keep that pleasant aroma with her, at least in her mind. It would counteract the putrid odour Pasha would soon compel her to extract from beautiful Kathryn.
 
    
 
   As soon as they’d entered Kathryn’s hotel room, Pasha asked to use the bathroom. Big surprise. Melanie knew exactly what Pasha was planning. It behoved her to anticipate her Domme’s every thought and desire, but Kathryn, poor dear Kathryn, obviously didn’t have a clue what she would soon be subjected to.
 
    
 
   The hotel bed was a mess of pantsuits and dresses.
 
    
 
   “I didn’t know what to wear,” Kathryn explained as she sheepishly picked up.
 
    
 
   Melanie watched Kathryn’s white pumps step, step, step—crossing from bed to closet, closet to bed. Kathryn’s bare legs gleamed like they’d been waxed recently and polished with oil. Her dress was so tight it rode up her thighs as she walked.  She stopped every so often to pull down on the hem.
 
    
 
   What a body!
 
    
 
   Kathryn’s abs appeared defined under her white spandex dress. Her tits spilled out the top, barely concealed by the noticeable white bra underneath. Melanie kept waiting for her old friend to bend the wrong way so she could catch a glimpse of a rosy nipple. 
 
    
 
   Maybe Kathryn was the reason all those guys at the reunion were staring at their table—it wasn’t about “the lesbians” at all.
 
    
 
   Her old friend had certainly kept fit for something. Or someone. Her ex-husband, no doubt. Kathryn had mentioned she’d sensed he was cheating before she knew it for sure. Maybe she started working out for him, in hopes he’d stay.
 
    
 
   Sad…
 
    
 
   “What did Pasha mean?” Kathryn asked in a hush. “She said I know more than I realize about the submissive thing. What was she talking about?”
 
    
 
   “Oh.” 
 
    
 
   Now Melanie felt sheepish. She didn’t like introducing the concept to those who didn’t know much about their ways. Some people had a hard time understanding.
 
    
 
   Or maybe Melanie wasn’t very good at explaining herself. She knew in her heart what Pasha meant to her, but she could never get the words out.
 
    
 
   “I told Pasha the stories of when we were kids,” Melanie said. “How you always wanted me to tell you what to do.”
 
    
 
   A strange smile bled across Kathryn’s lips.
 
    
 
   “I gave commands and you carried them out: tie my shoes, eat a piece of liver, put that traffic cone on your head. Remember that? When we were really young, I mean.”
 
    
 
   With a chuckle, Kathryn said, “Oh, yeah. That was stupid. I don’t know why I was like that. I didn’t want to make decisions, I guess.”
 
    
 
   Melanie sat on the edge of the bed. “It’s not stupid.”
 
    
 
   The bathroom door opened with a squeak and Pasha called, “Come here, my dears.”
 
    
 
   Sliding off the mattress, Melanie walked directly to her Domme and sensed Kathryn following behind.
 
    
 
   “She is going to leave that dress on,” Pasha instructed.
 
    
 
   Melanie offered a subtle nod and entered the bathroom. It was wonderfully large and sparkling white, in true hotel fashion. 
 
    
 
   Pasha had pulled back the shower curtain. Her water bottle rested on the clean marble counter. It was full now, and the nozzle-lid was back on top. Pasha handed it to Melanie while Kathryn stood in the threshold. It was warm. Not hot, but warm.
 
    
 
   “Come inside,” Melanie said.
 
    
 
   She never knew how she knew what Pasha desired. The expectations were inside her. For Melanie, being a true submissive meant anticipating Pasha’s needs and wishes, and acting on them without direction.
 
    
 
   Tonight Melanie would clean out Kathryn and eat her ass. 
 
    
 
   All for Pasha.
 
    
 
   Kathryn took a single step into the bathroom, and then paused. Her gaze betrayed nothing. She didn’t even seem confused. 
 
    
 
   Could she possibly know what was coming? She seemed so innocent.
 
    
 
   Watching the water bottle, Kathryn asked, “What should I do now?”
 
    
 
   Pasha leaned against the counter. It was very rare that she gave Melanie instructions anymore. Melanie knew what to do.
 
    
 
   Pointing at the pristine bath mat lying across the rim of the tub, Melanie said, “Set your knees there. Lean across the tub and press your hands flat on the far side. Kiss the tile.”
 
    
 
   After Kathryn left town, and years before she met Pasha, Melanie liked to give orders. And then, still before meeting Pasha, she’d been with a woman who taught her the joys of subservience. Now she was driven not so much by Pasha’s will, but by her own resolve.  Obedience was the gift she gave to Pasha. 
 
    
 
   The key was to obey before being told. That was Melanie’s specialty.
 
    
 
   Though Kathryn did need to be told, she obeyed without question. When her forehead met the tile at the far side of the tub, Melanie pulled her tight white dress up and over her smooth bottom. 
 
    
 
   What a sight.
 
    
 
   Melanie glanced back at Pasha and smiled. “It’s been a long time since I’ve seen an ass this fine.”
 
    
 
   Pasha’s laughter swelled. “Is true!”
 
    
 
   Melanie gave Kathryn’s bum a few playful taps before hooking her index fingers around the white lace thong. “This is coming off.” She pulled it down, all the way to Kathryn’s knees.
 
    
 
   One shoe and then the other fell from Kathryn’s feet as Melanie offered the next instruction. “You’re going to reach back slowly.  With one hand and then the other, pull your cheeks apart. I want to get a good look at your asshole.”
 
    
 
   Kathryn inhaled sharply, but she didn’t waste any time. She reached back with one hand. When she’d grabbed one cheek, she pressed her head against the shower wall and raised her elbow, sending the other hand toward her bum.
 
    
 
   “How do you feel?” Melanie asked. “Comfy?”
 
    
 
   “Mmm-hmm,” Kathryn replied, although comfy hardly described her position. In a breathy whisper, she asked, “What should I do now?”
 
    
 
   Without even looking in Pasha’s direction, Melanie felt a smile growing across her Domme’s lips.
 
    
 
   “I told you to pull your cheeks apart,” Melanie said in a slow, calm voice.
 
    
 
   Kathryn gasped as her polished pink nails dug into her porcelain flesh. “What are you going to do to me?”
 
    
 
   Melanie’s heart fluttered as she watched that tight little asshole pucker. It looked so real. She loved that Kathryn’s ass wasn’t waxed, bleached, or perfect like porn star rumps. Faint wisps of blonde hair grew along the insides of her thighs, leading Melanie’s gaze to the pink of her slit. 
 
    
 
   Kathryn’s pussy was wet and welcoming, and it made Melanie a little sad to ignore its appeal.
 
    
 
   But she had a Domme to please.
 
    
 
   As Pasha looked on, Melanie said, “I’m going to fill you with water and rinse you right out.”
 
    
 
   Kathryn’s breath hitched audibly as her fingernails dug into her flesh, but she didn’t offer any resistance.
 
    
 
   No sense wasting time. Melanie amassed saliva on her tongue, leaned forward, and spit in Kathryn’s crack.
 
    
 
   Kathryn issued a high-pitched squeal, but she didn’t budge. When the dribble of spit kissed the crease of Kathryn’s asshole, Melanie pressed the water bottle nozzle against it. If that’s what Pasha wanted, that’s what she would do.
 
    
 
   “Is your head hurting, my dear?” Pasha asked.
 
    
 
   “Mmm-hmm,” poor Kathryn replied.
 
    
 
   Melanie’s heart slumped. 
 
    
 
   Was it fair for Melanie to impose Pasha’s will on the sweet blonde who knew nothing of this life? 
 
    
 
   Ah, but it was Kathryn who’d asked for it. It was Kathryn who’d invited them back to this hotel room. Kathryn wanted this every bit as much as they did. If she was anything like Melanie, she loved to be surprised.
 
    
 
   Pasha set both hands on Kathryn’s white cheeks. “There you are, dear. I will hold them for you. You support yourself. It will relieve the pressure from your head, my poor sweet girl.”
 
    
 
   Melanie had always loved the way Pasha pronounced that word. It came out something like squirrel.
 
    
 
   Girrel.
 
    
 
   As Pasha held Kathryn’s cheeks apart, Melanie pushed the nozzle just beyond her ass ring. 
 
    
 
   “Clamp down with your butt,” Melanie instructed, though she could already feel Kathryn doing it.
 
    
 
   When the bottle was in place, Melanie met Pasha’s smile with one of her own. Kathryn’s pretty little anus grasped the nozzle.  Melanie used the strength of Kathryn’s hold to open the top.
 
    
 
   “I’m going to fill you now,” Melanie warned her. “Don’t you dare fight back. If you spray Pasha or me with ass-water, there’ll be hell to pay. And you don’t want to get shit all over your nice white dress, do you?”
 
    
 
   Pasha’s fingernails were too short to drive into Kathryn’s skin, but she dug her fingers into that lovely flesh.
 
    
 
   Kathryn whimpered, but she didn’t move.
 
    
 
   Wrapping both hands around the bottle, Melanie geared up for a constant squeeze. She applied pressure to the thin plastic bottle and sensed the stream of water soaring through the tip, straight into Kathryn’s ass.
 
    
 
   “It is not too hot?” Pasha asked as Melanie kept squeezing.
 
    
 
   “Uh-uh.”
 
    
 
   Pasha spread her cheeks wider. “Too cold?”
 
    
 
   “Uh-uh.”
 
    
 
   Almost imperceptibly, Kathryn’s hips started moving. A little. Just a little. 
 
    
 
   Melanie couldn’t believe it. The girl was actually fucking the water bottle as it slaked her ass!
 
    
 
   That made Melanie grin. She knew just how Kathryn felt as warm water shot deep inside her body: Kathryn felt full. She felt pressure. But it was different from the pressure of needing to release her bowels. It was more like having to pee, but it was different from that too. Melanie knew no other sensation could compare. Pasha had put her through this humiliation more than once.
 
    
 
   When she perceived resistance in Kathryn’s body, Melanie stopped squeezing the bottle. She’d crushed it pretty badly anyway.
 
    
 
   “What now?” Kathryn asked.  Her voice sounded strained and desperate. “What do I do?”
 
    
 
   “Hold it,” Pasha said. “Hold still until my Melanie gives you instructions.”
 
    
 
   Melanie eased the water bottle from Kathryn’s ass. Slowly. She didn’t want to get squirted. 
 
    
 
   When it was out, she tossed it in the sink. Pasha released Kathryn’s bum cheeks. They backed away in unison, standing side by side against the counter, like equals.
 
    
 
   “Do not wait too long,” Pasha said. “Or she will blow. And that will not be pretty.”
 
    
 
   Pasha was right, of course. 
 
    
 
   “Get on the toilet,” Melanie said, helping Kathryn up from the tub.
 
    
 
   With her dress pulled up her belly and her gorgeous tits popping out the top, Kathryn looked up at them. Her fawn eyes pleaded, and then she turned those pleas into words. “I have to go with you watching me?”
 
    
 
   Pasha bowed to the princess on the throne. “That is correct, my dear Kathryn.”
 
    
 
   “Oh God,” Kathryn moaned, dropping her elbows to her knees and holding her head in her hands. She was obviously clamping her ass muscles, trying to keep her body in check. Looking up at them with shame on her face, she covered her blonde bush with her hands and leaned forward. “I can’t stop it!”
 
    
 
   Melanie bit her lip and listened to the water streaming from Kathryn’s ass. 
 
    
 
   How many times had Melanie been the one to get cleaned out? To be judged by other women’s eyes while she released the contents of her colon? 
 
    
 
   It had been like living out a nightmare, the first time. 
 
    
 
   Then, after only a few repetitions, her embarrassment lessened until she’d unlearned the shame she was taught as a child: the shame of shit.
 
    
 
   Kathryn tightened up her thighs. She probably figured if she created a tight enough seal around the bowl she could contain her stink. In truth, Melanie couldn’t smell much beyond the apricot soap Pasha was now unwrapping.
 
    
 
   “This is for the recycling bin,” Pasha said, pointing to the bottle in the sink. “Empty the rest of the water and dispose of it, my dear.”
 
    
 
   Had Melanie neglected her duties? 
 
    
 
   She bowed her head and twisted the top off the bottle, emptying its mostly clear contents into the bathtub.
 
    
 
   “There’s no recycling bin in the room,” Kathryn said in a whimper. “You’ll have to take it to the ice room…”  Kathryn pointed toward the hallway. She was staring at the floor. “At the pop machine, you know?”
 
    
 
   Kicking herself for not disposing of her waste without being told, Melanie flipped the latch back on the hotel room door to prop it open. She raced down the hallway in her stocking feet. 
 
    
 
   The water bottle smelled like ass. Plastic had an incredible ability to retain scent. 
 
    
 
   She smiled sheepishly at an elderly couple’s reaction as she zipped past them.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Hotel Bedrooms
 
    
 
   Though she didn’t leave the room for long, Melanie returned to find the big bed unmade. 
 
    
 
   Kathryn was on the fitted sheet with her face flat to the mattress and her clean ass in the air. 
 
    
 
   Pasha stood behind her, extending a soapy white cloth to Melanie.
 
    
 
   “Finish the job,” Pasha said, “and then lick it clean. Hurry up, my dear. You are taking far too long.”
 
    
 
   Melanie took the hot, soapy cloth in hand and circled it around Kathryn’s ass. She slid the washcloth up Kathryn’s crack from bottom to top, paying special attention to her prying little button.
 
    
 
   When she removed it, that pretty little ass was red from the heat. 
 
    
 
   Holding her breath, Melanie turned the cloth around and looked at it. 
 
    
 
   Perfectly pristine. 
 
    
 
   White. 
 
    
 
   She let out a relieved sigh. If it had been dirty, even a little bit, she would have been compelled to start all over again.
 
    
 
   “What should I do?” Kathryn asked as Melanie scuttled to the bathroom to toss the washcloth in the tub.
 
    
 
   Pasha answered. “Wait a brief moment, my dear.”
 
    
 
   Melanie raced back to the bedside, magnetically drawn to that clean, blushing ass. “You don’t have to do a thing, babe.”
 
    
 
   Setting both hands on those lovely warm cheeks, Melanie pushed them apart and geared herself up to take her first lick at Kathryn’s crack. 
 
    
 
   The girl tasted like apricot soap. Not like ass at all.
 
    
 
   Kathryn squealed as Melanie ran her tongue in circles around that pretty pink hole. 
 
    
 
   Eating ass was nothing like eating pussy. It was a hole without a clit, for starters. She could lick it up and down, she could lick it around and around, but she couldn’t resist setting the tip of her tongue dead centre and poking inside.
 
    
 
   That pretty little rosebud grabbed Melanie’s tongue and held it like a vice. Clinging to her smooth cheeks, Melanie penetrated her hole in firm thrusts.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” Kathryn whimpered. “Yes, please… please, more!”
 
    
 
   The tongue was a damn strong muscle, but Melanie’s ached. Even so, she couldn’t have stopped even if she wanted to. 
 
    
 
   This was her duty. This was for Pasha.
 
    
 
   She pummelled Kathryn’s asshole in and out, again and again, and when she needed a break from that she stuck her tongue in as far as she could get it and shook her head side to side. She pulled out and spit for lubrication, then licked, sucked, kissed Kathryn’s pucker, finally sinking her tongue back inside.
 
    
 
   Kathryn’s juices dripped from her pussy to the bed in long sparkling strands of wetness. 
 
    
 
   Melanie just had to get her hands on that pussy.
 
    
 
   With a pleading expression, Melanie turned to meet Pasha’s gaze. “She’s got the prettiest cunt, Pash. And it’s sooo wet.”
 
    
 
   Pasha’s lips remained sternly pursed, but her eyes glowed over a deep, dark expression of lust. “You may.”
 
    
 
   Setting her cheek against Kathryn’s hot ass, Melanie reached between the girl’s thighs. She loved the tickle of all that pubic hair. Melanie missed having a big bush like that, but once you start shaving it’s hard to stop.
 
    
 
   Sending her fingers through that expansive field, Melanie made a fist and tugged. 
 
    
 
   Kathryn whimpered like she was trying to keep quiet. 
 
    
 
   Maybe she thought that’s what was expected of her.
 
    
 
   “All this hair!” Melanie pulled on it, cupping Kathryn’s mound. God, it was wet. She couldn’t keep herself from rubbing the meat of her palm around Kathryn’s hot cunt. “You’ve got the ripest damn pussy I’ve ever touched.”
 
    
 
   When Pasha cleared her throat, Melanie’s breath hitched. 
 
    
 
   She’d gone too far, said too much.
 
    
 
   With a subtle nod for Pasha, Melanie occupied her mouth in the manner expected of her. Touching her tongue against Kathryn’s asshole, she licked the puckered rim in neat circles. Her palm mashed Kathryn’s pussy lips with the same motion.
 
    
 
   With every pass, she avoided her friend’s clit. She’d learned that from Pasha. It was the worst possible tease, feeling that divine pressure getting closer and closer to her hot spot, and then “No joy,” as Pasha put it.  Complete avoidance. A dip around it, passing just under her clit. 
 
    
 
   If only Pasha were doing this to Melanie right now, but she knew that wasn’t going to happen.
 
    
 
   “Are you licking our dear Kathryn’s asshole?” Pasha asked.
 
    
 
   Melanie didn’t even realize she’d stopped until her Domme called attention to it. 
 
    
 
   She knew better than to make excuses. She simply said, “I’m sorry. I’ll start again.”
 
    
 
   Kathryn’s whole body went limp, and she whispered, “Oh God,” like she was talking to a real live deity who was sitting right by her face… or maybe on it.
 
    
 
   Up and down, side to side, round and round—Melanie licked Kathryn’s asshole, but she couldn’t seem to elicit more than the occasional squeak and moan. She worked that ass harder, licking like a dog, getting sloppy. Everything was wet now, saliva dripping down Melanie’s wrist, mixing with Kathryn’s pussy juice and frothing against her chin.
 
    
 
   Finally, and most unexpectedly, Pasha stepped in.
 
    
 
   “Our dear Kathryn seems not to be responding to your attentions.” She bustled Melanie out of the way. “You are still learning, my dear Melanie. Pay attention. I will show you how to pleasure a woman.”
 
    
 
   Shocked, feeling like she was in a dream, Melanie suppressed the burn that was coursing through her chest. 
 
    
 
   Humiliation. 
 
    
 
   Pasha had accused Melanie of not being a good lover. In front of Kathryn.
 
    
 
   Such profound humiliation…
 
    
 
   The juice of Melanie’s arousal ran slick against the gusset of her panties. Her clit throbbed so hard she could have sworn she was growing a stiff cock inside her slacks. 
 
    
 
   Kathryn was getting all the attention tonight. In a lot of ways, that was torture.
 
    
 
   “My dear Kathryn, you have a beautiful asshole.” Pasha’s husky voice violated Melanie’s sensibilities. “Roll onto your back so I can get a better view of your pussy.”
 
    
 
   At first, Kathryn did nothing. When she did move, it was to gaze over at Melanie, who was now perched against the mattress beside Pasha.
 
    
 
   Melanie knew that look. Kathryn was seeking permission. It was sort of sweet, actually.
 
    
 
   When Melanie nodded, Kathryn eased up on all fours, like a dog with its tail between its legs. She settled down cautiously in front of Pasha.
 
    
 
   Melanie couldn’t take her eyes off Kathryn’s tits. Her nipples played hide-and-seek as she breathed, rising just above the top of her exposed bra before ducking back inside the cups. When Pasha urged her to raise her hips, her breasts swelled out and, God, did Melanie ever want to suck those little nipples.
 
    
 
   “Not yet,” Pasha instructed, always the mind-reader. “I want you to watch what I do to our dear Kathryn. You will learn, my girl.”
 
    
 
   My girrel.
 
    
 
   Melanie nodded, even though Pasha’s gaze was focused squarely on Kathryn’s cunt. She pierced that begging slit—three fat fingers all in one go—and Kathryn bucked her hips even higher, squealing. Melanie could only imagine the intense sensation.
 
    
 
   “You see what I do?” Pasha asked as she pulled her fingers from between Kathryn’s swollen lips.
 
    
 
   Melanie felt strangely like the host of a talk show watching her celebrity chef guest prepare a delicacy. She kept thinking, ‘I know how to do this! I’m not stupid!’ and then forcing humility upon herself. 
 
    
 
   Nobody was so clever they couldn’t learn something new.
 
    
 
   She watched as Pasha traced glistening juices all down Kathryn’s ass crack. It was beautiful, the way Kathryn moaned and writhed on the bed while Pasha rubbed there.
 
    
 
   “A clean asshole is a wonderful thing,” Pasha said as she poked a fingertip inside, turning it like a corkscrew.
 
    
 
   She didn’t wait long before pressing a second one in, turning her hand, spreading her fingers to pry open that tight hole. 
 
    
 
   It really was an amazing thing to watch. 
 
    
 
   Kathryn’s pussy lips fluttered noticeably as Pasha dug in deeper, forcing past resistance. She was so wet, so damn wet that her juices dripped down her thighs.
 
    
 
   When Pasha’s fingers were buried to the hilt inside Kathryn’s tight hole, she turned her head and nodded. Melanie knew what that meant, and she hopped up on the bed, making Kathryn bounce and gasp.
 
    
 
   That was just the beginning. When Melanie grabbed her friend’s tits and pressed them together, Kathryn began to hum. The hum grew louder and rose in pitch when Melanie licked her nipples, weaving back and forth between those sensitive buds.
 
    
 
   Kneeling at Kathryn’s side, Melanie devoured those perky tits. She admired the concentration on Pasha’s face as her Domme fucked the girl’s ass. Kathryn’s hum grew louder as Pasha pummelled her with two fingers. 
 
    
 
   Had anyone ever done this to Kathryn before? 
 
    
 
   Hardly likely. It inflated Melanie’s sense of self to think that Kathryn was experiencing something new with them.
 
    
 
   Rubbing Kathryn’s nipples with her cheek, Melanie listened to the girl’s raging heartbeat. 
 
    
 
   And then Pasha nodded ever so slightly to Kathryn’s cunt, and Melanie didn’t waste a second. She bent toward Kathryn’s pussy, trying desperately to locate a clit somewhere within that pasture of hair. It tickled her nose, made her want to sneeze, but she held back, searching those sweet folds with her tongue.
 
    
 
   Kathryn thrust against Melanie’s face, bucking to meet Pasha’s fingers. When she clawed at the sheets, Melanie could practically feel the assault on her asshole. She knew how good it felt to be washed out, to know you were all neat and clean down there, and then get rammed with fingers or a dildo or just about anything. 
 
    
 
   And getting her clit sucked all the while? What a lucky girl.
 
    
 
   Finding the engorged nub of Kathryn’s clit, Melanie sucked it into her mouth. Oh, so slippery-slick, like a little animal squirming under her tongue, seeking escape. 
 
    
 
   Kathryn was already so close that the burst of stimulation threw her right over the edge. 
 
    
 
   The girl in the tight white dress went wild, bucking hard, tossing Melanie off her like a bronco, screaming for mercy.
 
    
 
   “Enough!”
 
    
 
   But Pasha kept thrusting those big fingers inside her ass. Hard. Melanie envied Kathryn the experience, but she was pleased to realize she didn’t feel jealous. She was satisfied to give pleasure, and experience it vicariously.
 
    
 
   “Please,” Kathryn hollered. “Please, you have to stop. Please, Pasha!”
 
    
 
   With a wide grin, Pasha twisted her fingers out of Kathryn’s poor little asshole and backed away until she was settled against the wall.
 
    
 
   They were silent now, aside from Kathryn’s panting and moaning and utterances of, “Oh God, that was good.” Her shoulders rose and fell as she gasped through orgasmic breaths. Melanie just watched those wet holes flit and pucker and grasp.
 
    
 
   Melanie waited for Pasha to say something like, “You see how I please a woman? You will learn, my girl.”
 
    
 
   My Girrel.
 
    
 
   But it was Kathryn who spoke first.
 
    
 
   Turning to meet Melanie’s gaze, she asked, “What should I do now?”
 
    
 
    
 
   The End
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   Nanny State
 
   By Giselle Renarde
 
    
 
   When Summer moves in with her mother’s friend, she expects to be treated like an adult.  Fat chance!  Victoria exerts control over every aspect of her life, protectively setting parental controls on the television and demanding Summer come straight home after her university classes.
 
    
 
   Everything changes the day Victoria catches Summer watching some very kinky lesbian porn.  The landlady soon becomes the ‘Nanny’, coaxing Summer into the big bed for play time.
 
    
 
   The unlikely couple embarks upon a series of naughty adventures, from suckling to discipline to diapers.  But what happens when Summer wants to include a girl her own age?  Will Nanny punish the wayward girl or accept another charge into their uncommon household?
 
    
 
   Warnings: This title contains graphic descriptions of lesbian sex and threesomes, age play, spankings, discipline, domination, and other fetish activities that may be considered objectionable to some readers.
 
    
 
    
 
   BONUS!
 
   Read the First Chapter from Nanny State:
 
    
 
    
 
   “Victoria?”
 
   The lights were off when I got back to the house—very unusual, because my strict landlady Victoria was pretty much always around.  She’d converted the extra bedroom into an office years before I came out here for school, and that’s where she worked as some sort of typist.  I never asked for details about what she did for a living.  I didn’t really care.
 
   I know that sounds mean, but Victoria was hard to sympathize with.  At times, she was unbearably controlling.  She demanded I come home promptly after class, and I always resented the way she’d stand in the living room with one eye on her watch, asking, “What time do you call this, Summer?”
 
   Victoria was an old friend of my mom’s, but the longer I stayed with her the more she acted like she owned me, like I was a little kid in need of protection.  Who did she think she was, bossing me around in that passive-aggressive way of hers?
 
   “Victoria?  Are you up here?”  I climbed the stairs, turning on every light as I went.
 
   As much as I complained about Victoria breathing down my neck every hour of the day, I hated being alone in the house.  It gave me the creeps.  If I could afford it, I’d get a nice little apartment of my own, but that would mean finding a job.  After getting fired from my last two restaurant gigs I couldn’t get a reference to save my life.
 
   Anyway, until I finished university it was better to focus my time on writing papers and studying for exams.  That’s a big part of the reason I transferred schools and came out here to live.  Back home I got way too distracted by hot friends and good times.
 
   In fact, the thing I missed most about my freedom was all the meaningless sex.  Under Victoria’s roof, I couldn’t get away with shit.  School and home, bedroom door open at all times.  She even had the parental block set on the TV so I couldn’t watch anything with “mature themes.”
 
   My poor pussy was craving attention, and the most I could give it was a little stroke in the shower.  Even then, Victoria timed me as if I was wasting water.  After five minutes, she’d be knocking on the door, hollering, “What are you doing in there?”
 
   I stood at the top of the stairs, gazing into open, empty rooms.  “Victoria?”
 
   No response.
 
   That settled it—she wasn’t home!  No way I was going to miss this opportunity to do something naughty.  Racing into my bedroom, I shut the door and pulled my laptop out of my bag.
 
   My heart thundered in my ears while a thick heat pulsed low in my belly, spreading all the way down my thighs.  I couldn’t wait.
 
   “Gimme the good stuff,” I said as I clicked on my favourite porn site.  It had a feature where you could search out what you liked best.
 
   I typed in lesbian orgasms.
 
   There was nothing I loved better than watching real girls come, and I looked through the thumbnails for one where the women weren’t bleach blondes.  Girls with tattoos got me off almost immediately, so when I found a porn clip starring one inky vixen with hot pink streaks in her hair and one innocent looking redhead, I was all over it.
 
   When the video began, the tattooed girl was already sucking the redhead’s tits, thank god.  I hated when lesbian clips started with ten minutes of kissing.  Sure kissing was hot, but when I watched porn I wanted it to be on fire.
 
   This clip definitely fit the bill.  After fifteen seconds of ogling that leather-clad punk as she suckled the pallid redhead, my panties were soaked through.  I reached under the elastic waist of my Uni track pants and cupped my mound over my juicy, soaked underwear.
 
   Victoria had disposed of all my sexy thongs the first time she did laundry, replacing them with white cotton undies.  Totally not sexy, but I never did like going commando so I just grew extra cautious about letting people get an impromptu look at my panties.
 
   “Fuck yeah!”
 
   The chick with the ink planted rough kisses and love bites down the redhead’s paper-white belly.  God, they were hot together.  I hadn’t eaten pussy in months, and I missed it so bad I could almost taste that heavy, musky aroma at the back of my throat.
 
   “Yeah, lick her hard,” I told the girl onscreen.  “Suck her clit, you fucking slut.”
 
   I didn’t mind calling instructions out to my computer.  Didn’t make me feel crazy or anything.  I figured, hell, if I had the house to myself for once I should take full advantage and make a little noise.  When Victoria was home, I always had to be quiet as a church mouse and it was driving me nuts.
 
   When the tattooed girl lunged against the redhead’s bush, a growl rumbled deep inside of me.  I wasn’t sure who I should be more jealous of: the one doing the licking or the one getting licked.  Fuck, I loved the look of that bright red pussy hair.  So many girls in porn were shaved—hell, so was I—but it really turned me on to see a full cloud of pubic hair between a woman’s thighs.
 
   The tattooed girl seemed to like it, too.  She ate that redhead’s pussy wildly and without remorse, like a wolf tearing into a bunny rabbit.  The redhead reacted in a big way, shrieking and whimpering, her voice mellifluous even when she grunted and groaned.
 
   I pushed my bottoms to the floor and spread my legs for the girls onscreen.  Parting my smooth lips, I traced my middle finger round and round my sensitive clit, pretending they could see me.
 
   “You like my pretty pussy, huh?”  I smacked it for them, jumping in my chair as the slap to my clit rang through my body.  “Look how much you turn me on, you little sluts.  I’m all fucking wet for you.”
 
   Stroking my clit with one hand, I pulled up my t-shirt with the other.  It was tight enough to stay there, hiked above my breasts as I tugged my tits out of my bra.  When I pinched my nipples, a surge of electricity zapped down to my clit.  If only I could do what the redhead onscreen was doing, bringing her breasts up to her mouth and sucking them, but my boobs were nowhere near as big as hers.
 
   “God, I love your tits,” I told her, pretending she’d heard me and that smile on her plump pink lips was acknowledgement.
 
   The girl between her legs ate her hard, ravaging her clit.  She hugged her tits and shrieked.  Planting her feet against the mattress, she bucked up against the tattoo girl’s wet face.  Watching her lips contort with blissful agony set my belly ablaze, and I scoured my clit so hard and so fast I came when she did—and I came hard!
 
   But once was never enough when I was getting myself off.  I cupped my mound, squeezing it in my hot hand, feeling my slick inner lips pound and pulse against the outer ones.
 
   When the porn clip finished, I reached for the touch pad on my laptop.  My goal was to get the cursor to a thumbnail of a naked blonde and an Asian woman with giant boobs, but my fingers were wet and my aim was off.  I ended up clicking another video instead.
 
   My belly flip-flopped when the clip started.  It was another lesbian scene, but I’d never come across anything like it before.  There was a woman in her forties, I guess, wearing a prim dress unbuttoned at the front so her big naked breasts were fully exposed.  In her arms, she cradled a girl who was probably about my age.  Like a baby.  So much like a baby that the girl was wearing a diaper!
 
   “What the fuck is this?”
 
   I’d seen some kinky-ass porn in my day, but nothing had ever made my heart clench and my stomach wrench like this did.  It seemed really wrong, and I urged my hand to click another thumbnail, but my fingers would not obey.
 
   When the younger woman took the older one’s nipple in her mouth, my pussy gushed with juice.  There was something mesmerizing about the way she sucked that woman’s tit, like she derived more than just sexual pleasure from it.  And the woman in the dress—wow!  The look on her face was so serene, so loving, that my heart warmed as I watched them together.
 
   “Fuck, I can’t be turned on by this.”  I spoke more to myself than the computer this time.  “This is some crazy shit.”
 
   Even so, my fingers parted my smooth wet pussy lips, tracing up and down my slit and bursting inside while my thumb found my clit.  My whole body surged.  Sure I’d just come, but that wave of orgasm was still close at hand.  Stroking my clit in tight circles, I thrust my fingers languorously in and out of my pussy, savouring the wet squelching sound they made in there.  It wouldn’t be long until I was riding that wave of climax again.
 
   I watched the scene on my computer more intensely than I’d ever watched any other porn clip.  Mainly, I think I wanted to understand why I found it so arousing.  And at the same time, of course, I didn’t want to know at all.  I just kept fucking myself and toying with my clit as the maternal older woman stroked the younger girl’s fine blonde hair, rubbed her back, and caressed her thigh.
 
   It all looked so intimate and serenely sensual that I wanted the same thing, though I didn’t know why.  I loved the way the younger girl’s smallish breasts pressed against the older woman’s bare belly, just above where her dress was still buttoned up.
 
   “Suck my tits, baby.”  I pinched them one by one, imagining those pretty pink lips against my nipple, that velvet-soft tongue licking it, bringing it into her warm, wet mouth.
 
   A surge of energy pulsed through my clit, and my pussy muscles tightened around my fingers.  I was going to come watching this crazy fetish porn.  I was going to come watching that pretty young woman suck those big, beautiful tits.  This was unbelievable.
 
   “Summer!”
 
   Every muscle in my body clenched.  My heart seemed to stop beating, and still I struggled to extract my fingers from my pussy and turn off the porn.
 
   Too late anyway.  I’d been caught red-handed.  I’d gotten so involved that I didn’t even hear the door open.
 
   “What do you think you’re doing, young lady?”  Victoria hovered just inside my room, hands on hips.  She hadn’t even taken off her leather boots.
 
   I quickly pulled my t-shirt down to cover my boobs, though my bra was still lodged beneath them.  My face felt burning hot.  It must have been red as a beet!  Still, I couldn’t let her know how embarrassed I felt.
 
   “What does it look like I’m doing?”  I scrambled into my track pants.  “I’m trying to get off—and you’re no help, standing there like the wicked witch of the west.”
 
   Was that the bad one?  I couldn’t remember.
 
   “I have absolutely no intension of helping you in that twisted endeavour.”  Victoria’s gaze kept darting to the computer screen, where the younger woman continued to suckle to older one. 
 
   “Besides,” I said.  “My door was closed.  Don’t I deserve a bit of privacy in my own damn bedroom?”
 
   Finally, she let out an exaggerated hmph sound and pushed my wheeled study chair clear across the room.  By the time I’d turned myself around, she’d closed my laptop and was trudging out of my room with it.
 
   Now my blood was really boiling.  That laptop was my private property!  “Where the fuck do you think you’re going with that?”
 
   Victoria gasped, spinning on her heels.  Her face was like marble, hard and white and frightening.  “Mind your language, Summer.  This is still my house, after all.”
 
   “Yeah, no shit!”  I couldn’t control my anger.  The power she wielded like a weapon just made me so damn mad.  “You remind me every day: ‘My roof, my rules.  Your mother sent you here for a reason.’  I’m so sick of you.”  Grabbing hold of my computer, I yanked it from her hands.  “I take all my class notes on this laptop, and I do all my reading on it too.  It’s not a toy, and even if it was, it’s mine, you ugly bitch.”
 
   Everything seemed to happen in slow motion after that.  I held my laptop so close to my chest I could feel its warmth against my pointed nipples.  My breath was coming so fast after all that screaming I worried I might hyperventilate, but I worried even more that Victoria would hit me with something.
 
   It wasn’t right of me to call her an ugly bitch.  I knew that.  And it wasn’t even true.  She was the kind of woman whose skin didn’t know her age, except for the laugh line to one side of her mouth and the crinkles she got around her eyes every time she smiled.  But she sure wasn’t smiling now, or laughing.  I’d never seen her looking so… hurt.
 
   “Wait,” I said as she walked to her bedroom across the hall from mine.
 
   She looked at me, seeming small, gaunt, powerless.  She didn’t say a word.
 
   “I’m sorry, Victoria.”
 
   But it was too late.  She’d already closed her door.
 
   ~
 
    
 
   Giselle Renarde
 
   Canada just got hotter!
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