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1. My Life Lesson in the Classroom: First Lesbian Encounter with the Professor

When Liz is headed to college, she knows that she will be learning a lot in the next four years.  What she never expected was the lessons she learned from her sociology professor.  She learned not only about the people around her, but Dr. Melanie Andrews ends up educating her about a whole different part of life.

You know, everyone told me that college would be a life-changing experience but I had no idea just how changed I would be after my four years away.  Sure, I thought I was all grown up at 18 when I graduated high school and moved out, but what I learned in the next four years was more educational than the first eighteen years of my life.

My first year was a blur of meeting new people, trying to get from one class to another without getting lost, and drinking more beer out of Red Solo cups than I ever thought possible.  By the second year, I had my act more together and was starting to create my own place at the university.

As I started my sophomore year, I decided to major in sociology because I loved studying people and how they interact.  My friends and I in high school had always loved to people watch and make up little stories about them, so it seemed like a natural progression of my interest.  My mom and dad were a little unclear as to the career possibilities of such a degree, but I assured them that the right thing would come along by the time I needed to worry about that.

The summer after my sophomore year I actually started to get excited about school and my classes.  Now that I had all of the basics out of the way, I could really focus on what I wanted to study -- the study of people.  Somehow I managed to talk my parents into letting me stay in the town where the college was instead of coming home for the three-month break.  I guess I had hit some sort of maturity level that was suitable to them.

I spent that summer working as a lifeguard at a local pool, mostly yelling at kids not to run on the sidewalks and dodging annoying high school boys.  It was only a few years ago, but I struggled to remember what was so attractive about them back in my high school days.  Sure, I chased boys like the rest of the girls, but for the life of me, that summer I could not remember why.

While I spent my days perfecting my tan at the pool, I spent the evenings with a handful of gal pals that stayed in town as well.  It was not some wild and crazy summer really.  It felt more like we were settling in to some kind of grown-up routine.  We all had jobs during the day and hung out at night.  Sometimes we would go down to the lake for a cookout and a nice swim in the cool lake.  Sometimes we would just order in pizza at one of our apartments and rent movies for the night.  Other times we would stock up on way too much ice cream and play cards all night.  We talked about plans for future jobs and families, complained about the lack of dates, and generally just spent time together.  They were a drastically different group of young women than the friends I had had in high school, but perhaps it was sign of growing up and finding different souls to mesh with.  No drama, no headaches, and no boys.  It was actually one of the best summers of my life.

And while my friends were great, I also enjoyed some alone time.  I had dated a handful of guys since coming to college, and while all of them were, on paper, the type to take home to mom and dad, none of them really made me excited to get up in the morning.  So by that summer, I was not seeing anyone.  That left me free when everyone was occupied with jobs or summer school or whatever, so I got to spend some lovely evenings by myself.  I was not one to be afraid of alone time.  I discovered a fantastic hidden little Mexican restaurant with killer margaritas and amazing guacamole, and I got to watch all of my favorite movies without anyone laughing at my love of all things Disney and Broadway.  I felt comfortable with who I was and where my life seemed to be going.  Sure, I did not join a sorority or anything official while I was in school, but the group of friends I had developed was just as close as a group of sorority sisters ever would be.  At least, from what I can tell.

I knew my parents were more nervous about my sociology degree than my older brother’s accounting degree, but the idea of attending business classes and then doing that exact job for the rest of my life was enough to drag tears from my eyes.  There were services available on campus that could help with finding a job, and I had faith that once I took some of the upper classes I would find something that really sparked an interest.  With that information, I could then go to the guidance counselor and figure out a path.  A lot of adults might call that naïve, but I preferred the terms “hopeful” or “optimistic”.

****

By the time fall rolled around and my junior year began, I had a fabulous tan, real excitement in my blood, and a genuine grin on my face as I headed into my first advanced sociology class.

I have to confess that my grin and my confidence and my excitement all faltered when I walked into the classroom.  I admit that I was not bad to look at back then, on the shorter side, shoulder length hair, and trim figure from swimming all summer.  But the professor at the front of the classroom actually took my breath away.  Tall and muscular but lean; dark shiny curls, smooth creamy skin.  And she had just about the most perfect set of breasts I had ever seen in real life.  I lost the ability to make my lungs function and I walked on wobbly knees to a desk in the back of the room just to catch my breath.

I had no idea what was going on with me and why I felt like such a stupid schoolgirl just being in the same room with her.  Her legs seemed a mile long and my eyes enjoyed every inch of the trip until they stopped at the hemline of her charcoal grey pencil skirt.  When she turned around, that waterfall of dark curls bounced and gleamed in the fluorescent lights and her green eyes sparkled in my direction.

“Hey there,” she smiled.

My tummy erupted into angry butterflies when the melody of her Southern accent reached my ears.

“H-H-Hi,” I stuttered back.  At least my answer made me sound like the blooming idiot I had turned in to.

“Looks like you’re the first one,” she continued.

I nodded, not trusting my voice.

“Why don’t you come on down?” she pointed to a desk right in front of her.

I nodded again, somehow having turned into a mute bobble-head doll.  I gathered my things and shuffled to the desk she had indicated.

When I sat down in front of her, I got a much better look at her long slender legs, her trim waist, and the way her full breasts filled out the slightly sheer white blouse.  The grey high heels made her calves more pronounced and my mind started inventing all sorts of strange random thoughts.  She must have been some kind of high school boy’s wet dream, but instead I was the one squirming while I gawked at her.  Her green eyes sparkled at me and I knew there was some kind of inside joke that I was missing.  She flashed me an odd smile, and I dropped my head down towards my notebook.

Shortly thereafter, a handful of other students started filing in and I was able to let my attention to this young new professor get absorbed by the background noise.  I recognized a few of them from my beginning sociology classes and I greeted them as warmly as my frazzled nerves would allow.

Right on time, the professor moved to close the door and my eyes followed each sway of her ass in that tight skirt.  I was pretty sure every pair of male eyes was doing the same but I did not dare look around to find out.  It was even worse when she strode back to the front of the classroom since her firm breasts bounced just enough under that sheer blouse for everyone to notice.

“I’m Dr. Andrews,” she introduced herself.

The classroom mumbled a weak and pathetic greeting.

“Gee, I hope y’all are more enthusiastic about the material than you are about me,” she smiled at her own joke.

Giggles smattered through the room and the mood seemed to be lightened.  My guess was that the boys were all thinking inappropriate thoughts about their teacher and the girls were all thinking that they disliked her because she was stunning.  Me, I guess I fell somewhere in between.

Since there were only about ten of us in the room, she made everyone move to the first few rows of desks.  Then we did the fun little icebreaker exercise that all students hate -- we went around the room to introduce ourselves, and share one fun fact about ourselves.

My turn came and I still did not trust my voice, but I could not be the only one who did not participate.

“Hi, I’m Liz and I used to breed Great Danes,” I shared with the group.

The ones who knew me laughed since it was the only fact I ever offered up and the others just sort of looked at me strangely.  What can I say, I love the big dopey dogs and so did my parents while I was growing up.  Even Dr. Andrews gave me half a smile when I shared, which thrilled me more than it should have.

She handed out her syllabi to everyone and had us read over it for any questions.  It looked pretty standard, lectures and tests and papers.  I had already purchased the textbook that had been listed for the class, but the paperwork did mention several other articles for additional reading.

She paced back and forth at the front of the classroom while we read through everything.  My eyes kept darting up to watch her calves flex and her hips sway as she moved.  When she walked away from me, I stared at her ass and when she walked towards me I gazed at her breasts.

I was so confused by my attention to her.  It did not make any sense.  I had spent the entire summer at the pool with tanned muscular young men but not a one of them turned my head.  But there I was, the first day back in school, and making eyes at my teacher.  What a bad stereotype I turned into!

“Well guys and gals, I think that’s enough time.  Were there any questions on the syllabus?”

Most of the students shook their heads except for one guy.  Every class had that one guy.  The one who would ask the stupid questions because they were only there for the grade, not to actually learn anything.

“Will those extra articles be on the tests?”

She quirked an eyebrow up at him and shook her head, “They are for your learning only.  But it could certainly help your understanding of the basic materials, so I’d say they would be helpful on the tests as well.”

He huffed his annoyance at her vague answer and I had to smirk.  She was a smart one.  When she walked by and noticed my smirk, she winked which sent the butterflies in my stomach into a tailspin.

“Well, I see no need to keep you all away from whatever afternoon plans you might have.  So let’s reconvene on Wednesday.  See y’all then!”

You could hear the smiles in the group, and everyone started packing up their belongings.  As I stuffed my notebook into my backpack, I realized that there was someone standing in front of me.  I did not see her so much as sense her, and the smell of her flowery powdery perfume tickle my nose.

“Can you stay for a few minutes, Liz?” she whispered softly.

I nodded again, reverting back to the bobble-head that she had apparently turned me into.  I clasped my hands together in my lap and waited for the room to empty.  Once everyone else had left, she perched herself on the edge of my desk and watched as my eyes traveled up the length of her silky smooth leg.  By the time my eyes traveled over her trim waist and the swell of her breasts and reached her face, she was grinning like a cat that just snared the mouse.

****

“You’re one of the prettiest women I’ve seen here on campus,” she whispered, that Southern accent just dripping honey.

I felt my cheeks bloom hot pink and I studied the fake wood grain of the surface of the desk.

“I’ve noticed that you’ve been staring at me this whole time.  Do I make you nervous?” she asked as she re-crossed her legs towards me.

“Y-Y-Yes,” I nodded.

“Why on earth do I make you nervous, hon?” she laughed lightly.

I shrugged, “I don’t know.”

I twisted my fingers together in my lap and tried not to look at her.  Unfortunately, by strategically avoiding her face, I ended up staring at the shadow that lay in the triangle of her upper thighs just underneath the hem of her skirt.  That did not help my situation.

“Liz?” she said softly, “Do you know why I make you nervous?”

I shook my head.

“Oh but I think you do.  You find me attractive,” her voice dropped an octave which seemed to resonate in parts of my body I had almost forgotten about.

I felt my cheeks darken with a new flush of heat and she laughed lightly.

“It’s okay, Liz, really.  I find you attractive as well.”

I looked up at her and took in the depth of her intense eyes.  They did not seem to be mocking me or challenging me.

She stood up off the desk and walked around to crouch down next to me.  Her light perfume was intoxicating and I could not stop my body from responding to her fingers on my bare knee.  Despite the fact that my sundress covered everything, I could not help but feel exposed when the goosebumps erupted over my skin.  Her fingers tickled my knee and I squirmed in my seat.

My whole body felt warm and flush at the nearness of this beautiful woman.  When she leaned forward and brushed her lips against mine, I gasped and dug my nails into my palms.  She pulled back to study my face and I guess she liked what she saw because she leaned forward again, and pressed her lips firmly against mine.

It was completely different than kissing a guy.  Her lips felt soft and warm and her skin was satin against mine, no stubble to scratch my face.  The tip of her tongue slid across my lower lip and the only thought in my head was that I wanted more.  I had never thought of being with another woman before, but as Dr. Andrews kissed me, I could think of nothing else.

I had limited sexual experience to begin with, but none of it had been all that thrilling.  In fact, kissing her for just a few minutes was heating my body in ways that actual sex had never accomplished.

Her fingertips were still tickling my knee as she deepened her kiss but her other hand had my full attention as it slid up my arm and over my shoulder to rest at the nape of my neck.

She finally broke the kiss to smile at me, “By the way, I’m Melanie.”

I laughed at the suddenness of her introduction.  She quirked that eyebrow at me and I shook my head.

“Sorry, that was just very sudden,” I admitted.

She rose to a standing position and pulled me up as well.  We would have been about the same height except she was still wearing those three-inch heels.  Because of her footwear, I found my face right up next to her neck.  Without thinking, I leaned forward and kissed her warm skin while I inhaled the scent of her.  It was mixed with powder and flowers and a honeyed musk that I vaguely recognized.  When her arms slid around my waist, I realized that my satin panties were slippery against my skin.

She held me against her body and I threaded my arms around her neck as I nibbled her ear.  Her full lips parted as she moaned softly and I darted my tongue along the curve of her throat.  As I slid my mouth over her collarbone, the loose fitting blouse moved with me, and I found more skin that needed my attention.  I kissed every inch that was available to me while she kept moaning and digging her nails into my lower back.

Suddenly she pulled away, and I was terrified that I had crossed some invisible line that I did not know existed.

Her smile eased my confusion and she led me by the hand to the teacher’s desk at the front of the room.

“Sit up there,” she motioned as she walked away to lock the classroom door.

I perched on the edge of the desk and swung my legs nervously.  She turned and stared at me with one hip cocked to the side.

“Oh Liz,” she murmured softly.

My legs stopped moving and anxiety started to creep into my thoughts.

She walked back over, slowly unbuttoning her blouse as she approached me.  By the time she was in front of me, she had lost the sheer white blouse and the lacy bra underneath.  Her breasts were large and firm and full, and they bounced slightly as she moved.  She watched me staring at them with a devilish smile.

She took my hand and gently placed it against one warm globe.  It felt soft yet firm, pliable and yielding to my touch.  I squeezed lightly and she nodded.

“Anything you want,” she breathed.

I raised my other hand and caressed the other one, letting my fingertips brush over her stiffening nipple.  She groaned and arched into my hands.  I watched, fascinated, as my fingers played with the tight pink tips.  I rolled them and tugged on them, and without even thinking about it, I lowered my head to taste them.

She pressed her hands against the back of my head and held me against her flesh as my tongue worked one nipple then the other.

“Oh god,” she exhaled softly.

I loved the way they felt between my lips, pebbly and firm but yielding slightly between my teeth and under my tongue.  The silky flesh of her breasts was warm beneath my fingers as I massaged their heaviness.  Her soft gasps let me know I was doing something right but suddenly she pulled away, her eyes glassy and her lips parted.

I was still perched on the edge of the desk but she firmly pushed me back so I was not wobbling to keep my balance.  She slid her trim hips between my thighs and stepped forward until she was pressed against the core of my body.  I was certain she could feel the heat radiating from my body.

As her lips found the pulse in my neck, she slid the straps of my sundress off my shoulders, tickling my arms as she worked them down.  The dress slid to my waist and she exhaled her approval when my breasts popped into view.  She buried her face between them while her fingers rolled and pinched my already stiff nipples.

I had never had anyone pay so much attention to them.  The boys I dated in high school and college had always just grabbed a handful of flesh and squeezed, but Melanie seemed intent on licking and nibbling every inch.  I was surprised at her exploration and how she found every sensitive part that I never knew existed.  My breath caught in my throat as short little gasps and I buried my hand in her soft curls to hold her against my body.

As she kissed her way down my smooth stomach, her hands crept up my inner thighs, sliding my dress with them until the entire garment was bunched around my waist.  She hooked her thumbs into the strings of my thong and slid it down until I was spread open and bare in front of her.

I could feel the cool air against my warm wetness and it made me shiver, especially as she knelt down in front of me.  Her breath warmed my flesh again and I gasped.

Her voice sounded like thick honey when she whispered, “Have you ever had someone go down on you?”

I nodded, “Uh-huh.”

“And did you enjoy it?”

“I guess.”  A couple of past boyfriends had tried but it had not really been all that interesting or pleasurable.

She chuckled, “If that’s your answer, then they weren’t doing it right.”

I flushed pink as she pushed me flat on the desk.  When her lips brushed against my wet pussy, I gasped but when her tongue slipped between the folds, I moaned.  It felt completely different than before.  She ran her tongue everywhere, tasting and licking and nibbling.  Before it had always been a clumsy effort with no real intent, but she was focused on enjoying my body and making sure I was enjoying the act.

I wrapped my fingers around the edge of the desk as she continued to tease me.  It was soft and gentle and torturous but I could have sworn I heard her moaning along with me.  My pulse pounded in my clit but I did not even know what I wanted.  I just needed more.

“Please,” I breathed into the room.

She raised her head with a wicked smile on her glossy lips, “Please what?”

“I-I-I don’t know… Please… More…”

She chuckled again but when she returned her mouth to my pussy, it was different.  Her lips pressed against me and the tip of her tongue found the tiny throbbing nub.  I could not help but bury my hand in her curls and press her to me.  I think I felt her smile but it was a passing feeling as the sensations from her tongue overwhelmed my entire body.  I felt hot and cold, flush and needy, as though I could not get enough of whatever it was she was doing to me.

The tip of her tongue flicked and rubbed my aching clit until I could not breathe.

“Please… Melanie…” I begged, the words falling from my parted lips without my permission.

In a swift motion, Melanie buried two fingers inside me while her lips trapped my clit.  As her tongue flicked firmly, her fingers worked their way to a new spot deep inside me, one that sent hot shivers through my body.  As she licked and thrust, the heat inside my blood threatened to boil over.  I wriggled under the onslaught of sensations but Melanie did not relent.  She sucked firmly on my clit while her fingers continued to press against that spot inside.  Suddenly the bubbles inside hit a boiling point and I squealed as they released all at once.  Every muscle in my body tensed simultaneously and then melted into liquid fire.

Slowly Melanie eased the pressure from her tongue and fingers, and eventually stopped altogether.  My eyes were blurry as I tried to focus on the ceiling.  When my mind returned to my body, I realized that I had scooted backwards on the desk to lie flat and Melanie was curled up next to me, her fingers lightly stroking my hair.

“I-I-I…” I tried to speak.

“Please don’t tell me that was your first orgasm...” she giggled softly.

“Well, no, but…”

“But what?”

“But it was my first with someone else,” I admitted quietly.

Melanie’s Southern voice burst into laughter, “Oh my dear, I am so sorry to hear that!  But I am honored to have been the first!”

I felt my cheeks flush dark pink and I tried to turn away but she held me to her.

“No really, I’m just sorry that you had to wait this long but truly, I am thrilled to have been the first.”

“I don’t remotely know how to repay the pleasure,” I whispered in her ear.

“There will be time enough Liz,” she reassured me as I felt the sleepiness creeping over me.

I was grateful that she managed to keep me awake long enough to get dressed and shuffle back to my apartment across campus.  I missed the rest of my classes that day because once I reached my bed, I passed out completely.

****

It had taken only about an hour with her, but I was a changed woman after that.  That one afternoon with Melanie turned into a full-blown two-year affair, right up until I graduated from the university.  She did let me go easily, knowing that I was not meant to stay in that small college town forever.  I’m not sure that I could have been that mature about it had she not insisted.

About six months into our relationship, I did finally break the news to my friends and they were all surprisingly supportive.  You just never know how people will react when you tell them that (a) you are dating a professor or (b) you are dating a female, let alone (c) all of the above.

After I got my degree, I ended up going on to get masters (with a glowing recommendation from this one particular professor from undergrad school) and then moved into a career of professional counseling.  While my scenery changed over the years, my preferences never did.  After Melanie, I never dated another guy again.

Even though our intimate relationship ended when I graduated, I actually never lost touch.  We have remained close friends through the years and she did an amazing job of guiding me through the process of coming out.  Despite the fact that my first real relationship ever was with a woman, when I left school and left her, I was at loose ends on everything.

I will admit to slipping back to Melanie on more than one occasion, when I was between relationships.  I mean, really, can you ever 100 percent get over the one who was your first?  In some ways, all subsequent relationships are chasing that first experience.  That breathless moment of the first kiss, that thrilling heartbeat as you touch them for the first time.  It changed me and I never regretted leaving dick in the dust.


2. Office Party with a Twist: Lesbian Sex with the Boss

Gina is becoming more and more aware of the strange little looks from her assistant, Cathy.  She finally puts together what those looks mean, and she pushed the boundaries just a little.  Will Cathy take the bait or is Gina just imagining everything?

I was bound and determined to finish one last report before I left that evening, but all day long things just kept coming up and interrupting my entire thought process.  It was starting to drive me insane, and I was about to call it a day when my new assistant softly knocked on the doorframe of my office.

“Hiya boss,” she grinned.

I waved halfheartedly and sighed heavily.

“Boss?” the young woman knitted her brows together.

I smiled weakly and beckoned her to enter.

“I’m sorry, it’s not you, Cathy.  Just been one of those days.”

She nodded as she perched on the edge of the chair in front of my desk, “It seemed that way, Gina.  Anything I can do to help?”

I studied her young face, its smooth skin, bright eyes, and full lips.  I found her intriguing and I had no idea why.  She wore men’s slacks and button-downs, and kept her hair closely cropped.  She certainly did not look like any other assistant I had ever had, but she was smart and competent and eager to please.

She’s not a damn cocker spaniel, I chastised myself, she is your very sweet and capable assistant.  We just don’t pay attention to the odd looks she gives you when you think you aren’t paying attention…

“Well, I was trying to finish this last report before I headed out, but I just think I’m better off facing it fresh in the morning,” I finally replied.

“That makes sense.  Is it anything I can help with?”

“No, that’s very kind of you to offer but I think I have to handle it myself.”

She nodded, “If you want to stay, let me know and I can stay too.  We can order dinner and knock it out.”

I laughed, “So to speak?”

Her cheeks flushed pink and she studied her black oxfords sheepishly.

“I’m only joking, but I appreciate the offer.”

She headed out for the evening, and I decided to take half of her advice.  I ordered in dinner from a nearby Italian restaurant that actually delivered, and set about the task at hand.  I was yanked out of my spreadsheet by the jangling phone and I darted to the lobby to retrieve my long-overdue meal.  When the scent of fresh garlic bread hit my nose, I realized that I had not had lunch.  I tipped the delivery boy generously and carried my overstuffed bag back to my office.

I spread out the containers on my desk and surveyed my feast.  I was grateful to be the only one in the office since I had ordered so much food.  The antipasto plate looked amazing, and my Caprese salad was calling my name.  As I chewed a bit of one of the garlic knots, I topped a thin cracker with slices of prosciutto, a wedge of provolone, and thin strips of roasted red peppers.  I was not too concerned about working late; after all I was salary and had no one waiting at home other than my little kitten.

I repeatedly try to tell myself that these were just the years to focus on my career, but I was just hesitant to admit to myself or anyone else that I was just not interested in dating.  I had signed up on several of the dating sites.  I suppose my picture was nice enough, and my profile garnered me a little attention.  But the few dates I had been on were so terribly boring that I found my spreadsheets more titillating.

It was so bad that I even dreaded going home for the holidays to face the questions from my three married sisters.  Not that I didn’t love my family or the insane brood of nieces and nephews, but I was just in a different place than everyone else on the planet.  I liked my cozy little life.  I had a tidy two-bedroom, a sweet cat, a good job, and the ability to do whatever I wanted within reason.

I was halfway through my Caprese salad when I realized that I had completely spaced out from my spreadsheet with all my ruminations.  I refocused my eyes as the balsamic-soaked mozzarella eased my growling tummy.

By the time I polished off the marinated mushrooms, prosciutto, and provolone, I was finished.  I fired off the final presentation and packed up for the evening.  There really was no one left in the office besides myself, so I headed out without having to wish anyone a saccharine good night.

As I opened the door to my inviting little apartment, my poor little cat screeched to the entire complex that she was overdue for dinner.  I laughed as I set down my purse and laptop bag, and walked immediately into the kitchen to open a can of her favorite wet food as an apology.  She wolfed it down as I changed into a tee shirt and yoga pants.  It was still relatively early, so I poured myself a glass of red wine and curled up on the couch to watch television.  As soon as I selected a terrible movie from the 80s that was already about half-way through, my content little fur baby curled up in my lap to accept my apology.

About an hour later, the credits rolled and I gathered a very sleepy ball of fur so that we could head to bed.  I deposited her on the bed then washed my face and brushed my teeth.  When I returned to the bedroom, I laughed when I saw that she had opted to sleep on my pillow for the night.  I pulled an extra one out of the closet and stretched out next to her, dozing off as she purred happily in my ear.  As I drifted off, the strangest thoughts floated through my mind.  I was seeing Cathy’s face over mine, her smooth skin warm against my own and her green eyes dancing at whatever my other hand was doing.

****

I was a little nervous to see Cathy the next morning, given my thoughts from the previous night.  My dreams had extended from those thoughts and were even less appropriate for a boss about her assistant.

I arrived early, but still not earlier than her, and I strode purposefully into my office.

“I have to finish that report,” I clipped off each word.

She looked at me curiously, but did not respond.

I shut my office door behind me to keep up the pretense of being busy, and sank into my chair behind my desk.  I rested my cool hands against my warm forehead and took several deep breaths.  I stayed hidden in my office for the next several hours, afraid to look Cathy in the eye.  She had done nothing wrong except give me a few odd glances.  Sure, those glances happened to be at bare legs or my blouse when I bent over but that didn’t mean anything.  Right?

Just before lunchtime, I took a deep breath and finally emerged to pick up a sandwich downstairs.  As I headed to the elevator bank, I caught a whiff of Cathy’s cologne and realized that she was following me.

“II you’re busy, I can run get your lunch,” she offered.

I stopped and turned towards her, “I appreciate that, but I can use the break.”

She nodded and kept walking with me.

“You okay, boss?” she smiled.

“Yeah, just busy lately.”

“Dinner in the office last night?” she asked with a smirk.

I nodded, “How did you know?”

“Saw the receipt on your desk this morning while I was tidying up.”

“Ah, I don’t hide my secrets very well, do I?”

She looked at me sideways and wiggled her eyebrows, “Such as?”

It was my turn to flush pink, “T-Too many hours in the office.”

“Uh huh,” she nodded but I could tell she did not believe me.

We rode in the elevator together in awkward silence as I stood ramrod straight and she lounged against the wall of the car.

She finally broke the silence, “So… you looking forward to the office party on Friday night?”

“What?  Oh shit, is that this week?” I had completely forgotten about the event.

She chuckled, “Yup, just after work here in the office on Friday.”

“Well crap.  Yeah, I guess I’m going but obviously not looking forward to it.”

“Why’s that?  Open bar you know…”

“Oh that’s never a good idea at a work function,” I cautioned the younger woman.

“No?  What do you think might happen?”

Cathy crossed her arms over her chest and I could not help but notice the way her arms filled out the shirt sleeves.  Her figure was muscular but trim, and despite the fact that she wore her shirts loose, she seemed to have nice curves underneath.

My heart thudded in my chest at the idea of looking at her that way.  Not just the fact that she was my assistant, but she was another woman period.  It made me nervous but I can’t say that it bothered me.  The entire scenario was new to me, and from the little gleam in Cathy’s eyes, she seemed to know something that I was still unaware of.

The elevator finally came to a halt, and we headed our separate ways to forage for food.  I beat her back to the office, and shut my door again.  My body felt flush and my heart was racing.  And she was the cause.

The rest of the day went uneventfully.  Well as uneventfully as it can when your entire world is in question.  But the work part, now that was uneventful.

I curled up with my kitten that night and asked her the question that had been rolling around in my mind all afternoon.

What is going on with me and Cathy?

Silly little ball of fur just looked up at me and squeaked.

For the rest of the week, I tried to just button up everything and stay professional.  But Cathy was not helping.  She seemed extra attentive those days, and it just made me more and more nervous.  And her eyes were definitely wandering.  On Thursday I even tested my suspicions, and wore a skirt that was a little shorter than normal.  When I sat down, it easily rose to mid-thigh on my toned legs.  That day she really was in my office quite a bit.  She was very careful not to be too obvious, but she made a point to stand next to me when we spoke rather than across from me.  And her eyes did wander to my exposed thighs frequently.  It made my heart flutter and my skin tingle.

That evening I headed out right on time to run a few errands before the party the next day.  I stopped a bought a new blouse for under my suit.  It was not quite professional enough to wear on its own, but would be fine under a jacket.  It was dark blue and fitted to perfectly hug my firm breasts.  It had several buttons up the front, so for day time I could make it more modest.  And for the party, I could make it less modest.  I also stopped and had my toenails painted shiny bright red.  They would look amazing in the pair of peep toe heels that I rarely wore.

I was going to push the girl to the limits and see what happened.

All day Friday, I played it cool.  I had the extra button done up to hide the cleavage that my push-up bra produced and I kept my feet tucked under my desk to hide my bare toes.  Cathy was dressed nicely in her black slacks and maroon button-down, and it looked as though she had taken a little extra time with her feathery brown hair.

At five o’clock, she poked her head in to my office.

“You ready, boss?”

“Sure, just give me five minutes.”

She nodded and disappeared back around the corner.

I slipped out of my jacket and ran a brush through my hair before popping one additional button loose.  I dabbed on a slick pink lip gloss and grinned at my reflection in the compact mirror.  It was a now-or-never moment.

****

When I stepped out of my office, Cathy’s eyes went wide as they scanned my revamped outfit.  The dark blue silky top hugged the curves of my breasts and with the additional button unfastened, I was showing a generous amount of cleavage.  My skirt skimmed over the swell of my hips and stopped about mid-thigh.  My shiny red toenails peeked out of my high-heeled sandals.  She shuffled nervously in place with a goofy grin on her full lips.

“Shall we?” I grinned at her with my hip cocked to one side.

She nodded eagerly and gestured to the conference room with a sweep of her arm.

The room was not really decorated, but the table was covered with an amazing spread of delectable food, and the back credenza was covered in liquor, wine, and mixers.  Cathy and I hit the food first, loading down our plates with cheese cubes, fresh fruit, marinated mushrooms, shrimp salad, and crostini.  We stopped at the ‘bar’ next to grab a glass of wine.

We huddled into a corner and watched the room.  Everyone was milling around aimlessly and making the kind of small talk you make with people you see every day.

“Wow, this is really awkward,” I whispered to Cathy.  She smirked back at me.

“Want to make our own party?” she whispered back.

I looked into her green eyes for a long moment and nodded.  She grinned and snatched two open bottles of red wine from the counter and we crept out with our food and our complimentary wine.  We ended up heading back to my office where we spread out our bounty on my desk after shutting my door.  We both took up seats in the chairs outside of my desk area.  It seemed entirely too formal for me to sit actually at my desk.  She set one bottle in front of me and one in front of herself.

“What?  No straws?” I joked.

She laughed, “Drink it straight.  So to speak…”

I paused mid-swig to stare at her, confused and intrigued by her pun.  Her cheeks flushed but she did not look away.  I set the bottle down and took a deep breath.

“Any assumptions you are making are true,” she offered.

I raised one eyebrow at her, “What do you mean?”

“You know what I mean,” she dodged the question.

“Cathy, what are you trying to say?”

She set her bottle down and leaned over with her forearms resting on her knees.  She was still avoiding the direct question.  I think I jumped a little when I felt her fingertips graze my leg.

“Gina,” she breathed softly.

I held my breath but could not make myself pull away from her touch.  It sent tingling ripples from the point of contact throughout my entire body.  Her fingers slid higher and I shivered at her whisper touch.  She was openly caressing my leg now, stroking softly from my knee to the hem of my skirt.  I suppose she was brazened by my lack of distress.

My whole body was alive with radiating heat, and it was starting to collect in my core.

“Cathy?” I asked quietly.

“What is it?”

“What are we doing?  I-I-I’ve never…”

She nodded, “I know.”

Cathy moved to kneel between my parted thighs and slowly threaded one hand to the nape of my neck.  When I felt her mouth touch mine, I sighed and parted my lips to her exploring tongue.  She felt soft and tasted of red wine.  I wrapped my arms around her shoulders and returned her tentative passion.

She sighed softly into my mouth just as her hands crept up the outside of my thighs.  She had nearly pushed my skirt to my waist and I was grateful to have worn nice panties.  They were red lace to match my bra.  She paused and pulled back from kissing me.

“Cathy?” I was worried I had done something wrong.

“I just have to see these,” she grinned as she unfastened the remaining buttons that held my silky top against me.

When she slid the blouse off my shoulders, she exhaled loudly.

“God, they are amazing,” she breathed as she ran her hands lightly over the outer curves of my breasts.

Unconsciously, I arched my back into her hands and her fingers gripped my full breasts firmly, her thumbs taunting my taut nipples through the lace, rubbing the scratchy material against my sensitive flesh.

She raked her nails around my ribs until she reached the clasp and with one practiced flick, she popped my bra open.  I wriggled out of the lingerie and as it fell away from my skin, she fell forward to nuzzle against the warmth.  I laced my fingers through her hair and held her against my body as her tongue teased my nipples back and forth.

“Cathy,” I moaned softly, relishing the feel of her soft skin against mine.

While most guys like breasts, they tend to make quick work of them during sex and prefer to move on to the main course.  Cathy, however, took her time.  She was attentive in her teasing, urging each tight rosebud to a diamond-hard point before sliding to the other one.  Back and forth she tormented them until I was writhing in my chair.  Finally, she wrapped her hands around the soft globes as she kissed her way down my smooth flat tummy.  I leaned back against the chair and slid slightly forward, my legs now nearly wrapped around her completely.

When her licks and kisses reached the waistband of my skirt, she stopped and bent over to the floor.  I felt her tongue brush against my calf and I squirmed from the tickling.  She slowly licked and nibbled her way up one leg and back down the other, then repeated it all over again.

I could feel my heart pounding and the heat in my bloodstream was nearly boiling over.  The top of her nose lightly nuzzled the wet spot on my red lace panties and I bucked.

“Oh god,” I murmured.

She paused in her torment and looked up at me.

“Gina?  Are you sure?”

I nodded since there was no way we were getting out of this now.

Cathy hooked her thumbs into the strings on my hips and slid the damp lace down until I was spread out and bare in front of her.  She tossed the panties somewhere and again I was grateful for personal maintenance.  I knew that I was smooth and silky save the small triangle at the top.

She kissed the joint of my thigh, mere millimeters from my throbbing pussy.  Back and forth, from side to side, rendering it very difficult for me to breathe.  I finally felt her tongue swipe lightly up the smooth lips of my pussy and I groaned loudly.  She licked and nibbled every drop, every fold, until I was digging my nails into the arm of the chair.

The tip of her tongue grazed my aching clit and I had to bite back a scream.  She flicked and circled and teased.  My legs were shaking and my tummy trembled as she slowly worked me towards the edge of the cliff.  I felt her shift and was close to begging her not to stop until I felt her slide two fingers deep inside my wetness.

She curled and twisted them inside me, pressing against that soft ridge within me.  When she found that spot, she rubbed just as she caught my taut little clit between her lips.  As her fingers pushed against me from the inside, she flicked her tongue against the swollen surface hard and fast.  I teetered on the edge, enjoying everything almost enough that I did not want to finish.

But then it exploded out of me.  I bucked and writhed and dug my fingers into her scalp as I soaked her face and the chair.  I’m sure I mewed and groaned but I can’t remember from the force of it.

She eased me down slowly and withdrew with a goofy grin.  Cathy rose up to her knees and stroked my hair out of my eyes gently.

“Oh god,” I moaned, fighting to find oxygen in the very warm room.

She nuzzled my neck and I clasped my hand to the back of her head to hold her against my body.

“Wh-Wh-What can I do for you?” I muttered hazily.

She chuckled softly, “Nothing at all.”

“No, I must.  You made me feel amazing.  I want to do the same for you.”

She kissed my throat and stroked my tummy as she whispered back, “Are you sure?”

I nodded, running my fingers through her feathery soft hair.

“I’ve just never…” I admitted quietly.

“We’ll start slow,” she grinned at me.

She moved back to her chair and suddenly I was awake and alive with wanting to please her.  I crouched down in front of her, still wearing nothing but my skirt and heels.

“God, that outfit is killing me,” she moaned.

I pressed my palms against her legs and slowly ran them up her thighs.

“What do you like?” I wanted to know how to please her best.

She partially sat up and unbuttoned her shirt, letting it slide off her arms.  I knew she was toned, but I loved the slight bulge of her biceps and her taut stomach.  Her breasts swelled under her tank top, small and perky and perfect.  I ran my hands over everything I could touch and she quivered beneath me.

When I raked my nails up under her undershirt, she groaned and arched into me.  I was surprised when I felt the lower curve of her bare breasts.

“No bra?” I giggled.

“Nah, I don’t have enough to make it worthwhile.”

I shoved the shirt up to her neck and engulfed one stiff nipple in my mouth, teasing and tormenting her the way she had done to me.

“Oh they are perfect,” I whispered as I moved from one to the other.

My hand teased one while my tongue tasted the warmth of her skin.  Finally I ran my lips down her flat stomach, feeling the slight ripples of her abs.

“You are gorgeous,” I breathed.

She flushed pink and could not meet my admiring gaze.

I fumbled a little with her belt and slacks, but she helped me along.  She wriggled her slim hips as I yanked her pants and underwear off in one swoop.  I bowed my head to taste her but she squirmed away.

“Another time,” she mumbled and slowly guided my hand to her wetness.

She felt smooth and warm and slippery under my fingers.  Despite my toe-curling orgasm from just a little earlier, I was very aroused to feel how much she was turned on.  I slid my fingers around in the wetness, making her hips shimmy and buck.  I must have been teasing her something fierce although that was not my intention at the time.

I felt the tiny nub yearning for attention and I massaged it lightly, eliciting a beautiful moan from her lips as her eyes closed.  I felt her tight hot opening and slowly slid one finger inside her.  I marveled at the feel of her pussy muscles clenching against my invading finger, as though they did not want me to ever leave her body.

I slid my finger back and forth, watching as her hips started to buck in rhythm.  My thumb naturally fell against her swollen clit and I managed to rub it while I fingered her.  Cathy was making the most amazing little gasping noises, and they were growing quicker and quicker.  I did not know what to watch for but suddenly her body went rigid and the muscles gripped my finger tightly as she groaned from deep in her chest.  When her body fell back into the chair, I slowly withdrew and rested my head on her chest as she had done with me.

After we both came back to our senses, we struggled back into our clothing and surveyed the food and wine.

“I’m starving,” I blurted out.

She laughed loudly, “So am I!  Let’s finish this and go get some real food.”

I looked at her and brushed a stray hair from her forehead.  As I studied her young face and sparkling green eyes, I could not help but kiss her.

“It’s a date…  But I think we got it backwards.”

She laughed as she popped a strawberry in her mouth.

****

So as you can obviously tell, Cathy’s and my first date was a touch unorthodox.  Not to mention she was my assistant and I was her direct boss.  After we finished the food from the party, we ended up at a wonderful little Mexican place and spent several hours actually getting to know each other over tacos and guacamole.  Luckily that had been a Friday night so we both had the weekend to think things through.

On Monday morning, she strolled into my office acting surprisingly normal.

“Good morning,” I smiled up at her.

She shut the office door behind her.

“Cathy?  Really?  Now?”

She laughed, “No, I do have some self-control.  It’s difficult not to rip your clothes off, but I’m a big girl, I can deal with it.”

I laughed.  I liked and appreciated the fact that she was dealing with it directly, instead of acting like Friday night had never happened.

“So now what?” I addressed her just as directly.

“I think I might apply for a different position here at the bank.”

“What?  Why?  Because of me?”  I was horrified to think I had run her off.

“Yes, because of you.  I want to keep seeing you, and I think it would be best if we didn’t work directly together.  I want to ask you out, formally and officially.  Will you have dinner with me?”

I stared at this attractive young woman who was clamoring to date me.  And for the life of me, I could not invent a reason to say no.  I didn’t want to.  I wanted to go out to dinner with her; I wanted to laugh myself silly at the movies with her; I wanted to make her pancakes on Sunday mornings.  Those were the thoughts that I had spent my weekend with.  It was not a straight or gay thing; it simply boiled down to the fact that I wanted to spend more time with her.  Yes, I did want to hold her hostage in my bedroom until she begged me to stop pleasuring her.  But mostly I just wanted to get to know her more.  But I knew it was way too soon to blurt all of that out.  So I went with the simple answer.

“Then I accept,” I grinned.


3. The Sweet Bridal Suite: Having a Lesbian Stripper on my Wedding Night

When Briana heads to Las Vegas a few days before her wedding, her friends take her out to celebrate in Vegas style.  Through no fault of hers, they wind up partying with another bachelorette group and end up in a strip club.  Much to Briana’s shock (and arousal), she receives her very first lap dance.  The stripper takes quite a liking to the pretty bride and crashes her wedding night in style.

I am not even sure where to start this story.  I do not know how it all transpired or how it came about, but it happened.  I swear!

It was a few days before the wedding, and my crazy friends all took me out for a bachelorette party.  It is not normally my thing really, but I had to go along.  It was my last chance to be crazy and single!  We had planned it ahead of time.  Since the wedding was in Las Vegas anyway, we all headed out a few days early to celebrate.  I was the first of our group to get married so everyone was very excited about the first bachelorette party.

That first night, we had a relatively sedate dinner, a few bottles of wine but nothing overboard.  Sure we were all dolled up in our sparkly finest for a night on the Vegas strip, but we had to pace ourselves.  Susan was wearing something she called a dress but I think I have worn bigger swimsuits.  Annie decided that she was best dressed in her short-shorts, tube top, and stripper heels.  I opted for a simple little dress and everyone called me the prude for keeping a little modesty.

After dinner, we all headed over to a nearby bar and dammit if they didn’t whip out all of those horrid accessories made for the bride to be.  They had the veil and the sash and several obnoxious pins and buttons that played music and flashed little red lights.  It was horrible but I tried to be a good sport.  After a couple of hours of wearing those things, we had been given more shots than any of us thought to count.  It was a very good thing that we did not have a rental car.

We stumbled from that bar into the next one and the cycle repeated.  In the second one, we even found another blushing bride so our group grew.  I am still not sure how it happened (I mostly blame the ladies that joined our party), but by about midnight we ended up in a strip club.

Not men stripping, mind you, women.  But I had had what felt like an entire bottle of vodka, so to me all of the ladies shaking their asses and jiggling their tits appeared to have four boobs and like eight legs.  There was a table full of guys near our group and they started with the drinks again.  I was so past gone I did not even pay attention.  But then the night took a turn I was not expecting.

One of the guys offered to buy me and the other bride lap dances if he could watch.  She and I were not seeing straight at all, and just giggled at the idea.  But he kept pushing and soon his friends and our friends were all encouraging us.  Eventually he and one of his friends made it happen, I am not sure how that works even now.

The pushy guy and one of his buddies led us two brides to a back room where there were two strippers waiting for us.  The slim blonde girl was wearing that fetishist schoolgirl outfit and the brunette was wearing a cheerleader version.  The shirts barely covered their large tits and the skirts did not even come close to covering their bare asses.

The guys lightly pushed us down onto a couch and sat down opposite us.  They made sure that they were not anywhere near us.  I guess in case our respective fiancées were in the vicinity.  The blonde sashayed her little ass up to me with a big grin and the brunette sat down on the lap of the other bride.

I had never really looked at women that way but when she straddled my lap and started dancing on top of me, it was pretty sexy.  The other bride looked like she was kind of getting into it too.

The blonde schoolgirl who was rubbing her tits against mine leaned over and whispered in my ear, “Your first lap dance?”

I nodded, too distracted by her hands on my hips.

“I like it when the girls wear skirts,” she whispered again.

With the combination of alcohol in my system and thumping music in my head, her breath on my skin was making me shiver.  My hands floated up to rest on her hips and she clapped her own hands over mine, pressing down into her own skin.  I gripped her harder as she ground into me.

She leaned back so that I could see her tanned flat stomach and then suddenly the little white button-down shirt was gone and her tits were bare.  At the time I was pretty sure they were fake, but suddenly I realized the guys’ obsession with boobs.  Watching hers jiggle and bounce in time with the music made me want to touch them.

She sat up and grinned at me as she slid my hands from her hips up her sides and around the outer curves of those bouncing globes.  I heard a strange groan from behind the dancing girl and peered around her to see the two guys adjusting themselves in their pants.

The stripper in my lap started fiddling with my skirt and then I felt her fingertips tickling my inner thighs.  I probably gasped but she could not have heard it over the music.  Her fingers kept inching up and up and up and I just kept squirming.  I really did not know what she had in mind, but I was pretty sure I did not want her to stop.

One finger barely grazed the cotton of my panties before it withdrew and I wanted more.  I had never slept with another woman in my life, never even kissed one, but I wanted her to touch me again.  Suddenly the song ended and the girl withdrew her hands and stood up off my lap.  I am certain I gave her that same pitiful puppy look that she gets from all of the guys.  But she leaned over and as she suckled at the pulse in my neck, I felt a tickle of something down the front of my dress before she was gone.  I looked up at the two guys who were staring wide-eyed with obvious tents in their pants.

The other bride and I linked arms and teetered out of the private room giggling and laughing.

****

After all of that, the two bridal groups decided to split and mine headed back to our hotel.  I was coming down from my buzz and starting to get very tired.  Besides, there was a different buzz happening between my thighs and I was grateful to have my own hotel room for the evening.

We all hugged good night and disappeared into our respective rooms.  Some of the gals were splitting room costs but since this was my wedding weekend, I opted to have my own.  They gave me a hard time but in the end, I got my way.

I stripped out of my dress and panties, leaving them in a pile on the floor and padded to the bathroom naked.  I took a nice warm shower to rinse off the feeling of Vegas dust, and slipped between the clean sheets in nothing but a clean pair of underwear.  As I lay there, letting the cool air conditioning soothe my skin, I remembered the feel of that stripped against my body.  She was curvy and soft and seemed to know exactly how to touch a woman.  Men never quite know that in the right detail.  Her fingers had been tickling up my inner thighs, and the feel of her lips on my neck was addicting.  Her breasts had bounced and wobbled in front of my face and I only got a small feel.

I remembered how soft yet firm her tits had felt, and how my lips had been so tempted to feel the puckered little pink nipples.  She had been wearing a tiny G-string but it was small enough that I knew she was shaved smooth.  I wondered what someone else’s pussy would feel like, would taste like.

As the thoughts crashed through my head, my swollen clit started pulsing.  I slid my hand inside my little silk panties, and was shocked to find that I was wet and slippery.  I rubbed my fingertips against my clit, trying to calm the need.  I remembered her fingers on my thighs and wondered what it would feel like to have those same fingers touching where I was touching.  The idea of her fingers tickling my pussy and rubbing my clit sent me through the roof with an explosive climax.  I shuddered and shivered, and finally passed out with thoughts of that sexy busty blonde.  All night I dreamed of her stretched out in the bed next to me while I explored every inch of her silky skin.

The next morning, I saw the scrap of paper laying amongst my clothing from the night before.  I picked it up and it had a phone number scrawled on it, in a woman’s handwriting.  It flooded back to me, it must be from the stripper.  Just before she left my lap, she had stuck something in the front of my dress.  I had forgotten to see what it was.  But it was her phone number.  My thighs tightened against each other and a faint pulse started throbbing in my pussy.  She had been hot, and she was handing out her phone number.  I only had a couple more days before I was headed off to the altar.  It was a now or never proposition.  So I called her.

“Hello?” her voice was smooth and throaty, just like it should have been.

“Um, hi.  You don’t know me, but you gave me your number last night at the club,” my heart was racing.

“Ohhh, hi there.  I remember you now.  You let me feel up under your skirt.”

I could hear the smile in her voice.

“Uh huh, that’s me.  Unless you do that with everyone,” I tried to be funny.

She giggled, “Well, most of my clients are men so they rarely wear skirts.  And no, I don’t touch them inside their clothing.  They pay well, but I like women.”

My face felt hot and it was spreading to the rest of my body.

“So, what are you doing in Vegas?”

“I’m here to get married,” I still couldn’t believe I was chatting up a stripper in the hopes of…  what, I didn’t know at the time.

“Oh!  Then we need to celebrate!  Can you get a night off from your friends?”

“Probably, I can tell them I need some time to get ready or something.”

“Perfect.  Can I take you to dinner tonight?”

“I’ll let you know.  Oh, and I’m Briana,” I offered.

“You can call me Tonya.”

We hung up, and I seriously doubted that was her real name.  My friends and I spent the day sunning by the pool and surprisingly enough they let me off for the night.  I hoped none of them knew I had a hot date.  That would just be awkward.

That night Tonya and I met at the bar she suggested.  She was wearing a dress that made the entire room drool, and you should have seen the looks on guy’s faces when she walked up to me and gave me a very intimate hug.  Her body pressed up against mine, with her hands lingering along the swell of my ass.

We had a nice chat through dinner but I have no idea what we talked about.  I was completely distracted by the fact that her hand tickled my thigh through the entire meal.  We headed out afterwards, arm-in-arm.  As soon as we got into a cab to go I-don’t-know-where, she was all over me and I just let her take over.

I’m shocked the cabbie didn’t crash the car, because he was watching as she was kissing me and running her hands over my tits and shoving my skirt up so she could tease around the edges of my thong.  Eventually, the cab pulled up in front of my hotel but I was so breathless and overcome with desire, I didn’t even notice.

“So can I come to the wedding tomorrow?” her voice sounded hoarse with her own need.

I nodded, too turned on to deny her anything.

“Just let me know when and where.”

****

By the time I got back up to my room that night, I was shivering from desire.  I stripped out of my clothing and stepped into the shower to let the cool water calm my aching body.  It was still hard to believe that I was getting married tomorrow and was incredibly turned on by this stripper, Tonya, tonight.  My friends would not have believed me if I could have found the guts to tell them.

As I lay between the silky hotel sheets, I slid my hand inside my panties and imagined her body against mine.  She was firm and soft at the same time, and I got the distinct impression she would be able to do things to me that I could not have even imagined.  I was quivering at the thought of her skin sliding against mine, and my climax hit me like a lightning bolt.  I passed out with thoughts of her in my head.

The next morning, I had a text from Tonya asking about the time and location of the wedding.  I sent it to her with trembling fingers and started off my wedding day with a throbbing between my thighs.  I had just gotten out of the shower when my friends started banging on the hotel room door.

“What?” I laughed as I yanked the door open.

I was met with a chorus of “Oh my gawds” and squeals as the group rushed in.  I knew that somewhere in the hotel was my fiancée since he had arrived in Vegas last night with his group.  The girls’ plan was to get brunch in my room via room service and then head to the on-site spa for hair and nails and makeup.  The wedding chapel was not far away so we did not have to worry much about traveling.

We ordered up a pile of croissants and fresh fruit along with several pots of coffee.  We all sat around in our plush white hotel robes and laughed the morning away.  I was not quite ready to give up my time with the girls but Rick, my fiancée, seemed to understand that I would still need them.  I certainly had no plans of asking him to give up his poker buddies after all.  Then again, I might be jealous if they ever hit a strip club, but for entirely different reasons than most people would think.

After a lazy morning, we all padded down to the spa still wearing our bathrobes for our appointments.  A couple of hours later we returned, all dolled up and still wrapped in plush white terrycloth.  They grabbed their clothes from their own rooms and piled into mine to get ready.  Another hour later, and we were all dressed.  I was in my simple white dress and they in their navy ones.  The concierge downstairs called my room to announce that the car service was there, so we headed out with one last group hug.

The chapel was adorable, and as we snuck into the small bridal room, we saw a few friends start to arrive.  I felt my heart beating faster when I saw Tonya slink in with her blonde mane flowing and her generous tits bouncing underneath her skimpy sundress.  All of the men’s eyes were following her every move and I grinned to myself.

The time finally came and my friends all trailed out one by one for the procession.  Then it was my turn.  Rick looked so handsome up there in his tuxedo, and I loved the way his dark eyes lit up when he saw me.  The vows were a blur and it was over before I knew it.  We sauntered out to the car waiting for us under a flurry of whoops and flower petals.  The reception was back at the hotel where everyone was staying, in one of their private little rooms, and our driver took the long way so that our guests would beat us there.  They all hugged us as we entered and Tonya squeezed me extra firmly.

It was party time now.  We had chosen a Mexican food buffet, so tacos were passed out and the margaritas started flowing.  Rick and I took our requisite spin on the dance floor to some slow song I didn’t recognize and then the dance music filled the room.

Rick was hanging out with his buddies in one corner when Tonya snuck up behind me.

“What is it about the virginal white dress?” she whispered in my ear.

I shivered and leaned back into her, her breath tickling my skin.

“And I plan to have you before your brand-new husband.  I’ll get you all nice and ready.”

I gasped softly as her hands slid over my ass and squeezed it lightly, out of sight to everyone.

“Come on,” she urged, tugging at my hand.

Everyone seemed distracted so I let her pull me out of the banquet room and into a large single-room bathroom.  As soon as she locked the door behind us, she pressed me up against it and kissed me hard.

“God, I’ve wanted you since I danced for you in the club,” she murmured against my lips.

I moaned softly and parted my lips to her invading tongue.  She nibbled my lower lip as her hands explored the contours of my breasts.  I was wearing a simple white slip dress, and she slid the straps off my shoulders to bury her face in my cleavage.  Her fingers rolled and pinched my nipples as she licked my flushed skin and I leaned my head back against the door for support.

As her lips closed around one tight little peak, her hands started working my skirt up towards my waist.

“Ooo, white panties even,” she grinned up at me as her fingers traced the outline of my slim thong.

As she continued to kiss my tits and squeeze my ass, she was slowing moving us over to the small bench against the wall.  With a firm push, I was sitting down with my legs spread around her.  She dropped to her knees in front of me and slowly ran her tongue up my inner thigh.  I gasped and wriggled as she grew closer to the very need she had created.  I could feel myself growing wetter and wetter inside my silk panties.

“Wait,” I pleaded breathlessly.

“What?” she blinked up at me, almost irritated at the interruption.

“Before we go any further, I h-have a request,” I stammered nervously.

“Yes?”

“Can I please touch you too?”

She grinned and straightened up so that her chest was right in front of me.  I tugged at the hem of her thin cotton tank top until her sizeable tits popped free.  I ran my fingers lightly over the outer curves and giggled when she shivered.

“Grab me,” she urged.

I closed my hands around them, letting my fingers pinch the taut little rosebud nipples.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, arching her back into my hands.

I kneaded them and finally bent over to pull one of my nipples into my mouth.  I flickered my tongue over the pebbly surface and loved the moan that she rewarded me with.  Back and forth, I tasted her flesh and teased her the way she had been tormenting me.

“I need to taste you,” she finally groaned breathlessly.

She dropped back down and licked my inner thigh again, this time letting her nose bump up against my soaking wet panties.

“Ohhh,” I moaned.

Tonya hooked her thumbs into the straps at my waist and she yanked those panties off with rough intention.  I pulled up my skirt to my waist so I could watch her beautiful face.  Her blue eyes glimmered and shone with desire for me and I was drunk on the feeling.

When her tongue worked its way between my slippery pussy lips, I groaned deeply and lost the ability to keep my eyes open.  The tip of her tongue teased my throbbing clit lightly, drawing little faint circles around it, barely dancing over the surface.  I wanted to reach down and press her face into my body but I gripped the edge of the bench for balance.  The circles grew harder and faster until I felt the most amazing surge inside.  I was within a hair of coming and she paused.

I groaned painfully but she only waited a moment before resuming the light delicate circles.  She slowly sped back up until I was so close and this time she did not stop.  She caught my clit between her lips and flicked her tongue over it hard and fast until I exploded.  I writhed on that bench and buried my hands in her wild blonde hair so I could pull her face against my dripping pussy.

Halfway through my thunderous climax, she slipped two fingers inside me and found a spot that I didn’t believe existed.  I think I screamed her name as I soaked her face and her hand.  Afterwards, she finally withdrew with a glossy grin on her face.

“God I love your pussy,” she said triumphantly.

I sagged on the bench, still breathless in wonder.  She rested her cheek on my thigh and stroked my skin lightly to calm me down.

“Can I taste you too?” I panted.

She chuckled, “Not all the straight girls offer.”

“I’ve never done it before, but I want to please you too.”

We squirmed and wriggled in the small space until she was sitting on the bench with her thighs spread and I was kneeling in front of her.  Her tight little skirt was pulled up to her waist and she was already missing her panties.

I kissed the velvety skin of her inner thighs, and relished the soft gasping moans that slipped from her talented lips.  She smelled of tart raspberries and feminine desire, and I wanted more.  She was indeed completely smooth and I tentatively pressed the flat of my tongue against her.

Her moans spurred me on and I buried my tongue between the slippery folds to find her swollen little clit.  I rubbed and flicked at it, loving the way her hips writhed and she buried one hand in my hair.  I sucked the tiny nub between my lips and flicked my tongue hard.  Tonya’s body went rigid and then I felt the flow of juices over my chin.  I kept flicking and sucking until she grunted and tried to wriggle away.  I rested my head on her thigh as she had done and she gently stroked a stray curl back from my cheek.

When we both finally stood up, she kissed me hard.  It was intoxicating to taste her on my own lips and to taste me on hers.  We straightened out our clothing and she helped me put my fancy hair-do back in place.  When I tried to grab my discarded white silk thong, she snatched it out of my hand with a grin.

“This I get to keep,” she winked.

I giggled as we opened the bathroom door.  Much to her surprise and my horror, my brand new husband was standing on the other side of the door waiting for me.

“I was wondering where you had gotten off to,” Rick said pointedly.

“I, uh, ahem, well…” I stammered as I felt my face go flush.

He leaned over to kiss me and I knew he could smell her on my lips.  He backed up and crossed his arms over his chest.

“She looks like a stripper,” he observed as he candidly looked Tonya up and down.

“I am,” she said proudly.

His face was expressionless as he looked from her to me and back again.  Then suddenly his face split into a huge grin.

“I’m so glad my new wife has good taste!”

I stared at him open-mouthed while Tonya erupted into laughter.

He squeezed in between us and wrapped an arm around each of our waists.  I stood stiffly against him until I looked down and realized that he was sporting a rather noticeable erection.

“What a wedding night this will be,” he declared as he escorted both of us to the elevator.

****

At first, I was admittedly more hesitant to share Tonya with Rick than to share Rick with Tonya but when I realized that she really was not interested in sleeping with any man let alone my husband, I calmed down just a little.  And on his very own wedding night, Rick got to fulfill two fantasies in one.  He had an amazing threesome with his brand-new wife and he (technically) bedded a stripper.

I had never seen him as hard as when he watched me go down on Tonya again.  He was stroking himself as he watched me play with her tits and tease her pussy.  I could hear him groaning as I buried my tongue inside her pussy.  By the time he entered me from behind, I thought he was going to pound her and I through the headboard.  After we all climaxed repeatedly, she made a polite exit but made sure we still had her phone number.

My husband and I have made an annual trip up to Las Vegas every year for our anniversary since then, and for the first few years, we always called Tonya to celebrate with us.  Last year, she did not respond and we sadly filed her away in our memory banks.

But besides that annual trip down memory lane, I had discovered that while I still love and desire my husband, I also enjoy the company of women.  Sometimes I get to play around on my own, but mostly we enjoy a swingers’ lifestyle together.  I was a little surprised that Rick took to it so readily, but he was truly amazed that I embraced it.  Recently, we have even begun partner swapping and not just inviting a woman as our third.  Rick was a little slower to accept another man fucking me, but the first time it just sort of happened and he was crazy aroused by it.

We have met some amazing lovers through the group, and made some terrific friends.  Besides getting to sleep with my sexy husband and a few hot women, I mostly enjoy spending time with other couples who “get it” and who understand that our marriage arrangement may not be made for everyone, but it is perfect for us.


4. A Temporary Encounter: Lesbian Sex with a Co-Worker

When Jenny first meets Andi, she cannot figure out why she is flustered and nervous around her.  After a series of botched encounters, Andi finally gets her alone outside the office but Jenny is still confused.  When Andi corners her in the office, all of the nerves flip into high gear and Jenny discovers just how convincing Andi can be.

I do not know why I remember the first time I saw Andi.  I mean, I know now that we made an impression on each other, but at the time I really did not know why I noticed her.  She was tall, slender but nicely muscular, with short dark brown hair and smiling green eyes.  It sounds all doe-eyed when I describe her, but that does not distract from the fact that that is what she looks like.

I was working as the office manager for a large warehouse.  Single at the time, I had just split up with my most recent boyfriend and was not in the mood to deal with anyone else.  I had moved out of his apartment and found one of my own.  It was small and not in a great part of town, but it was all mine, and that had a certain satisfaction.

I was pretty good at my job.  I worked around warehouse workers and learned very quickly to dress in baggy jeans and loose tee shirts to avoid any workplace discomfort.  I did not need any of those creepy old men making lewd comments like they did when I wore tank tops.  I stuck to the office space as much as possible, unless I needed something specific from the foreman.  I was in charge of the bookkeeping and front office, and that did keep me pretty busy.

My friends liked to go out any night of the week, and while I liked to have as much fun as the next single twenty-four year old, I also liked my job.  I had pretty much relegated my nights out to the weekend which did not always make my friends happy.  Most of them waited tables or tended bar so they had weird schedules.

Andi started working there about a year after I did.  I was walking through the warehouse looking for Robert, the foreman so that he could sign off on a few invoices when I rounded a corner and nearly head-butted the new girl.  Well, when I say head-butted, it would have been more like boob-butted since I am about 5 feet four inches, and she was almost six feet tall.  She let out some sort of screech as did I, and we jumped apart as though there was a giant spider between us.

“I-I-I’m sorry,” I stuttered, bending over to collect my scattered paperwork.

“No, my fault,” she answered, her voice smooth and rich as honey.

I giggled in spite of myself, “I’m Jenny by the way.”

“Andi.”

She reached her hand out to shake mine, and I got all flustered for some unknown reason.  Her green eyes were sparkling at me as though they knew a secret, and when I went to shake her hand, I lost my mind and dropped the papers again.  Now I looked like a real idiot.  But to make matters even better, we simultaneously bent down to collect them for the second time, and collided foreheads.

“Oh God, I’m so sorry.  Again,” now I am really tripping over my own tongue.

She took one giant step back and threw both hands in the air in mock surrender.

“I had no idea this was a hostile workplace,” she laughed.

I giggled again which only irritated me.  I am not a giggler by any stretch, and yet thirty seconds with this tall chick and I was falling all over myself.

I grabbed up the paperwork and clutched it to my chest.

“I really am sorry,” I blurted out as I turned and ran away from her.  I could feel her eyes following me as I disappeared around a stack of boxes, and I thanked whatever karma gods were watching that I did not trip over them.

I spent the rest of the afternoon holed up in my office pretending to catch up on paperwork.  I buzzed Robert’s office and asked him to come sign the invoices just so I did not run into her again.  Literally.

At five o’clock on the dot, I grabbed my purse and darted for the parking lot.  As I peeled out of my parking space in my slightly ‘antique’ Civic, I heard and felt a thump against my trunk.  I checked the rearview mirror and found an unknown black Jeep touching bumpers with me.  I sighed heavily and stepped out of my car.  When Andi stepped out of the Jeep, I nearly died on the spot.

“So is it me personally?  Or do you just not like brunettes?  Or are you anti-gay?” her lips were smiling but this time her eyes were not.

“Oh God, oh, I’m so sorry,” I babble at her for the third time in about four hours.

She bends down to check our bumpers, and I get a peek down the front of her snug white tank top.

“I don’t think there was any damage, so how about we call it even?” she suggested.

I nod, “Thank you, thank you so much.  I can’t really afford…”

I left my voice trail off, realizing that this poor victim of my clumsiness certainly is not interested in the details of my most recent breakup.

She strolls over to me as though she has all the time in the world.

“But now you have to buy me a beer,” she declares.

“A what?”

“You. Buy. Me. A. Beer.” She annunciates sarcastically.  “You are old enough to do that, right?”

“Yes!” I said emphatically and indignantly.

“Well then, follow me.  I know a place where you can find my favorite kind of beer.”

When I climbed back into my car, I rested my forehead on the steering wheel, wondering what sort of evil I had committed to have been given such a day.  I followed the Jeep out of the parking lot at a safe distance, and we ended up at a bar just a few miles away.

Andi held the door open politely for me (although it might have just been self-defense) and we walked into a dimly lit bar that was scattered with a few people.  When I realized that every single person in the room is female, I flashed back to her questions after the little parking lot bump and my heart stopped for a moment.

****

Andi glanced over at me and grinned at my squirming.

“You okay Gracie?”

I rolled my eyes at her and allowed my annoyance to momentarily overwhelm my nervousness just enough to let me swat her bare upper arm.  She laughed and gestured to a table in a far back corner.  I chose to think of it as protection rather than seclusion.

Andi held up two fingers to the bartender who brought over two frosty brown bottles of some unknown microbrew, and I smiled as I handed the stocky woman a $10 bill and waved her off when she said something about change.

“Just flashing that money all over the place?” Andi grinned at me as she took a long pull on her bottle.

I fingered the label on my bottle as thought I was intently studying this new brand, but I could feel Andi’s gaze burning through the top of my head.

“You really that nervous?” she asked quietly.

I nodded, “A little.”

“We don’t have to stay,” Andi offered politely.

“It’s fine.  Beer is beer, right?” I smiled, but I could feel my lips wavering.

“Right,” she said softly as her eyes started scanning around the room.

We finished our drinks in silence, with her looking everywhere but at me and with me picking at the damaged edge of the wooden table.

“Well, thanks for the beer,” she finally said, startling me out of my cocoon.

“Sure, it was the least I could do.  Sorry about today,” I shrugged as I tried to be nonchalant about seeing the inside of a lesbian bar for the first time.

Andi stood so I followed her lead, and we walked out in single file.

“See you tomorrow,” she waved casually as she climbed into her Jeep.

I slid behind the wheel of the Civic and waited until she was well down the street before I pulled out.  This was going to be very awkward at work now.  And I had no idea why I felt bad for the way things went.

The next few days really were awkward.  I do not know if she was doing it on purpose, but it seemed that every time I walked into the warehouse, I would catch a glimpse of her disappearing behind a stack of boxes or a huge shelving unit.  I just ignored it and tried to pretend it was just coincidence, but I really did not believe that.

Come Friday night, I thought I had made it through the week without further damaging our new employee or her belongings.  As I shut down my computer for the weekend, I looked around to make sure the office was clean enough for Monday morning.  I shouldered my purse and let out a yelp when I saw her silently standing in my doorway.

“You scared me!”

“Self-defense,” she grinned.

I rolled my eyes and fought the urge to swat her arm again.  I could still feel her warm skin under my fingers if I let my mind wander back.

“Everyone gone?” I asked.

“Why?  You gonna run me down again and don’t want witnesses?”

“C’mon, I said I was sorry.  And you said there was no damage.”

Andi laughed, “Yeah, I know, sorry.  And yes, everyone is gone.”

I suddenly felt very trapped and self-conscious with her barring my exit.  I shuffled my feet and leaned my ass against the corner my desk.  Andi walked slowly towards me, and I knew that making any sort of exit was going to look very bad now.  She stopped with her long legs standing on either side of mine, distinctly trapping me in place.

“Jenny?” she asked quietly, “Do I make you nervous?”

I nodded mutely.

“Why?  Do you not like gays?”

“N-N-no, it’s not that…” I stuttered, not even sure where to look.

“Then what is it?” she asked quietly.

I shrugged one shoulder, “I don’t know.”

She leaned slightly back and crossed her arms over her chest.  The white tank top accentuated her smooth golden tan and for the first time, I noticed the edges of a black tattoo peeking out from one of the straps.

“What do you think when you look at me?” she asked, startling me with a ‘pop quiz.'

“I-I don’t know, I don’t really know you.”

She shook her head, “I didn’t ask that.  What do you think when you look at me?”

I dragged my eyes away from the curious tattoo and finally looked her square in the eyes.  She was rattling me something awful, and I had no idea why.

“I don’t know.  You just make me nervous.”

Andi nodded, “I see.  Wonder why…”

I shrugged again, and looked away from her green eyes as they grew clouded with emotions that I did not recognize.  Suddenly she leaned forward and rested both palms on the desk next to my hips.  Now our faces were just inches apart, and I could see a faint scar above one eyebrow.  Her skin was smooth golden honey and looked like it would be warm to the touch.  Her green eyes were still swirling with questions and answers that I did not understand.  With her eyes still open and staring into mine, she closed the last few inches and faintly met my lips with hers.

I just sat there and blinked at her with our mouths pressed together chastely.  I felt her lips part slightly, and when her tongue tickled my lower lip, I squirmed.  She broke the lip touch and leaned to my ear.

“Do you want to know why you’re nervous?”

Her warm breath tickled my skin and I shivered.  She exhaled lightly against my neck, and I felt the goosebumps erupt down my arm.

“I think your body knows more about what you want than you do…” she spoke softly, and her voice trailed off into an expectant nothing.

I turned to look at her and this time the kiss was neither faint nor chaste.

****

It’s not that I have what you would call sexual hang-ups or anything, but I had no experience with another woman, only failed relationships with guys.  But when Andi’s mouth pressed against mine with a new kind of urgency, I was nervous to respond.  I didn’t know what to do or expect.

Her tongue teased at the crease of my closed lips, and I felt my body stiffen.  Her warm hands gripped mine, and it was surprisingly soothing.  She released my hands and swiftly lifted me so that I was sitting on the edge of my desk.  My legs naturally parted around her slender hips, and she seized the opportunity to wrap her arms around my waist.

I gasped as I felt her body against mine and when my lips parted, her tongue snuck in.  She tasted of sweetened coffee and spearmint, and her tongue felt good as it danced with mine.  My hands were still gripping the desk firmly as she held me tightly against her body.  I was not participating yet, but I was not pulling away.

Andi broke the kiss with a huff, “Are you really that uninterested?”

“I-It’s not that, I-I just…” my voice waivered as it trailed off.

“Have you ever been with a woman?” she asked softly.

I shook my head as my cheeks turned pink.

Her face softened into a smile, “Well the first step is to release the desk from its death grip.”

I looked down at my hands and giggled as my fingers slowly pried themselves off.  She carefully took my hands and placed them on her own waist.  Her body was muscled but still soft, very different from touching a man.  And my cheeks flushed again when I realized I liked how she felt.  Andi was studying my face and chuckled when she saw my discovery.

“See? Not so bad, right?”

I shook my head and slowly slid my hands around her waist until they met in the back.  Her tummy was pressed against the center of my body, and I fought the urge to squirm.  I wanted to touch more of her, but I was worried she would misread my wriggling.  Instead, I turned my face back up to hers and pulled her closer.

Andi leaned in and kissed me again, with the same urgency as the second one.  This time, I was better prepared for it, and succumbed to the fact that I liked it.

Her lips were soft despite the need I sensed yet her tongue demanded entrance again.  I yielded, letting hers dance against the smooth surface of my teeth and the twisting motions of my own tongue.

I was so focused on her mouth that I did not notice her hands moving down until they had snuck inside the hem of my loose tee shirt.  Her fingertips tickled my tummy, and I giggled against her mouth.

“Ticklish?” she whispered against my neck.

I nodded, and she wriggled her fingers against my tummy again, eliciting more giggles from me.

“What about now?”

Her teeth nipped the side of my throat as her fingernails lightly ran down my lower back, dipping just inside the waistband of my baggy jeans.  I shook my head no, feeling strangely turned on by her touch.  I was worried about liking it too much as my mind began to wonder about what else she had in mind.

Her mouth trailed from my throat to my neck and then my ear.  She kissed and sucked and nibbled and licked at the sensitive area just behind my ear until I was squirming for real.  The harder she pressed her tongue against my skin, the more I wanted.  Suddenly, in one of those flashbulb moments, I realized what she was previewing.  Instead of shrinking away from the thought, my body reacted to the idea by surging damp heat towards my pussy.  In my surprise and desire for her, I dug my nails into her back.  She sunk her teeth into the top of my shoulder roughly and I felt another surge of wet heat.

“Andi,” I whispered softly, letting my hands slide up her back to hold her tightly against myself.

“Jenny,” she replied, “are you sure about this?”

I nodded, “More.  Please.”

I arched into her as she raked her nails up my back and took my tee shirt with them.  She tossed the shirt to the floor and exhaled appreciatively when my full D-cups bounced into her view.

“Good God, where have you been hiding these?” she grinned hungrily.

I giggled and shrugged, “Under here I guess.”

She buried her face between them, letting my warm, soft flesh surround her.  Her adept fingers made quick work of my bra clasp, and I felt it release as my tits fell out of their bonds.  I looked down at the top of her head and was surprised to see that my nipples were taut pink rosebuds.  They usually weren’t responsive but without even touching them, she had made them ache for attention.

Her mouth closed around one while her fingertips grasped the other, and I moaned against her silky hair.  Her tongue flickered quickly over the tiny peak and again I flashed to what else she was implying.  I pulled her head against me as she pinched the other tightly.  I had never really been big on receiving oral, but suddenly my head was filled with thoughts of what she would do to the rest of my body if just my nipples strained for her touch.

With both hands still teasing and tormenting my aching nipples, she slowly kissed her way down my tummy.  I lay back as she moved until I was lying flat against the desk and her tongue was teasing just inside my waistband.

She finally released my tits but paused with her hands on the button of my jeans.

“Jenny?  Tell me no now if you want, but I beg you not to stop me if you let me continue.”

I ran my hand through her feathery brown hair, “Kiss me first.”

She obliged quickly, nearly lying on top of me as her mouth assaulted mine, teeth nipping and tongue making promises I only prayed she could keep.  When she pulled away, I realized that her hands had been busy too, and my jeans lay open between us.  She grinned when she saw the tiny peek of white lace.

Her mouth made a slow, tortuous journey down my neck, through the valley of my tits and down past my belly button to stop just at the top of the triangle of my G-string.  She swiped the tip of her tongue under the lace, eliciting a pained groan as she teased me.

I’m not sure what happened but something sparked in her, and she became urgently needy.  She tugged my jeans off and to the floor until I was wearing nothing but my tiny white lace G-string.

“God, you’re gorgeous,” she breathed, running her hands over my tits, down my smooth flat tummy, and over the swell of my hips.

She exhaled warmly at the damp spot on my panties, and I felt the flush of embarrassment that my arousal had been discovered.  My embarrassment dissolved into desire as she kissed her way up my inner thigh, slowly inching towards my anxious pussy.  She blew cool air against the wet spot and then slowly made her way down the other thigh.  By this time I was squirming and silently pleading with her and it was not from nervousness.  She kissed her way back up the delicate skin of my inner thigh and paused right above the core of my need.

“Tell me what you want,” she whispered softly.

“Oh, oh, please,” I urged her.

“Tell me,” she instructed again, kissing the tiny scrap of lace that separated her mouth from my pussy.

“There, oh, there, oh please,” I begged again.

She rubbed against me with her mouth, the lacy barrier driving me insane.  I wasn’t even aware that my hands were moving until I felt her hair twisted in my fingers.  She looked up from between my thighs with a delicious grin on her face.  She yanked my panties down so fast, it left a burning sensation on my skin.

When I felt her breath moving across my smooth wet flesh, I gasped and writhed on my desk.  And just to torment me further, she pressed my legs further apart and ran her tongue up and down my inner thighs.  Up and down, back and forth, each time inching closer to where I yearned to feel her.

“Ohhh,” I finally exhaled, longing to pull her against me.

She pressed her lips lightly against the closed lips of my pussy, kissing delicately around the sensitive flesh.  I felt her fingers firm against me as she held open my slippery folds and when her tongue finally found the aching source of my need, I bucked so hard I worried that I kicked her.

She swiped the tip of her tongue once across my stiff little clit and then slid down to bury it inside me.

“Oh God,” I moaned loudly, “please…”

When she returned to my clit, she was done with teasing my poor denied pussy.  She drew fast tight little circles over the swollen nub, urging me closer and closer to the edge.  As my body trembled with need, she caught my clit between her lips and flicked her stiffened tongue over the taut surface until I burst.  The sensations were almost overwhelming.  I wanted to push her away and pull her in at the same time.  I arched my back and buried my nails into her scalp, holding her against my pussy until the last shudder was wrenched from my body.

I finally fell back against the desk, panting for breath.  I had never cum from oral before, and I could hardly believe the intensity.  Thinking she would move up to hold me until the aftershocks wore off, I reached for her but instead she dodged my hands and returned her tongue to my overly sensitive flesh.

The quick little flicks were so intense, I tried to squirm away, but she held me fast in place, digging her fingers into my hips.  Just when it got to be right on the edge of painful, I was shocked when I fell into the abyss again.  I came even harder the second time, writhing and squirming on the desk and calling her name into the warm air around us.

When I faded back into reality, I realized that she was lying stretched out next to me on the desk, her fingers lightly stroking my skin.

“Holy hell,” I breathe softly.

She chuckles in response, “I knew you had another one in you.  I suspect there are even more looking for an escape.”

Her fingers dip down between my thighs, and I squirm at the thought of yet another one.

“But what about you?” I asked hesitantly.

“Don’t you worry about me,” she replied calmly.

“How do I please you?” I wanted to return the gift.

Andi propped herself up on her elbow and studied my face, “Pleasing you pleases me.”

“Andi, I want to return it, I want to.”

She slowly unfastens the button of her jeans and slides the zipper down.  I can see the waistband of her cotton panties hugging her chiseled stomach.  She took my hand gently and held it against her lower tummy.

Her skin was warm under my fingers, and I run them back and forth to feel the cuts of her abs.  Her stomach quivered under my touch, and I was emboldened to slide my hand inside the cotton briefs.

The heat radiated out from her pussy, and I could feel her smooth skin getting wetter as I inched southward.  I had no idea how to touch another woman, but I knew how to touch myself so I started with that thought.

She was shaven smooth like me, and so slippery under my fingertips.  Her breath caught in her throat as my fingers grazed underneath, along the outside of her pussy.

“You really don’t have to,” she whispered, her voice shaky with need.

“I want to, Andi,” I replied softly.

And I really did; I wanted to see the look on her face when I touched her.  I knew how she had made me feel, and I wanted to make her feel the same.

Her pussy was tightly closed, but as I ran my fingers up and down through the wetness, they grew puffy and opened to my touch.  When I slid one finger inside and found her swollen little nub, she gasped.  With every slow stroke against her, I could feel Andi’s pulse and breath quicken.

“Like that?” I whispered in her ear.

She shuddered as my breath tickled her skin, and I ran the tip of my tongue up the side of her neck as my finger dragged slowly across her clit.

“Oh God,” she moaned, clutching at my naked hip with her fingers.

She rolled onto her back on the desk, pulling me with her until I was lying on top of her with my hand still buried in her underwear.  Through her snug white tank top, I could see the impressions of her stiff nipples.  My fingertip settled on her throbbing clit as my teeth gently closed around one nipple.  As I rubbed tight fast circles, just like I like, I flicked my tongue hard against her tight nipple.

Her hands dug into my hips as she thrust up against me, and I felt her whole body quake when she came for me.  From my own experience masturbating, I eased off her clit slowly until I was fully stopped and out.  After I withdrew my hand, I stared her straight in the eyes and slowly ran my tongue over the fingers that held her taste.

She groaned low and deep in her chest as I sighed from the sweet taste of her pussy.  I nuzzled against her neck as she enveloped me in her long arms.

****

As it turned out, Andi was just a temporary employee at the warehouse for that week only.  But when I found out this potentially terrible news, I was actually quite excited.  After that Friday night in my office, I knew that I could not work around her and maintain my composure.  Instead, she found another more permanent position, and I discovered all kinds of new positions as her girlfriend.

I’m not saying I would never date a man again, but for now, I am quite content and quite satisfied as Andi’s girlfriend.  I was much less nervous the second time she took me to that bar.

And when I finally did learn how to please her with my tongue, I discovered that she had been right.  My body wanted something that my mind just didn’t know about.


5. A Licking Lesson: Lesbian Sex with the College Professor

When the good Professor first sees Danielle in her classroom, she knows her for the tease she is.  When she sees her tormenting all the boys in the cafeteria, she has her confirmation.  But the good teacher never realizes, until it was her turn, just how hard it would be to turn down the tease of the campus.

I am still not sure how it all happened.  The details are clear, certainly, but the progression is still rather strange and unexpected.  I had noticed this particular student right from the start, and mostly because I can spot a troublemaker from a mile away.

I had been teaching in the nearby university for several years and quite enjoyed it.  The students were surprisingly well behaved over all, although occasionally you did get the problem student.  It was normally a cheerleader that thought she was too good for Algebra or a football player who thought they could sleep through Physics.

And as soon as this particular student strolled into my classroom, I knew we were headed for trouble.  She owned the room from the moment she opened the door on that first day.  All eyes were on her, and she breathed it in like oxygen.  The tight skimpy sundress was a dead giveaway and the way she swung that curtain of auburn hair just screamed that she wanted the attention.

She sauntered across the room and took a seat in the middle of the front row.  I just stared at her in disbelief.  I pride myself on maintaining a professional air when I teach and somehow this twenty-one year old bimbo seemed determined to steal everything.  Her deep green eyes stared right at me, and I swear she puckered her full pink lips intentionally.

I felt my face flush, and I turned towards the table to gather the papers I intended to hand out.  As I made my way up and down the rows to distribute the syllabi and reading lists, I could feel her eyes tracking me.  It was an odd feeling as the instructor.

I saved her row for last, and when I laid the papers on her desk, she ran the tip of her tongue over her bottom lip and winked at me.  I was glad she was facing me so that no one else could see the exchange.  It left my rattled, with a flushed face and a pounding heart.  And I had no idea why.

She showed up to each class period wearing something very similar to that first day, and always sat in the front row.  Sometimes when I was lecturing, she would even make an exaggerated motion to uncross her legs so that I could almost see up her short flouncy skirt.  It was completely inappropriate, but I could not go anything.  If I reported her for the behavior, I would be admitting that I was looking.  And the glint in her eye told me that she knew exactly what was going through my mind.

I was able to strategically avoid any personal contact, by skating out of the classroom ahead of the crowd and disappearing before she could track me down.  I had a nagging suspicion that I would not get away with that for long, and about a month into the semester, she caught up with me.

“Hi, Professor,” she had sneaked up behind me, and her voice sounded as silky as her skin looked.

“H-H-Hello Danielle,” I greeted her professionally and politely.  I did not need her running to the dean and complaining that I had ignored a student.

When she cocked her head to the side and twirled a strand of hair on her finger, I realized that we were in a small side hallway and alone.

“I was wondering,” she was almost whispering as she trailed a finger over the spaghetti strap of her tank top, “when are your office hours?”

I had to lean forward to hear her, and I suddenly realized that it looked as though I was peering down the front of her top.  I snapped up straight, and when I caught her eyes, she was grinning wickedly.

“They are printed on the syllabus, Danielle,” I tried to stay calm.

“I think I’m going to need a lot of help this semester, Professor,” she batted her eyelashes at me intentionally.

“I am happy to assist any of my students,” I hoped my face was not as flushed as it felt.

“Good to know,” she winked at me and spun on her heels.

The tight denim skirt outlined her perfect heart-shaped ass, and she swayed down the hall and around the corner knowingly.  I waited a good minute before trailing after her so that she was long gone.  When I rounded the same corner, I realized that she was leaning up against the wall waiting for me.  With another wink, she disappeared into her next classroom.

The next week, she showed up at my office for the first time.  The button-down shirt was at least one size too small and had one too many buttons unfastened.  Luckily I was seated at my desk and with her standing, she was over me instead of the other way around.  Her khaki shorts stopped just below the round curve of her ass, and when she turned away to select a chair, she made sure to bend over from the waist to accentuate everything.

She finally took a seat and crossed her long tanned legs so that her shorts rode up even higher and her flip-flop dangled loosely from her toes.

I was completely distracted by her body and her display of it, and I was a straight woman.  I cannot even imagine what the poor college boys did around her.  I imagine that the football players licked it up, and the chess players just tripped over their own tongues.

“Professor?”

“Yes?  How can I help you, Danielle?”

“I was wondering,” her fingers were trailing along the plunging neckline of her top, “do you offer private tutoring?”

“Well, I’m available to help, but I don’t know about tutoring specifically.”

“I just don’t understand some of the readings,” she pushed out her lower lip in a provocative pout.

“What don’t you understand?” I was trying desperately to keep the conversation educational in nature.

“Why aren’t there any good hot women in these books?”

“I’m sorry, what?”

“They all talk about these sexy masculine men, but the women are all meek and mild and horrid.  Where are the good sexy women?”

****

“Danielle, I’m afraid I don’t understand.  What exactly is your question?” I was afraid of where she was going.

“There aren’t any modern women in these old books,” she complained, flipping her hair over her shoulder.

I laughed, “Because they are old books, and the authors wrote about the women they knew.”

She huffed her irritation and bent over to gather her things.  She made sure to stay bent over long enough for my eyes to catch a generous peek at her ample cleavage.  When she peeked up at me through thick dark lashes, she grinned because she caught me staring.

“Well, Professor,” she giggled, “I’ll catch you next time.”

I think she swayed her ass intentionally as she sauntered out of my office.  I dabbed at my damp forehead and sighed.  She was a strange one.

The next day we had class again, and she took up her favorite seat directly in front of the table where I stood to lecture.  She was wearing a short flouncy skirt and a tight tank top, and she made sure that she lingered in every suggestive position throughout the class.  She bent over, she crossed and uncrossed her legs, her fingertips played with the spaghetti straps of her top.

When class was over, she lingered long enough with her belongings so that we were the only two left.

“Professor?” her sultry voice had a sing-song quality to it.

“Yes, Danielle?”

“I was wondering, could we finish our discussion now?”

“Well, I don’t have office hours just now, but maybe later,” I tried to deflect her professionally.

“Ok, I’ll swing by then,” with a wink and a flounce she was out the door.

I headed to the cafeteria for lunch and immediately spotted her in the corner surrounded by drooling boys.  She giggled and stroked their arms and flipped her hair.  It was nearly impossible not to see the straining erections in the boys’ jeans as she taunted them.

“She’s really something else,” a familiar voice sounded above my head.

I turned to see a colleague of mine, “Yeah, she’s a handful.  I have her in one of my classes.”

“Does she always distract like that?” the other professor sat down.

“Yeah, it seems so.”

He nodded, “Interesting.  I’ll bet she just a tease, though.”

My surprised laughter burst out, “What?”

“You know, just a tease.  Always promising everything, but never delivering.”

“Mike!  She’s a student!”

He chuckled, “I know, but you have to wonder…  We are surrounded by these impossibly young and sexy college kids every day.  How can you not wonder about things like that?”

I tapped my fingernails on the table, “Oh we wonder, we just don’t talk about it.”

He laughed again, “Fair enough.”

We ate our turkey sandwiches and discussed the upcoming fall break.  Neither of us had any real plans, but it was nice to have a few days off regardless.  I checked my watch and sighed.

“What is it?” Mike was curious as he popped his last potato chip in his mouth.

“Office hours,” I mumbled.

“Ah, they are a pain.  Good luck and may no one come to see you!”

I laughed, “Thanks, I think!”

I headed off to my office and was painfully aware that Danielle had alerted to my movement and peeled away from the gawking boys.  She followed me at a safe distance, and I tried not to hurry or squirm under her watchful eyes.

By the time I reached my office door, she was right behind me, almost pressed against me.  I could smell her light powdery perfume, and her breath was warm on the back of my neck.

“Professor?” she whispered.

“Yes, Danielle?” I tried not to let my voice shake.

“You gonna unlock that door or just stand here in the hall with me against your ass?”

I nearly dropped the key, but I felt that ‘prison rules’ applied and was grateful not to have to bend over.  I finally got the door unlocked, and she was right behind me as I entered.

“Danielle,” I began crisply, “I don’t believe—”

She cut me off abruptly, “Let me guess, you don’t think I’m acting appropriately.”

I nodded, “Something like that.”

“Well, did you see all of those hot football players in the lunchroom with me?”

“Yes…” I answered cautiously.

“Would you believe I am not interested in a single one of them?”

“No?” I was confused.

“No, I’m interested in women.”

“Ah, I see,” I took a seat behind my desk as a shield.

“And Professor?  I’m interested in you.”

I stared at the curvy young woman batting her eyelashes at me, and my heart pounded in my chest.  Either way, I address this issue, I could get fired.

She slowly got up from the chair and intentionally strolled towards me, swaying her hips and making her tits bounce with each step.  She perched on the edge of my desk with her legs crossed, and I could see the entire length of her smooth skin, all the way up to the lower curve of her ass.

“And Professor?” she bent over conspiratorially.

“Y-Yes?”

“I think you’re interested in me too.”

I stared up at her, just blinking silently as her full breasts stared back at me.  With a grin, she hopped down from my desk and slowly stalked around to my side.  She wriggled between me and the desk and leaned backwards, thrusting her chest in the air towards me.

“D- Danielle?” my voice caught in my throat.

“Yes, Professor?”

“Wh-Wh-What are you doing?”

She leaned forward, rested both hands on the back of my chair, and brushed her lips against my ear.  I shivered at her touch, and she left a slow trail of faint kisses over my cheek and across my jaw line.  She paused with her lips just millimeters from mine, and I stared into her emerald eyes.  And as the pure sexuality of her washed around me, I could not come up with one single reason to push her away.

****

I held my breath as Danielle watched me, and she slowly closed the distance between us until I felt her warm lips against mine.  They were softer than any other lips I had ever felt, but there was urgency in the kiss itself.  She wanted me to respond, and she wanted me to like it.

My body felt flush and overheated as her tongue tickled my lower lip.  I was still frozen to my chair with my hands in my lap as she kissed me.  I sighed softly, and she (correctly) took that as my approval for what was happening.

Danielle threaded one hand through my hair and held my face to hers.  With her other hand still braced on the back of my chair, she slowly sat down until she was straddling my lap.  Her full breasts pressed against mine firmly, and she pulled away from my lips.

While staring directly into my eyes, she picked up both of my hands and placed them on her waist.

“Professor, I won’t bite.  Well, not until you ask me to,” she smiled, a little less cocky but still full of arrogance.

Her body was soft yet firm, and warm under my hands.  The tank top was stretched tightly over her large tits and the way she was sitting, they were right in front of my eyes.  Her flouncy little skirt was spread out over both of our laps, and I was trying not to think about the fact that her panties were directly on top of my slacks.

I slid my hands from her waist around to her lower back, and she leaned forward into me.  This time, when she kissed me, it felt less forced.  Her body was pressed against mine, and I let her tongue plunder my mouth.  She tasted like strawberries and peppermint, and it was addictive.

Her hips were rolling back and forth on my lap as my hands slipped lower to her ass.  She gasped slightly when I pressed her down against my leg, and I let her rub herself against me.  She felt amazing against me, like nothing I had ever felt before.  She was soft yet taut, gentle yet persuasive, eager yet shy.

My eyes drifted down to the cleavage in front of me, and she followed my gaze.

“It’s okay, touch them,” she encouraged me with a grin.

I brushed my fingertips against the outer curve of one of them, and she sighed.  They yielded to my touch yet kept their firmness.  I moved my other hand and lightly cupped both of them.  My thumbs brushed against the peaks under the thin cotton, and she gasped and arched her back.  I pinched both of the nubs firmly, and she pulled away.

I must have looked worried because she shook her head and me and with a dramatic flourish, pulled the tank top over her head and tossed it on my desk.  Her tits were even larger than I imagined, and they bounced slightly when they were freed from their clothing.  The flesh was smooth and tan with tight pink nipples in the centers.  I had never seen tits up close like that, but as she sat there proudly, I could not help but touch.

Her flesh was warm when I wrapped my hands around them, and she was smiling at my amazement.  I brushed my thumbs against her nipples again.  They felt rubbery and hard like mine get.

“Harder,” she sighed.

I pinched them, rolling my fingers back and forth and pulling slightly.  She covered my hands with hers and pressed my fingers into her own flesh roughly.  As we both grabbed her tits, she kissed me again.  Not soft and gentle, but hard and demanding.  Her tongue darted in and out of my mouth, tracing along the lines of my teeth.

Suddenly she pulled away, leaving me panting and wanting more even though I did not know exactly what I wanted.  I gave her a confused look when she stood up but gasped when she pried my thighs apart and crouched down to the floor.

With nimble fingers, she unbuttoned and unzipped my slacks and managed to wriggle them down and off until I was left in nothing but my blouse and my satin panties.  Her lips were hot and ready as she kissed her way up my thigh.  When her fingers grazed against my panties, I was surprised to realize that they were slippery against my smooth skin.

“Professor?”

“Uh huh?” I was lost in a haze of lust for my student.

“I think you like this,” she was grinning wickedly up at me.

I nodded, distrusting my own voice.

She straightened up and pushed my blouse up and over my head.  She ooo-ed and ahh-ed over my perky little tits in their satin bra, and made quick work of the front clasp.  When her warm mouth closed over one of my tight little nipples, I gasped and arched into her touch.  Her tongue teased the sensitive nub until I was writhing in my chair.  She tormented the other one just as much, letting her fingers trail casually up and down the wet spot on my panties.

I tried to press myself harder against her fingers, but she pulled away, keeping the caress light and teasing.

“Ohhh,” I moaned as she tormented me.

She finally hooked her fingers into the strings at my hips and slowly pulled my panties down my legs.  Her eyes gleamed when she saw the wetness on my shaved skin, and she trailed her tongue up my inner thigh towards my aching pussy.

She pressed her lips to me, kissing me lightly and driving me crazy.  Butterfly kisses all over my pussy until I was squirming and panting.  My nails dug into the cushion of the chair as I tried to control myself.  Just when I thought I had had enough, her tongue dove between my plump lips to taste.

The hot velvet of her tongue against my flesh sent the last of my senses spiraling out of control.  She lifted my legs to her shoulders and circled my clit with just the tip of her tongue.  Slow tormenting circles that drove me mad with desire.

“Danielle,” I moaned as my hand wound through her long hair.

The circling got faster and harder as she centered on my swollen clit.  Faster and harder with each pass until I was ready to boil over with need.  I needed to cum, and I needed her to make me cum.

She kept circling and teasing me, it was exquisite torture.  This ripe young student knew exactly what she was doing.  When she slipped two fingers deep inside my slippery pussy, I bucked on the chair and exploded.  I screamed her name and pulled her face into my body for more.  Her tongue never let up, and as my climax crested, I felt the next one.  I rode the wave of her plunging fingers until I exploded again.  White hot stars burst behind my eyelids, and I dug my nails into her scalp.

As she eased me down, I felt hot and faint and woozy.  She slowly slipped her fingers out of me, and licked them clean of my juices.

“Sweet geezus,” I breathed.

She chuckled, “You okay Professor?”

I nodded limply as she rested her cheek on my heaving chest.

“Wh-Wh-What can I do for you?” I was eager to please her just as much.

In a flash, she was straddling my lap again and guiding my hand to her slick pussy.  That damn clit-tease was not even wearing panties.  My fingers slid around in her wetness, and I loved the way she felt.  Her clit was swollen and hot as I rubbed it and when the tip of my finger slipped inside, it felt like a tunnel of hot wet satin.

“Further,” she gasped, trying to push my fingers deeper inside.

I slid them in further until I found what she wanted me to find.  There was a raised area towards the back and against the upper wall.  When I rubbed there, she bucked hard against my hand.  I rubbed hard circles against that spot and loved watching her body twist and grind against me.  Her tits were bouncing against my cheek, and I turned my head to catch one of the nipples.  When I closed my lips tightly around it, she gasped and shivered.  I lightly grazed her thick clit with my thumb, and she moaned for me with every touch.  Her body was taut and quivering with need.

I so badly wanted to tease her and to satisfy her at the same time.  Suddenly I released her nipple and withdrew my hand.

“Professor?” she gasped, her body trembling with the nearness of her orgasm.

“Sit up there,” I pointed to the flat surface of my desk.

She looked confused, but the lust won out, and she scrambled to the desk.  She sat on the edge with her legs slightly apart, and I stood up to wriggle my hips in between her thighs.  When I crouched down, her face lit up, and she locked her ankles around my upper back.

She smelled sweet and musky, and as I kissed up her inner thighs, it grew stronger.  Her sweet young pussy was shaved smooth and plump and opening to me.  I could see the wetness glistening and her swollen clit begged for my tongue.

I ran my tongue up the length of her, feeling her hot slippery pussy for the first time.  She tasted even better than she looked and I spiraled my tongue over every inch except for her clit.  She was quivering and shaking, trying to angle herself towards my tongue.  She kept twisting her hips towards my tongue, but I nimbly avoided her clit intentionally.

When I finally closed my lips tightly around her clit, she bucked and pressed herself into my mouth.  With my tongue mimicking the movements of hers and my fingers back inside her against that raised patch, I concentrated on every gasp and wriggle and shudder.  With her clit caught between my lips, I flicked my tongue across the taut surface.  Her tummy started to quake, and I pressed my tongue harder against her clit.  Suddenly her whole body went tense and then it exploded into wetness and movement and screaming.

Her hands on my head pulled my face in tightly, and she locked her legs around my neck.

“Oh God, oh God, oh shit,” she mumbled as she tossed and writhed.

Finally, she pushed my face away and tugged on my arm to get me to stand.

“You little liar,” she gasped breathlessly.

“What?  I never…”

“You’ve done that before,” she accused softly.

I laughed, “Nope, never tasted another pussy before in my life.”

“Well fuck me, you’re a natural,” she laughed.

I kissed her hard, and our tastes mingled on our tongues.  Together we were sweet and musky and savory and tangy.  It was a wine I could have drunk all night.  She sighed into my mouth, and I clasped her close to me.

“So I did okay?” I was suddenly nervous with what appeared to be a very experienced young woman.

“Oh sweetness, yes.  Boys don’t know how to do it at all,” she laughed, “and girls my age are still learning.  You lick like a pro.”

“Thanks, I think,” I laughed, “But… boys?”

“Well, I dated a couple of guys in high school and learned very quickly that I liked the cheerleaders better than the football players.  When the football players got wind of what was happening in those cheerleader hotel rooms, you can bet your sweet ass they jerked off to it, though.  Tits and pussies are so much more fun than waggling cocks.  We had so much fun when the squad traveled for games.  You’d be surprised how many are willing to give it up to a talented tongue.”

I felt my cheeks flush, “Well, um…”

“Oh!  I didn’t mean you, Professor, I meant the other cheerleaders.”

I buried one hand in her auburn waves and cradled her cheek with the other.

“I know, I’m just giving you a hard time.”

“Damn, I mean, I can’t wait to teach you about strap-ons.”

“What?”

****

About a week later, I did learn about strap-ons and dildos and even vibrators.  In fact, Danielle and I spent the remainder of the school year learning every inch of each other’s body.  I also learned about more devices and toys than I knew existed.  I knew from the moment I saw her that she was trouble.  I never dreamed that the trouble would come with multiple orgasms and entire nights filled with sex.  Until I gave in to her seduction, I had no idea that my body was even capable of multiple orgasms.  But now I can hardly live without them.  And I love the fact that I could give them to her as well.  She taught me more than I could have imagined.

It was a particular thrill to see her in the lunchroom, showing off her tits and teasing the boys’ denied cocks.  I loved watching her flirt and flounce in those little skirts and tight tops.  In its own way, I knew it was a show for me too.  And having all those guys drool over her really stoked her fire.  On those nights, she could hardly wait to come over and straddle my face.

She did drop my class so that there was no conflict of interest.  And after the year was over, she graduated and gave me a lovely sendoff night with a jaw-dropping cheerleader outfit and a mouth-watering double-ended dildo.  She kissed me goodbye the next morning, and we made no promises to each other.  I knew I was never going to hear from her again, and I was okay with that.  She was young, and I was new to all of this; making promises that we would only break was just not worth destroying the memories we shared.

Nowadays, I do chuckle privately when Mike ogles a student, but I have never told anyone about my affair with the auburn-haired seductress.  Likewise, I have not shared my bed with any other students since Danielle.

However, I have explored this side of me further and found that I enjoy the company of other women in my bed.  It is something I keep private and do not advertise.  But I have made a few appearances at the local lesbian bars.  I do not know if I would call myself a lesbian now, but if the right pair of tits bounces into my life, I know I can handle it.  And thanks to Danielle, I can give just as good as I get.  Maybe better!
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