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I emerged from my upstairs chambers and descended the grand staircase. Amos stood patiently in the large foyer, driving cap in hand and smiling pleasantly as I moved with deliberation and caution—I had some rather exotic plans for the evening and didn’t want a twisted ankle, courtesy of tumbling in my high-heel shoes, to disrupt those plans. When I reached the main level, Amos bowed his head slightly, smiled devilishly, and spoke.

“You look quite striking this evening, Miss Kitty,” he drawled.

I didn’t question his sincerity. Blonde, blue-eyed, and voluptuous, I was all smooth skin and curves. Big boobs strained against my corset, and ample hips swayed in my snug dress. The reflection in the mirror was never unkind, in fact, I’d even had the good fortune of placing third in the Miss Georgia pageant nearly a decade ago.

“Thank you kindly, Amos. Is the car ready?” I asked.

“Yes, ma’am. Cleaned and spit-shined inside and out! We are ready to go!”

I grinned. “Why, Amos! You went to all that trouble for little ole me?”

Amos blushed—as much as a black man was capable of blushing—and looked down briefly at the cap he twirled in his hands.

“Aw, no trouble Miss Kitty. I’m always happy to oblige.”

“Well, Amos,” I said. “You sure are good to me!”

He smiled again before turning and opening the doors to the front balcony.

“Shall we, Miss Kitty?”

I strode forward, exiting my palatial estate and moving into the comfortable fall evening. Once again, I navigated steps—brick instead of marble this time—to where the pink Cadillac sat in the turnaround in front of the house where Live Oaks flanked either side of the drive all the way to the street of the fine, old estate I called home. I never ceased to be awed by the oaks’ majestic beauty, even after all these years. The big trees were as common as cotton fields in the central Georgia town where I’d grown up and especially common in the affluent suburbs where I’d resided the past ten years.

Settling into the spacious back seat of the late-model Cadillac, I cranked the window down about halfway. Once we got rolling along the road, I’d probably reach over and crank the handle again, leaving the window cracked so as not to mess my hair. Amos gunned the engine and pulled down the long drive toward the street.

I sat back and reflected, counting my lucky stars. Life had been very good to me—even through the bleak moments of loss I’d endured—and I didn’t take the good life for granted. I was a lucky girl! At thirty, I had become a widow. Harrison had died two years previously, in 1955. After a few gin and tonics at a fancy mercantile convention in Atlanta, he’d taken Highway 41 south, heading home. But the dark and rainy night along with the alcohol had consumed him. He’d hit a soft shoulder, flipped down an embankment, and suffered fatal injuries. I had been heartbroken. Harrison Katz had been my best friend. He had been kind, generous, and loving, providing me whatever I desired. Athletic, tall, and handsome, Harrison had selected me as his bride, leaving nearly every debutante in town envious of my good fortune.

Despite growing up in the same small city, we never crossed paths until I began my matriculation at the University of Georgia in Athens. Harrison had been a senior at the time—three years older than me. He’d romanced me like a champ, and we married subsequent to my graduation. By that time, he was embedded in the family cotton business and within a few years was Vice President of the company. When his father passed away in 1953, Harrison took over and never looked back. He spent his days working, and I spent my afternoons decorating and overseeing the remodeling of our grand new home. The post-war economy was booming, everyone liked Ike, and the good times were rolling!

If Harrison had one fault, I suppose it could be said that he had frequently been inattentive in the bedroom. I could count on one hand the times I’d achieved orgasm with him. I don’t mean to speak unkindly of the deceased, especially my deceased husband of whom I was terribly fond, but I almost always had to see to my own pleasure during our eight-year marriage. But sometimes there is a silver lining in even the worst of tragedies. Following a grieving period, I had boldly explored my sexuality, turning my self-pleasuring fantasies into reality. I saw no reason not to. I was a wealthy, young widow, independent, and had a mind of my own. I knew exactly what I wanted and I intended to pursue it.

There was one little snag I had to work around, though. When Harrison died, the family fortune went to me. Suddenly I was on the board of directors and was required to attend meetings I didn’t understand and cared little about. Cotton futures and commodity indexes were of no interest to me, so I did the only thing that made sense. I sold my controlling interest, which made an additional fortune that set me up for life, while still maintaining fifteen percent of the company stock that paid substantial dividends. I was off the hook and more than happy to be stripped of my responsibilities. By this time, I had a new passion, and that was the object of my fantasy, a fantasy that had lurked in my consciousness since my teens. That fantasy was the sexual favors of pretty, young girls!


Sybil and the Soda Fountain

Amos drove past the high school stadium, and I glanced out my window. Friday nights were big in the South, especially during autumn. Students, alumni, and even our senior citizens attended games. I was less interested in the football than I was in the dynamics of the culture following sporting events in our town, and that’s what had me out on this fine Friday evening. The game was breaking up, and based on the sanguine faces of the exiting crowd, I assumed we had won the big game. But Friday nights were fertile grounds for some revelry that allowed me to prey upon an unsuspecting object. I know it sounds bad, but I considered myself a benevolent predator, if such a thing existed. It was my intent to spread pleasure, not misery. But I sometimes preyed on the miserable; it was simply the path of least resistance.

“Quite a crowd tonight, Miss Kitty,” Amos intoned.

“Yes, Amos. I suspect that the fun is just beginning.”

I reached into my pocketbook and extracted a flask of good whiskey from within. Taking my first small sip of the evening, I let the spirits tingle through my core. I wasn’t a big drinker, but a flask of good whiskey paid high dividends on my Friday night adventures. Screwing the cap back into place on the flask, I glanced out the window again. That’s when I saw her.

“Slide into the lot, Amos. We may have a damsel in distress.”

“Yes, ma’am, Miss Kitty.”

Amos parked in the gravel lot but kept the engine running. He glanced back at me and then followed my eyes to what had sparked my interest. A young woman was speaking to a man in animated fashion. She was clearly unhappy as he shrugged off her shouts. While I couldn’t make out her words, the tone was undoubtedly heated. When the man turned and retreated, the woman stood ground, red-faced and angry, shaking her fists with great agitation.

The young woman watched the man walk away with a pain-stricken countenance. That’s when another young woman—a chubby girl with a round, pleasant face—joined her. I watched as they spoke briefly, the chunky girl placing a comforting hand on the angry woman’s arm in a vain attempt to offer solace. Soon, they separated and climbed into the car together, the chubby girl taking the driver’s side.

“Follow them, Amos,” I instructed.

“Yes, Miss Kitty,” he replied.

We traveled toward town and took a right on Main Street. The car containing the two women slowed at Fannie’s, a popular soda fountain and burger joint, before parking on the street a half-block beyond the bustling shop. Amos followed suit, finding a vacated spot just beyond. My trusty driver was out of the car and holding the door open for me in a flash.

“I’ll be right here, Miss Kitty. You have yourself a good time, now,” he said, winking.

I smiled and winked back before sashaying down the sidewalk to the soda fountain shop entrance.

Bright fluorescent lighting greeted me as I popped through the door, and a black and white checkered floor gleamed under the glow. Crowded with fans from the football game, the place was abuzz with noise and activity. I spotted my mark sitting next to the chubby girl on a red-vinyl stool at the counter, as Bill Haley & his Comets blasted Rock around the Clock from a jukebox in the corner. Another girl stood between the two gals, chatting them up. I slid into the only empty spot, right next to the object of my attraction. Pulling lipstick and a compact from my little purse, I proceeded to paint my lips a crimson red.

“What can I get you, ma’am?”

I looked up to see a slender man with the sallow complexion of a heavy smoker standing before me. He wore a paper cap, a white apron, bowtie, and a nametag with “Mac” scrawled on the surface. I chuckled and winked.

“How about a Coca-Cola, Mac?”

“Coming right up, miss,” he said.

I turned toward the girl sitting on the adjacent stool, only to discover she was staring directly at me. She blinked once and looked down at the scarcely touched milkshake she’d ordered. It was then that I noticed the chubby girl and the other young woman making their way toward a group of boys at a table across the aisle.

Looking back at the sullen girl on the stool, I examined her. Thick, black hair done in a pageboy suited her well. Mesmerizing big green eyes accompanied a cute button nose. Her lips were full and painted a dark and inviting shade of pink that I immediately wanted to taste. Tits, nearly as large as mine, strained against her snug white sweater. Her long legs were encased in denim Capri pants, and frilly white socks peeked from saddle oxfords. She surreptitiously cut her eyes in my direction, and I leaned forward, smiling and looking straight at her.

“Hi, hon. Are you not intending to join your friends?” I asked, bobbing my head over my shoulder in the direction of the boys’ table where her two friends had just taken seats.

She stared at me again. It was nothing new. I understood the sexual vibe I gave off, and I could usually tell right away if it was reciprocated. The fact that the girl’s eyes darted to my bosom was just the icing on the cake. She may never have considered being with another woman before, but I had cast my spell.

She licked her lips and gasped. “Huh…what? Oh, them?” She shook her head. “No. I’ve had enough of boys tonight.”

“Is that right?” I asked. “Did something happen, sweetie?”

“Johnny is such a jerk,” she blurted suddenly, her cheeks turning a bit rosier as she spewed. “I hate him!”

“Oh, now, hon, hate is pretty strong language.”

She harrumphed but said nothing more. Instead, she bent and wrapped those succulent lips around the straw extending from her milkshake, sucking a little of the icy drink into her mouth.

“What’s your name, sweetie?” I asked.

“Sybil,” she said. “What’s yours?”

“I’m Kitty,” I offered, demurely placing my right hand in front of her.

She took my hand. Hers was balmy and a little shaky.

“Nice to meet you, Miss Kitty,” she said.

“Boy trouble is no fun, sweetie, but if you need an ear to bend, I’m here for you.”

She swiveled on her stool and faced me, and I leaned close enough to feel her body heat. Little Richard began blaring from the jukebox, so I deftly moved even closer to her under the pretense of having trouble hearing what she was saying.

Sybil went off. It seemed that Johnny had taken an interest in another girl, and had even admitted it to her. She spewed venom for several minutes before taking a breath. But as the jukebox segued to Elvis, it was like someone stuck a quarter in Sybil. She cranked up again, calling Johnny everything but Satan himself. When she finished, I placed an arm around her and pulled her close.

“Well, bless your heart, hon!” I said. “That’s no way to spend a Friday night.”

She sniffled and looked up at me, scrutinizing my comment. Bless your heart had dual meanings in the South. One could be loosely translated as fuck you, bitch! When she was sure my comment had been of the sincere variety, a goofy grin spread across her face, followed by laughter. I joined in.

When the laughter quieted, I pointed to her barely touched milkshake.

“Don’t care for that?” I asked.

She shrugged and took a tentative sip. “It’s fine. I guess I’m just not in the mood for a milkshake right now.”

“How old are you, Sybil?”

“I just turned twenty-one, Miss Kitty. I’m all grown up!” she added saucily.

“Yes, you are, dear!” I paused and gave her a mischievous look. “Perhaps you’d like something a little stronger to drink, hon.”

“Perhaps I would,” she said, trying to sound brassy and bold but coming up a little short in the confidence department.

Her eyes blinked again and she licked those delicious pink lips. Sybil’s head swiveled toward her friends who were engrossed in conversation with the boys they’d just joined.

“I have a car parked outside. How about you and I take a drive and have a little drinkie-poo?” I suggested.

She scrunched her nose and looked over her shoulder once more before lifting her purse from the counter. She shouldered it and stood.

“Let’s go, Miss Kitty. A drink might do me some good!”

I snagged my bottle of Coke, threw a few quarters on the counter for Mac, and escorted Sybil through the exit. I walked behind the young woman and marveled at her shapely ass, wrapped in those tight denim pants. It took a fair measure of restraint not to reach out and stroke her fine fanny, but I managed to keep my hands off her for the time being.

Amos was standing outside of the car smoking a cigarette—a strict rule I enforced. I didn’t say much about his indulgence in the filthy habit, but I forbid smoking inside my car. He extinguished the butt on the ground and picked it up, dropping it into a little baggy—I also disdained littering. He made no comment about Sybil’s presence; he simply opened the back passenger’s door, providing us easy entry into the car. Amos climbed in and fired the engine.

“Oh, my, Miss Kitty!” Sybil exclaimed. “What a nifty car!”

“I’m glad you like it, hon,” I answered. “The big back seat is cozier than a tractor full of hay, don’t you think?”

Her eyes were as big as saucers. “Wow,” she said, caressing the soft leather that covered the interior. “This car is boss! You could sleep in here!”

I chuckled and produced my flask of whiskey as Amos pulled out into traffic. “You could certainly sleep in the back seat of my car,” I thought. “But sleeping was the furthest thing from my mind.”

I handed Sybil the whiskey. “Take a small sip first, sugar, and then you can chase it with this ‘Co-cola.’”

Sybil sipped from the flask, puckered her face, and followed that with a shiver.

I laughed. “Well, hon, I believe a squirrel just pranced over your grave.”

Sybil let out a breathy exhale, and I swapped the soft drink with her in favor of the hard stuff. I allowed a little taste to tickle my tongue before swapping drinks with her again. She boldly took a bigger sip, coughed, and then followed that with a giggle.

We drove around for a bit, and as Sybil became a little tipsy, I scooted over in the big back seat so that my legs bumped hers as we rode. Amos guided the car through the streets of the city with perfection, allowing us silly girls in the back to do our thing.

“Oh, Kitty,” Sybil laughed. “This is so much fun. You are so sweet to take my mind off my troubles.”

“Oh, sugar,” I cooed. “By the time this night’s half over, you will have forgotten all about ole Johnny!”

She giggled again and leaned into me. I took the opportunity to wrap my arm around her as if we were old chums.

“You smell nice,” she said, trying to stifle another giggle but having only limited success.

“Thank you, luv! I got this particular brand at a department store up in Atlanta earlier this year. It’s my favorite.”

I held my neck out to her and guided her face gently into me. She inhaled and a little moan escaped her mouth, just as I placed my other hand on her leg. She settled her head on my shoulder, and I took the opportunity to breathe in her hair. It smelled clean and a little fruity, like maybe she used a strawberry scented shampoo.

“Amos,” I said softly. “It’s such a pretty night with the full moon and the stars out. Why don’t we drive out to Talbot’s pasture and park for a spell?”

“Yes, ma’am, Miss Kitty,” Amos responded.

Twenty minutes later we were in the country, parked on a slope of the pasture that overlooked Potter’s Creek, which fronted a rather lovely stretch of woods. Amos cut the engine and exited the car.

“I’ll step out and have a smoke, Miss Kitty, if’n that’s okay with you.”

“You go right ahead, Amos,” I said.

We had danced this dance before. Amos wouldn’t return until I reached over the seat and tooted the horn, giving him the all clear signal.

The full moon provided substantial lighting, and the reflection from the creek and the starlit evening created a soft glow in the car, almost like a shaded bedside lamp in an otherwise dark room.

Once I was alone with Sybil, I reached under her chin and lifted it. A haunted yet passionate fire burned in her emerald eyes. Her pouty pink lips quivered as I lowered my face to hers. Our mouths caressed each other’s before I pressed into her more forcefully. Much like mine, her lips were made for kissing. We smooched like horny teenagers for minutes, my free hand that had rested on her leg making its ascent up her inner thigh. Sybil gasped and threw her head back, breaking the kiss and providing access to her smooth neck. I kissed her gently and nibbled her ears, and she moaned again before speaking in a raspy voice.

“Oh, Lord, Miss Kitty! What are we doing?”

“We’re having fun, sugar. Don’t you wanna have fun?” I asked as I bit her neck gently and pressed my fingers against her crotch.

“Aaahhh-aaahhh…Ooohhh,” was all she could manage.

“I bet your pussy is on fire, hon, just like mine.”

“Oh, my, goodness. I can’t believe this is happening,” she cried as she spread her legs slightly, giving me better access to her aching quim.

I rubbed Sybil’s pussy through her Capri pants and continued nibbling her neck and ears, her moans of pleasure assuring her consent. Then without notice, I swung a leg over hers and straddled her body. Pressing my boobs against hers, I assaulted her lips with mine. When I released the lip lock I had on her, I shifted upward, planting my cleavage in her face. Her warm breath on my tits made me shiver and caused my already damp pussy to become a hot puddle of flesh. I took one of her hands and guided it up my silky thigh. When I had dressed earlier in the evening, I had seen no reason to encumber myself with undergarments. Her surprise was noteworthy. Sybil gasped yet again when her hand made direct contact with my drenched cunt.

“Play with my pussy, Sybil. I know you want to. Put your fingers inside me, sugar. Love my kitty!”

She released another breathy moan but followed my instructions. The intrusion was delicious. Her fingers danced within me, exploring, sending shockwaves of electric current through my loins.

“Curve your fingers inward, sugar,” I breathed.

I groaned with lust as she fondled the rough patch of nerves on the upper wall of my juicy chasm.

“Yes, girl! Fuck my pussy! Fuck me!”

I pushed her face into my breasts as I humped her hand. Wet slurping sounds filled the car as her digits pounded my slick and syrupy vagina.

“Yes, girl! Yes!” I cried. “I’m gonna cum, sugar! Aaahhh! Ooohhh!”

I exploded on her fingers, bouncing in the back seat of my pink Cadillac like a woman possessed. My orgasm was relentless, charged with overwhelming energy as I coated my young lover with my hot cream.

Breathless and light-headed, I slumped, attempting recovery from a climax that took root as fast and furiously as I could remember. Sybil slowly pulled her fingers from inside me, my scent heavy in the car. She held them out, not sure what to do.

I took charge. Grabbing her gooey paw, I placed it between our lips.

“Lick me off your fingers, girl. Taste me.”

She paused only a split second before eagerly licking my hot production from her digits. I joined her, our tongues sparring with each other’s as we consumed my flavor. Once the licking ceased, she spoke.

“I have never done anything like that before, Miss Kitty,” she breathed. A look of horror battled with lusty delight on her pretty face. “Pastor Jones says such things are sins.”

“Oh, sweetie,” I cooed. “We have lots of sinning left to do. Now get out of those clothes!”

She paused for a split second, so I helped her, getting no real resistance. When I had her down to her lingerie, I examined her briefly before removing her bra. Big, milky-white tits bounced freely, proudly. I couldn’t resist plunging my face into her bosom, devouring her beautiful young breasts. Large, brown areolas anchored turgid nipples that were slightly lighter in color than their base—a hue of pink, hot flesh begging to be sucked. I sampled each breast, moving back and forth between them for several minutes until her nipples were completely pebbled between my lips. I sat back, pulling my dress and corset off and soon we were both naked in the back seat of my luxury automobile.

Positioning Sybil so that she was lying flat on the back seat, I nestled between her legs. I stared at her dark garden, a beautiful and symmetric patch of black curls surrounding her sex. Spreading her legs, I pushed the backs of her thighs upward until her feet touched the roof of the car, the maneuver opening her to me. Pinkish-brown labia, dewy and thick, greeted my gaze, causing me to lick my lips. Her insides resembled a pomegranate, ruby red, and as ripe looking as freshly picked fruit.

“I’m going to lick your sweet pussy now, Sybil,” I breathed. “Tell me you want that!”

She looked as if she might cry, a conflict of emotions brewing on her pretty face. But the fire in her eyes and the fervent nodding of her head didn’t lie. As I hoisted her ample fanny upward, I moved my face south, just inches from her cunt. The release of my hot breath over her pussy had her shivering, so I followed it with another. Now she was squirming in my grasp.

“What is it you want, hon? Tell Miss Kitty,” I teased.

“I…I-uh…uh,” she stammered.

“Say it, sugar,” I said, not unkindly. “Tell Miss Kitty you want her to lick you! To fuck you! To make you cum like a madwoman!”

“Please!” she screeched. “Yes! Please, Miss Kitty. Lick me! LICK ME!”

I dove in. Sybil’s scent was heavenly, a hint of the strawberry shampoo she’d used on her head mixed with the earthy feminine musk of an incredibly horny girl. It filled my senses, burgeoning my already crazed lust for this young beauty. When my tongue traveled through her meaty folds, she bucked and cried out.

“OH!” I teased. “I have a screamer on my hands!”

She whimpered at the void while I spoke, causing me to grin madly.

“Please! Please, Miss Kitty!” she begged, bucking her hips toward my mouth.

I dove back in, attacking her pussy with wicked lashes, licking through her canal and scooping her girly jizz with my tongue. Her taste was more salty than sweet, but a yummy bit of honey on her flesh danced over my palate. Sybil’s ooze was warm, thick, and delicious, and her pubic hair brushing my nose was soft, thick, and luxuriant, trapping her heady aroma. I used two fingers to press her fleshy hood back and once again breathed warm air over her, causing her to moan loudly. Taking mercy on the poor girl, I attacked her pearl with ferocity, swirling my tongue over her slippery and engorged bud. Sybil yelped, a shrill howl that vibrated my automobile, but I was relentless in my mission. As the flicks to her clit continued, I used two fingers from my free hand to enter her. The drumming of her G-spot sent her into orbit. She babbled like a crazed evangelical down at the fundamentalist Baptist church. Her creamy pussy had become a veritable puddle as she bellowed her lust. And then she submitted to the agonizing ecstasy engulfing her body. She didn’t exactly squirt; it was more of a gush—numerous gushes, almost like a man blowing his load. Clear, sticky fluid pumped from her abused vagina, and I caught as much of her tasty nectar in my mouth as I could manage. Sybil continued to babble and cry as she flopped on my back seat like a trout out of water. It took her some time to calm when I finally allowed her to recover, but by this time, my own needs had been rekindled.

I crawled up the girl’s slick frame and kissed her, slipping my tongue in her mouth so she could sample her desire. When I broke the kiss, she began laughing and her face turned a bright shade of red.

“My, girly,” I chided. “You sure made a ruckus.”

“Oh, wow, Miss Kitty,” she purred, eyes dazed with infatuation. “No one has ever done anything like that to me before! Oh, my goodness gracious! You are an amazing woman!”

She pulled me back down and kissed me with renewed passion. I let her get her kisses out, but a storm was churning between my legs. I was past ready to baptize this greenhorn girl in the ways of lady loving.

Pushing up from her, I once again straddled her frame.

“I’m going to sit on your face, honey, and you’re going to lick Miss Kitty’s pussy like a good little girl!”

Her eyes widened before glazing over, but I was up and moving, planting my hot cunt directly over her mouth. Grabbing fistfuls of hair in each hand, I got a little rough with her.

“Eat me,” I nearly hissed. “Lick my pussy, young lady!”

She tentatively prodded my pussy with her tongue, attempting to sample me before the plunge—as if she were tasting wine at a fancy dinner. I was having none of that! I yanked Sybil’s dark hair, bringing her mouth flush against my cunt, the sight of my golden thatch covering the lower half of her face increasing my already overheating desire. I could already see my juices accumulating on her cheeks.

“Fuck me with your tongue, Sybil! Fuck me!”

I must confess; the girl was a quick study. Suddenly, her mouth was devouring my sex. Her tongue penetrated my canal, sending tingles through my core. That’s when I began grinding my pussy onto her face, abrading her delicate skin with my hot box. Then her tongue hit my pearl, rocketing me into another dimension. A symphony of the sweetest music played in my pussy as Sybil conducted the orchestra, plucking each string and striking each cord with magic. My body began to sing the tune of bliss.

“Grab my tits,” I instructed.

Sybil’s hands shot up and kneaded both my breasts, rolling each nipple between her thumb and index finger, sending me over the moon. I ground against her harder, bucking and writhing, feeling the inevitable fiery glow cascading outward from my center. Then that moment arrived—that moment I wished I could freeze forever, that could last for eternity. But it wasn’t to be. I could hold out no longer. I was beyond the point of no return, and I had no recourse but to submit to the raging beast of orgasm soaring through me. I came with ferocity, drenching my new lover with a deluge of liquid love. I shook in her grasp for moments, aftershocks of my climax rifling through me from head to toe. And then, almost sadly, it faded into the moonlit night, almost as if it had been a dream.

Panting, I slid from Sybil’s face and awkwardly slumped backward until our heads were at opposite sides of my big back seat, our legs entangled with one another’s. As I recovered and caught my breath, I took in my latest conquest. I grinned at her and she smiled back. Reaching to the floorboard, I located my pocketbook and extracted the flask of whiskey. We each took a few sips as we lay silently in the car. Then I sat up. Grabbing her clothes, I tossed them to her.

“Get dressed, hon, it’s time to go,” I said.

A sad look crossed her countenance, but she said nothing. Once we were both clothed, we fixed our hair and makeup as best we could before I leaned over the front seat and pressed the horn. Within a minute, Amos was in the driver’s seat, firing the big engine of the fine American automobile.

“Back to the city, please, Amos,” I instructed.

“Yes, Miss Kitty,” Amos replied.

Twenty minutes later we were cruising Main Street.

“Can I take you home, Sybil?” I asked with gentle detachment.

She looked at me for a long moment, uncertainty dancing in her emerald eyes.

“I guess it’s getting late, huh?” she asked.

“Yes, hon, I reckon it is. Tell Amos where you live, sweetie.”

Sybil directed us to a neighborhood of quaint, pre-war homes with tree-lined streets. As we turned onto a lane off the main artery of the neighborhood, she spoke.

“My house is up a block. Please let me off here.”

Amos stopped the car and parked, leaving the motor running. He exited the Caddy, giving us gals a moment or two.

“Will I see you again, Miss Kitty?” she asked, her eyes pleading with a sort of hopeful anxiousness.

I smiled. “I suspect we will bump into each other from time to time, young lady.”

“May I offer you my number?” she asked.

I chewed my lip for a second. “Sure, hon. Write it down for me.”

Sybil removed a small pencil and a little pad from her purse and scribbled her name and number on the top sheet. She smiled coyly as she handed it to me, making sure to brush my fingers with hers. She froze for a second, not sure what the proper departure protocol was following our lusty night together.

I took charge. Reaching out, I grasped her warm paw in mine and gave it a quick squeeze. Then I held up the slip of paper she’d handed me before slipping it into my cleavage. Smiling lustily and winking, I bid her goodnight.

“I enjoyed our evening together, sugar. We’ll talk soon.”

I tapped the window on my side of the car, and within a few seconds, the door on Sybil’s side opened. She gave me one more look of longing, and then she reluctantly climbed from my pink Cadillac. Amos closed the door and stood at the curb, watching my new little plaything scamper toward her home. I watched through the windshield as Sybil took a hard right a little ways down the street, disappearing with only the slightest glance back at the car. I smiled, figuring I’d done the poor girl a good turn. I was pretty darn-spanking-sure that ole Johnny was indeed the furthest thing from her mind!

When we arrived back at my estate, Amos held the door as I exited the back seat.

“Amos,” I said. “Thank you for indulging me tonight!”

He bowed and blushed. “Of course, Miss Kitty. I’m at your service.”

I plucked a crisp fifty-dollar bill from my pocketbook and handed it to my driver.

“Why don’t you run over to the Southside and let one of Lulu’s girls see to you, Amos? Take the Cadillac.”

Amos’s smile widened. “Why thank you, Miss Kitty! I’m much obliged.”

I turned to head into the house, but after two steps I swiveled and produced another fifty. I closed the distance between Amos and me and offered the other bill.

“Maybe you can get a couple of Lulu’s girls to take care of you, Amos.”

He took the money graciously and inclined his head once more. I winked and touched his arm before turning again, this time taking the steps to my balcony and disappearing inside. I figured a good soak in the tub would be a perfect ending to a splendid evening.


Mary Kate Watkins Serves a Customer

Sitting at the breakfast-room table, I sipped coffee and surveyed the local paper. The autumn morning was beautiful, but I kept having to shift because the sunshine breaching the bay window on the east side of the kitchen was causing my head to ache from the glare. Finally, I got up and moved to the other side of the table, the sun now at my back. But after five or ten minutes, I was roasting from its powerful rays. Frustrated, I tossed the paper down and got up to pour myself another cup of coffee. Leaning against the counter, my thoughts drifted back to the previous night. Sybil had been a lot of fun, and I certainly considered keeping my options open for a repeat performance in the coming months—she was quite the tasty tart. But I surely wasn’t looking for love, so the dreamy looks Sybil had given me after our rendezvous gave me pause. I was a busy woman, after all—albeit a very horny one. I didn’t, however, need a love-crazed young woman beating down my doors—even if I did find a touch of guilty pleasure in making certain girls fall for me. Deep down, I didn’t want to hurt anyone, but I just couldn’t deny the cheap thrill it gave me to make a girl like Sybil squirm.

I sighed and rinsed out my coffee cup. As I turned away from the sink, my cook and housekeeper, Ellie, scurried into the room. I smiled. Gray-haired and grandmotherly, Ellie was quite a character. A woman in constant motion despite her advancing years, she combined hard work with a compassionate yet saucy personality. She plucked the paper from the kitchen table, showering me with a disapproving glance as she did. When she approached the counter where I stood, she coiled the paper and gave me a gentle swat on the arm with it before tossing it into the waste bin.

“Girl! If you didn’t have me to look after you, you’d have to clear a path just to walk through this house!”

It was gross hyperbole. I was fairly neat, but Ellie was downright nitpicky when it came to a clean house. I smiled again, taking in the tiny creature who’d worked in my home for nearly a decade. Barely five feet tall, Ellie likely weighed under 100 pounds soaking wet. Flat as an ironing board, she had thin arms tapering to bony hands covered in liver spots. Tiny feet, always encased in sensible black shoes, squeaked as she hustled through the kitchen. I found the sound comforting, maybe because I was so fond of her.

“Now, Miss Kitty, you never told me what you want for dinner tonight. You do remember that Reverend Olson and his wife are coming for supper, right?” she asked. “I believe their daughter is coming too.”

“Yes, Ellie, I remember.”

Our new reverend at the Episcopal Church was coming by to get better acquainted, and I had offered to serve them supper. I had yet to meet his daughter and had only been briefly introduced to his wife.

“Well?” she asked.

She had stopped prancing around the kitchen but still couldn’t keep still. With hands on her hips and one leg slightly bent, Ellie tapped her foot impatiently.

“I’m going to have Amos carry me out to the Watkins’ place, Ellie. I think a nice baked ham would be perfect for our little gathering.”

She nodded. “Okay, Miss Kitty. Ham will do. I’ll make some of my mac’n’cheese along with yams and biscuits. Perhaps a blackberry cobbler for dessert.”

“That sounds yummy, Ellie!”

She twisted her lips and scrutinized me.

“I haven’t been out to the Watkins’ place in several years—not since the missus passed. How’s old Joe Watkins doing?”

“I expect he’s getting along just fine, Ellie, considering the circumstances.”

She nodded. “I reckon that girl of his is nineteen or twenty by now, huh?”

“I reckon so, Ellie.”

“Pretty little thing she was, but I fear that child ain’t got a lick of sense…dumb as a doorknob, that girl.”

“Well, Ellie, I’m not so sure. She’s just simple country folk. I know she’s a heap of help to her Daddy.”

Ellie held up a hand, indicating she didn’t want to dispute my assessment of the Watkins girl, an unusual occurrence for her.

“Well, child, I better get busy sprucing up the place and polishing the silver. I expect you’ll want to use the good China tonight?”

I smiled and she nodded before hustling from the kitchen to start her chores. As she pranced from the room, she called over her shoulder.

“Try not to make a mess of the house, young lady. I don’t favor having to clean it twice before our guests arrive.”

“Oh, Ellie,” I laughed. “You’ll clean it twice anyway, whether I make the slightest mess or not. Go on with yourself, old girl!”

I shook my head and headed outside to the carriage house where Amos had made a nice little home for himself. My pink Cadillac sat in the turnaround, gleaming in the sunlight, as shiny as a brand-new penny.

I smiled as I approached the doorway to Amos’s neat little home. A pleasant tune wafted through open windows, serenading me with an impromptu performance courtesy of my unsuspecting driver. Amos sat on a scarred wooden chair, strumming a ukulele and singing an old bluesy song. He didn’t see me right away, so I stood in the doorway and listened. A baritone voice that flowed like molasses echoed in his chambers. His singing was sad and sweet and of excellent quality, his playing of the little musical instrument flawless. I got lost momentarily as he sang and played, a feeling of nostalgia and loss I couldn’t quite place nipping at my senses. Leaning against the doorframe, I closed my eyes and listened until he finished the tune. When I opened my eyes, Amos was turning in the chair, startled and visibly embarrassed at the encroachment to what he thought was a solitary rendering of his noteworthy talents.

He opened his mouth to speak, but I was already clapping my hands, applauding his performance.

“Why, Amos! That was simply beautiful. Bravo, my friend.”

“Miss Kitty,” he started. “I had no idea you was there.”

“I’m sorry, Amos. I didn’t mean to intrude on your solitude, but I didn’t want to interrupt your song by announcing my presence. I enjoyed it thoroughly,” I added.

“That’s quite all right, Miss Kitty.” He gently set the ukulele down and rubbed his hands together. “Was there something you needed?”

“There is, Amos. We need to make a run over to the Watkins’ place and fetch a ham for supper. The reverend and his family will come calling tonight.”

“Old Joe Watkins?”

“Yes, Amos, that’s the one.”

“I never been up to his place before, Miss Kitty. Do you know how to get there?”

I nodded. “I do! We run out south of town, past Cooter Monroe’s, and hook a left on the old country road. There’s a cow pasture that goes on forever it seems, and where the fencing ends, we’ll turn right. Might take us a half hour—forty-five minutes tops.”

“Give me five minutes, Miss Kitty, and I’ll have the car ready.”

I nodded and headed back to the house.

The drive out to the pig farm was pleasant. Abundant sun with temperatures in the low 70s made for a lovely ride. A long gravel road ran adjacent to the cow pasture that led to our destination, ending near a neat, two-story farmhouse. Amos brought the Cadillac to rest on the grass between the house and a freshly painted barn. A large area in front of the barn was home to numerous hogs, slogging about in the muddy terrain inside a fence. I looked around and frowned.

“Dang!” I said. “I hope we didn’t make this trip for nothing, Amos! I don’t see hide nor hair of Joe’s truck. It’s usually parked next to the barn.”

Amos peered at me in the rearview mirror and twisted his mouth into a thoughtful expression. Then my eye caught movement to the right; it was a sight to behold.

Mary Kate Watkins, dressed in denim overalls and a clean white tank top, strolled across the grassy area between the barn and the house. She carried a big steel pail in each hand, apparently heading for the well situated between the two structures. I licked my lips. It had been two years since I’d last seen her, and she had been quite stunning back then. If possible, she was even more stunning now. She stopped in mid-stride, cocked her head at us, and then proceeded to set the pails on the ground.

Amos climbed from the car and opened my door. I slid out and faced the young woman who was now skipping down a little slope toward us. When she got close enough to recognize me, a big smile spread across her face as she waved in a most animated fashion.

“Well, Miss Kitty,” she drawled. “I ain’t seen you in a month of Sundays.”

She stopped a few feet from me and I took her in.

“Well, well, Mary Kate,” I said. “You’ve gotten prettier than a store-bought doll!”

She held her hands up and waved them excitedly before squinting and turning her head to the side in an exaggerated display of appreciation for the flattery I’d served up.

“Oh, Miss Kitty, hush now,” she squealed, now hugging herself with nicely toned arms, a sprinkling of light freckles covering her sinewy and sun-kissed limbs.

“So, Mary Kate, where’s your daddy?”

She made a little wave of her hands. “He’s gone for most of the day, Miss Kitty. He had to help Uncle Bubba build a few deer stands in the woods over Warner Robbins way. I ‘spect he won’t be back ‘til sundown. What brings you to our neck of the woods?”

The news of her being left all alone on the farm along with her piercing blue eyes gazing into mine had temporarily put my mission to procure a ham for dinner on hold. I took her in. Thin but shapely, with small perky tits poking against the material of her tank top, Mary Kate had rendered me momentarily flummoxed. And while overalls may not have been considered the sexiest apparel in the world, she made it a close call. The somewhat baggy attire didn’t completely obscure what lay within. Long, coltish legs, extending from a cute little bottom, had instantly gotten me more than a little hot-in-the-bother. She even managed to make the dusty work boots, partially covered with the hem of her overalls, look sexy as all get-out!

“We came to purchase a ham, Mary Kate,” I finally managed. “Do you think you can handle that transaction in your daddy’s absence?”

“I expect I can, Miss Kitty. Come on in the house and I’ll get one ready for ya.”

She smiled prettily and then ran a pink tongue over her perfectly puffy lips before waving me along. I glanced at Amos who smiled and nodded. My driver gave me a little wink before I turned from his gaze and followed Mary Kate into the house.

She led me up wooden steps to a porch with two rockers positioned to the left of the front door. I followed her into the house, watching her cute pigtails bounce and flop as she danced down the hallway, past the front room, and into a large kitchen. The spacious area smelled of hickory and fresh country air. I breathed in the pleasant aroma and smiled. A sturdy butcher-block table sat in the middle of the kitchen, pitted and scarred from use.

“I got a nice seven-pound half ham in the cooler, Miss Kitty. You make yourself at home while I round it up.”

I leaned against the cutting table and waited for Mary Kate to fetch my order. She returned presently, hefting a delicious looking ham wrapped in a clear bag.

“Here, Miss Kitty, let’s have a look.”

She opened the bag, allowing me to inspect the ham. As I moved next to her, she subtly inched toward me, so our bodies brushed each other’s.

Although I didn’t visit the Watkins place often, I had encountered Mary Kate a half dozen times over the years, our first meeting when she had barely reached her teens. I had sensed even then an advanced sexuality about her, and the way she’d looked at me had told me with almost undeniable clarity that she was up for mischief—likely Sapphic mischief. It had been an unspoken vibe between us during the past six or seven years. But two things had prevented anything coming of it. First, and most importantly, she had been a minor every time I’d seen her in the past. And secondly, her father had always been present when I’d come to purchase their meats. But Mary Kate Watkins and her nubile young body had been a gnawing and haunting fantasy for me over the past several years. And now she was an adult and her daddy was off building deer stands, not due to return until evening.

I reached up and stroked one of her pigtails. “You have such pretty red hair, Mary Kate,” I said. “It’s smooth and silky. I like that.”

She turned toward me, leaving the ham unattended on the big table. Her eyes were half-lidded and her lips slightly parted. She reached up and rubbed the hand I had on her hair, gently moving it to her cheek. Her smooth skin was as creamy as whipped butter and just as soft, unblemished and warm. Mary Kate caressed her cheek with my hand a few times before moving my paw to her mouth. A shiver shot down my spine when her warm and moist mouth with those full pouty lips kissed my hand.

“Miss Kitty, can I tell you a secret?” she breathed.

“What’s that, sugar?” I whispered.

“I’ve always fancied you, ya know. You ain’t so highfalutin like them other debutantes who come around.”

I pulled my hand down and stepped in, kissing her full on the mouth. Mary Kate Watkins kissed me back with hunger, a passionate urgency that could wait no longer. Her mouth on mine felt divine, causing the juices to flow in my eager pussy. As I continued kissing her, I reached up and removed the straps from her shoulders, dropping the denim garment to the floor in a heap. I had her out of her tank top in a flash, revealing small breasts with long pink nipples, now standing at full attention. Bending down, I took a stiffened bud into my mouth, sucking her while swirling my tongue over her engorged flesh.

“Oh, Miss Kitty! What you do to me!” she moaned.

I grinned as I released her and brought my mouth to her peach of an ear. I nibbled her lobe as I breathed hot breath down her neck. She moaned again and I whispered into her ear.

“I’m going to kiss your pussy now, country girl, and when I do, you’re gonna squeal louder’n a pig at slaughter.”

She stepped out of her crumpled overalls, leaving her in her work boots and a pair of white, boy’s boxers. I yanked the boxers down and left them piled with the overalls. A fiery bush of red pubic hair greeted my gaze, glistening pink, protuberant lips peeking through her thatch. I licked my lips again.

“You can leave the boots on,” I said.

“Whatever you say, Miss Kitty,” she breathed. “Make me your little plaything.”

I turned the girl and popped her fanny lightly, causing her to giggle.

“Up on that table, young lady!” I commanded. “I’ll have you on all fours.”

She pushed the ham to the side and climbed onto the butcher-block table, placing her ripe, sweet ass in my face. Her pussy, with those curly red hairs flanking rosy lips, looked as delicious as a freshly baked peach cobbler. I dove in, nestling my face between her mouth-watering cheeks. She was clean and fresh, likely having just bathed, but her feminine aroma was thick and heady—just the way I liked it. I devoured the girl, briskly licking through the delicate folds of her labia and the crack of her ass. I nibbled and licked her flesh like a kitten lapping from a saucer of milk. My hands found her taut little fanny, kneading her butt cheeks as I tongued her slick cunt. I continued with bold strokes, licking my way up her wet slit and swirling her puckered rosette aggressively. Mary Kate turned her pretty face over her shoulder, grinning like a Cheshire Cat.

“Oh, Miss Kitty! Jiminy Crickets! You make me feel so good! OH, GAWD!” she bellowed, her loud cries ricocheting off the kitchen walls.

I rolled her pink pearl between my thumb and index finger as I used my coiled tongue to explore her depths. She emitted a shrill squeal when I did, bouncing and bucking like a girl gone wild. When I got my other thumb inside her butthole, she screamed bloody murder.

I stayed the course, pounding her hole with my tongue as my fingers continued their assault on her bud. I probed deeper into her asshole, pushing her over the edge. Luckily, the nearest neighbors were miles away because Mary Kate’s screams nearly brought the walls down. The country girl, dressed only in her work boots, soaked me with frothy fluid as she orgasmed—shaking and shouting, pounding the sturdy table with her fists. I didn’t relent, bringing several more waves of bliss through her tortured quim before I took mercy.

Mary Kate Watkins slumped on the table, whimpering like a child lost in the woods, but her fine ass remained in the air. I’m not sure what got into me, but I reached over to a basket of kitchen utensils on the table and snatched a metal spatula. Her butt was practically begging to be smacked. I brought the business end down on her ass, hitting her flush on her right cheek. Her yelp was followed by a giggle, confirming my suspicions about what a freak this girl truly was.

“I’ve been a bad girl, Miss Kitty. I need a whoopin’,” she chortled.

I brought the spatula down again, and then a third time. Smiling, I stepped back and admired my handiwork. The grids from the utensil had left parallel crimson marks across her sweet ass. Then something else caught my eye. Reaching out again, I plucked a whisk with a seven-inch grip from the basket. The handle was made of smooth varnished wood, the perfect implement for my devious plan. Her giggles ceased and were replaced by a gasping intake of air when I inserted the whisk inside her pussy.

“OH! Aaahhh,” screeched Mary Kate as I plunged inside her delicate kitty.

Only a small portion of the handle was visible as the tool stretched her pretty pussy. The tangled metal wires extending from her twat looked deliciously obscene. I left the whisk in place and swatted her again with the spatula.

“Yeeeeeeee!” she cried, but I didn’t give her a chance to say much more.

I started working the whisk in and out of her cunt, pounding her roughly with the makeshift dildo. We found a rhythm; she began pushing back, meeting every thrust from me with one of her own. Intermittently, I would smack her hard with the spatula, producing cries of lust from the crazed country girl. Then she stiffened, followed by a manic and uncontrollable shaking fit. Another shrill cry flew from her lips as she submitted to the powerful orgasm rattling her core. Her juices poured down her inner thighs until they dripped on the scarred and pitted table. I smacked her over and over as she came, further reddening her already crimson bottom. When I finally ceased my assault, I removed the whisk and pushed her over.

Mary Kate Watkins lay on her back, starry-eyed and dazed from the exertion. While she recovered, I slipped out of my jeans and blouse, piling my clothes alongside hers until I was completely naked. Climbing onto the table, I gave her a devilish grin.

“Have you ever eaten a pussy, Mary Kate?” I asked.

“No, ma’am, Miss Kitty,” she whispered, eyes still glazed.

I straddled her, the golden hairs around my sex only inches above her face. I could feel the dewy production from my overheated cunt coating my labia.

“Stick that sexy little tongue out, country girl! You’re fixin’ to taste Miss Kitty’s delicious pussy.”

She did as instructed, and I settled upon her, my blonde pubic hair caressing her nose.

“Kiss my pussy, hon. Lick it like it’s cookie dough on a spoon!”

She needed no further directions. Her tongue found my slit, working its way through my dripping cunt, collecting my frothy desire. Her eyes became half-lidded, telling me she adored the forbidden first taste of another woman.

“Yes, girl,” I screeched. “Fuck my sweet pussy! Lick it, Mary Kate!”

She reached up with both hands and grabbed my ass, greedily running her hands over my backside. Her tongue exploring my sex felt amazing; it was as if she was born to eat pussy. I reached under her head and pushed my aching twat onto her mouth, grinding against her pretty young face. I rode her like a bucking bronco as she zeroed in on my clit. With the flat of her tongue, she began lapping my bud with long strokes, igniting fireworks in my belly. The flame spread outward, fiery flashes intensifying with each bold stroke. My thighs began shaking uncontrollably, and I threw my head back in sheer bliss as the first wave of orgasm took hold. I screamed like a banshee as Mary Kate Watkins laid siege to my tortured quim. I looked down and tried to scream again, but my voice caught in my throat. As my hips rotated, her head weaved and bobbed beneath me, a bizarre and erotic sight that triggered a second wave of heaven through my loins. I creamed my dreamy lover with my juice, soaking her face with cum. Quivering with delight, I hit the pinnacle of bliss. I wasn’t clear if I came a third time or if it was one long continuation of the second orgasm.

Breathless and dizzy, I could take no more. I rolled off of her and lay on the table alongside my little redheaded doll. As I recovered from the mind-blowing climax, I glanced over at her. Dreamy-eyed and smiling, Mary Kate’s face was coated with my girly jizz, reigniting my lust for the kooky country girl.

Sliding off the table, I lifted her long, thin legs into the air and dove between them. Her sex was hot and gooey, her aroma even thicker and earthier than before. I breathed in her luscious scent and went to work. Her clit, slick and salty, was practically throbbing, and I took aim to torture her clamoring cunt. With rapid-fire strokes, I attacked her, wickedly lashing at her pink pearl until she was begging for release. Mary Kate’s cries filled the kitchen, echoing off the walls once again. Her body writhed and bucked with such force that I feared she might suffer whiplash, her thrashing nearly demonic. She released a high-pitched feral cry that likely was heard in the next county as she gushed a deluge of hot pussy nectar into my mouth. I consumed her feminine flavor, lapping at her steaming flesh with renewed vigor. Then she came again, gripping my hair and bouncing her hips wildly.

She lay panting, a hand over her brow as she attempted recovery from my attack. But I wasn’t finished with her. Climbing back onto the table, I pulled her left leg into the air, pressing my hot blonde bush against her red one. Mary Kate’s eyes sprang open as she removed her hand from her face, a confused look of horny desperation covering her countenance. She had no time to protest; I was already fucking her. Our swollen and slick lips rubbed together in delicious union. Wet slurping noises squeaked and squished from our melded pussies. Reaching down with my free hand, I pulled at an erect nipple, eliciting a breathy moan from my captive. Soon, our grinding became more animated, faster and frantic. I felt the familiar sensation brewing once again in my hot box and Mary Kate’s wide eyes and open mouth indicated she was right there with me. Then it happened; we erupted simultaneously, two sex-crazed women screaming in the pig farmer’s kitchen as our collective climaxes sent us to the moon. We were both soaked from navel to thigh as we came together, cries of passion filling the balmy autumn air.

I collapsed on my lover, spent and sated. We lay together for a spell, kissing and nibbling, touching and giggling. Mary Kate had likely lost close to two hours of work, but it didn’t seem to faze her. But I began to be concerned about Amos. He was probably bored out of his mind; I’d need to make it up to him. I gave Mary Kate a final kiss and tried to slide from the table. She held me in her grasp, surprising me with her strength.

“Hon,” I said. “I need to get going. This ham isn’t going to get cooked sitting on this table.”

Mary Kate wrapped her arms and legs around me tightly, squeezing me with all her might.

“Miss Kitty! That was magic! I love you! I want to do this every day! You are so pretty and sexy! I love you! I love you! OH, GAWD!” she prattled on, running her hands all over my backside.

I giggled despite the discomfort her vice-like embrace and loved-crazed endearments had caused me.

“Now, now, Mary Kate. I have to get going. I have folks coming to eat that ham for supper tonight.”

She squeezed me tighter yet and a sinister grin worked the corners of her pretty mouth.

“Daddy is going to Athens next Saturday, Miss Kitty. Maybe you’ll be needing a side of bacon!”

I laughed and gave her a gentle push. She relented and allowed me to untangle from her grasp.

“A side of bacon sounds wonderful, Mary Kate.” I winked and my smile widened. “I expect I can return next weekend for more tasty treats!”

She squealed with delight before we slid off the table and dressed.

I laid a few bills on the table and collected my ham. I gave Mary Kate’s fine little fanny a pinch, and found my way to the front door. A snoozing Amos sat in the driver’s seat of my pink Cadillac, so I tapped him gently on the chest to awaken him. Then I jumped in the car as my driver fired the engine. As we pulled away, I looked back to the house. Mary Kate Watkins stood on the porch, smiling and waving, dressed in her overalls and white tank top. She still had her boots on!


The Reverend’s Daughter

“Girl! Where have you been?” Ellie demanded.

The clock on the kitchen wall showed the time at 2:15 p.m. as I strolled into my kitchen.

“Fetching the ham,” I said, dropping the meat onto the kitchen counter. “The Watkins’ place is a fair piece from here, Ellie. We drove, after all. Did you think we took a chopper?”

Ellie paid little attention to my sarcasm. Instead, she picked up the ham and inspected it. Her demeanor seemed to soften.

“This here ham looks scrumptious! Well, I better get it in the oven. Supper’s at seven.”

I poured a large glass of cool water from a pitcher in the fridge and gulped half before sipping the rest. I selected a banana from a fruit bowl on the kitchen table and took it and another glass of water out to the back balcony. I was hungry but I didn’t want to eat too much and spoil my dinner. I munched the fruit and washed it down with water as I contemplated my past two encounters. I’d struck gold. Sybil had been pursued and conquered, but Mary Kate had been a bit of a surprise. What had occurred at the Watkins farm had been spontaneous, and therefore, a different kind of thrill. I had made the most of the weekend so far, but supper at home with the reverend’s family would be a distinguishable change of pace compared to my Friday night and Saturday afternoon delights. I’d need to get ready and dressed for the evening before too long. But I figured I’d help Ellie do some of the preparations first; she was no kid anymore and I didn’t want her exhausted when our guests arrived.

I bathed and washed my hair around 4:30 and then set out to do my makeup before dressing for the evening. I selected a bewitching red and white polka dot sleeveless dress with a v-neckline, showing cleavage, but not too much. The ample A-line swing skirt billowed to the knee in soft pleats, zipping slyly up the back. A pair of red heels rounded out my outfit and a string of pearls lay ornamental around my neck.

I found Amos with Annie Mae—a young and attractive black girl who helped out with dinner parties from time to time—in my kitchen sharing a dish of chicken and rice.

“Amos, will you be a luv and go to the cellar and fetch me two bottles of that fruity California Merlot that’s been so popular with dinner guests?” I asked.

He stood but I held up a hand.

“There’s no hurry, Amos. You and Annie Mae finish your meal.”

“Thank you, Miss Kitty,” Amos said.

I placed my hand on Annie Mae’s shoulder.

“How are you, hon?” I asked.

She swallowed a mouthful of food, took a drink of milk, and nodded.

“I reckon I’m just fine, Miss Kitty,” she said. “I’ll be going up to college next fall.”

“College!” I exclaimed. “Why, Annie Mae, that’s just splendid! How old are you now?”

“I’m fixin’ to turn eighteen in November, Miss Kitty.”

“Good Lord, girl! The time sure does fly! Where are you going to school?”

“Morehouse College, Miss Kitty. I’m so excited. I plan to be a doctor!”

“Why, Annie Mae!” I exclaimed. “That is just something else! I bet your papa sure is proud.”

Annie Mae took another bite of food, followed it with a gulp of milk, and stood. Smooth ebony legs caught my eye as she pushed the chair back under the table. She smiled and sashayed away and I followed her with my eyes, scrutinizing her in a way I’d never done before. I turned back to Amos.

“That girl is going to make something of herself, Amos!” I exclaimed. “Isn’t that wonderful?”

“Yes’m, Miss Kitty, I expect so.” He stood. “I better skedaddle and fetch those wine bottles for you.”

“Yes, thank you, Amos. Set them on the buffet in the dining room, please.”

“I surely will, Miss Kitty. You enjoy your supper with the reverend’s family now. If’n you need ole Amos, I’ll be in the carriage house.”

Amos took leave and I walked the main floor, inspecting the parlor, living room, and dining room. I needn’t have worried, though. Ellie had seen to everything—the place was immaculate.

It was a little after six-thirty in the evening when Reverend Olson and his family rang the bell. Annie Mae guided them into the parlor where a tray of drinks had been set up to serve our guests. Episcopalians were known for their propensity to have a drink or two, so I made certain we had everything from hard spirits to sweet tea available.

I whisked into the room before they were seated and greeted my guests. Reverend and Mrs. Olson were a handsome couple. He was likely in his mid-fifties, graying around the temples, but with a fit body and a friendly face. He had a healthy, ruddy complexion with a big smile displaying a mouthful of straight white teeth. I shook his hand and welcomed him.

“You remember my wife, Betty, I’m sure,” the reverend said.

“Of course,” I replied, smiling before extending my hand and shaking her gloved one.

Dressed fashionably yet conservatively, Mrs. Olson was attractive, but probably fifteen pounds overweight—thick and curvy with the sturdy ankles of a woman meant to carry a few extra pounds. I estimated she was perhaps eight to ten years younger than her husband. Her smile was friendly and pleasant, her demeanor demure. I turned and looked at their daughter.

“I’m Kitty,” I offered, smiling at the young woman who shyly returned my smile.

She spoke with a syrupy southern accent.

“I’m Virginia Olson, Miss Kitty. I’m very pleased to make your acquaintance.”

I surveyed her. She had her mother’s shape and mimicked her conservative style in clothing choices, but her attire did little to hide the voluptuous body beneath the outfit. While not overweight like her mother, she was far from petite—perhaps pushing the envelope at being considered slightly plump. Big brown eyes, symmetrically proportioned on a cherubic face, worked well with her straight nose and full, pouty lips. Her thick chestnut hair, done in a bouffant, shined in the glow from the parlor lamps. A large bosom strained against her blue, lace-up dress that fell just past her knees, and a pretty blue bowknot tied at her waist separated her skirt from the bodice. A striking young lady to say the least.

“May I offer you all a drink?” I asked.

The reverend selected a fine Scotch that I splashed with a little soda over ice, and Mrs. Olson chose a glass of white wine. I looked at Virginia, who glanced briefly between her parents before settling on a glass of sweet tea. We settled in and made small talk. No surprise that the reverend dominated the conversation, but occasionally Mrs. Olson would pipe in with a comment or two. Virginia Olson seemed happy to let her parents control the conversation, and I discovered that the shy and reticent daughter had recently graduated from Reinhardt College, a Christian school in Waleska, Georgia.

“So what’s the future have in store for you, young lady?” I asked.

She glanced nervously between her parents and her father spoke up.

“She’ll be serving the Lord in our church for the time being,” he said. Then he winked and added, “Of course, I expect she’ll be finding a husband soon. When she does, she’ll be busy raising our grandchildren.”

Virginia blushed and Mrs. Olson briefly touched her husband’s arm before returning her gloved hand to her lap, offering a gentle scolding to her husband concerning their daughter’s embarrassment.

An awkward silence ensued for a moment, but Ellie saved the day by entering the parlor and announcing that supper would now be served in the dining room.

The ham was delicious and Ellie’s mac’n’cheese was out of this world, but the blackberry cobbler served with coffee after dinner was the rave. Ellie had outdone herself. We chatted and laughed for a spell as we sipped our coffees. All in all, I had to confess that the evening was most entertaining, with laughter and spirited conversation—at least from the elder Olsons.

When the conversation began to fade, the reverend leaned back in his chair and rubbed his belly.

“Miss Kitty,” Mrs. Olson said. “That was one scrumptious meal. Thank you for having us.”

Reverend Olson pulled a gold timepiece from his jacket and yawned.

“Well, I expect we should be going. I still need to put the finishing touches on the morning’s sermon.”

I think we were all surprised when Virginia spoke up.

“Oh, Daddy! Can’t we stay for one more cup of coffee? It’s been such a delightful evening.”

He looked at his daughter and offered a sad smile.

“Now, Virginia,” he soothed. “We should let Miss Kitty rest, and you have quite a bit of work to do on those baskets yet.”

“Baskets?” I inquired.

“Yes,” Virginia said glumly. “I have to put together nearly seventy baskets for the Thanksgiving food drive. I’ve set up a room in the church basement where I’m working on it, but it’s slow going.” She glanced at her dad. “And the workspace is dim and cramped. I’ll be down there all afternoon tomorrow following the service, working on those infernal baskets.”

“Now, girl,” Reverend Olson chimed in. “You are doing the Lord’s work. No sacrifice is too great.”

Virginia inclined her head, a miserable look on her pretty face.

“Well, hon, I have some free time tomorrow afternoon. How about I give you a hand with those pesky baskets?” I offered.

Virginia Olson looked at me gratefully. “Oh, Miss Kitty! That would be terrific. Are you sure you don’t mind?”

“Of course not, hon! Don’t give it another thought!”

“Oh, Miss Kitty,” Reverend Olson said. “You don’t need to trouble yourself. Virginia can handle this job.”

Virginia’s eyes shot daggers at her father.

“It’s fine, sir. I’m happy to assist in the good Lord’s work,” I said.

He nodded slowly. “Okay, Miss Kitty. But if you change your mind, please don’t feel obligated.”

I saw the Olson family to the door and ushered them into the night. Ellie and Annie Mae were in the kitchen, cleaning dishes and packing leftovers into the refrigerator when I entered. They looked grateful when I donned an apron and assisted them with their duties. When we were finished with the cleanup, I returned to the parlor and enjoyed a nightcap of the fine Scotch I’d served Reverend Olson. It was nearly half-past eleven when I retired for the evening, climbing the grand staircase to my chambers.

After the morning services, I found my way to the church basement, joining an overwhelmed looking Virginia Olson for an afternoon work session. The late October day had been a warm one, nearly reaching eighty degrees. I had brought a change of clothes and used a storage closet off the small room to change into shorts and a casual blouse before I began with the baskets. We worked steady for nearly ninety minutes, making marked progress with decorating baskets and filling them with non-perishable items to be handed out to the needy.

I found Virginia to be a bright and entertaining young woman—much more gregarious now that she was out of her parents’ shadow. And to my delight, she wasn’t afraid to engage in a little girly gossip while we worked.

“Did you see Slim Johnson’s boy at communion?” Virginia asked.

I smiled and nodded.

“He tossed that bread right into his mouth before the wine got to him. Then instead of crossing himself like he had good sense, that boy stuck his dirty old finger straight into the chalice.” She huffed and resumed her rant. “And if that wasn’t bad enough, he put his nasty finger right into his mouth. Oh, Lord have mercy! If brains were leather, that boy wouldn’t have enough to saddle a June bug!” she roared.

I threw my head back and laughed, and that only encouraged her.

“And what about Mrs. Sanders?” Virginia shook her head and scrunched up her nose like she’d smelled something rotten. “She really thinks that pill-box hat looks good on her. Well, I declare! Her nose is poked so high in the air that she could drown in a rainstorm!”

I was rolling now, and Virginia’s mouth curled at the corners and she joined me in laughter.

“Oh, Miss Kitty, I’m so glad you could help me with this. I’ve been bored to tears down here all alone. I ain’t even seen a church mouse!”

“We made a dent in the task, for certain, Virginia. I’d say this is real progress.”

She nodded and looked at the stacks of baskets we’d pushed into a corner of the small room. But then she shook her head.

“Thing is, Miss Kitty, we don’t have enough space to store all these baskets and work in this room too. But there isn’t any other place to do this. I’m gonna have to figure something out here.”

She sat back in her chair and released a breathy exhale. I gazed at her pretty features and then shot a quick glance at her robust bosom, which threatened to burst through the fabric of her dress. I stood and moved to the other side of the table, navigating my steps around the assortment of baskets piled on the floor. I placed my hands on her shoulders and began to rub her tight muscles. She stiffened at first, but relaxed once I commenced digging into her flesh.

“Oh,” she breathed. “That feels really nice. I’ve just been so worked up over this project that I’m at wit’s end.”

I looked down at her breasts. She’d worn a lighter material that was more open in the front than the previous evening. I suspected that the warm weather had contributed to her choice of clothing. Her cleavage was pale and smooth and as I rubbed her shoulders, I could see her nipples pebble—thick buds straining against the fabric of her outfit. I wasn’t sure, but I thought I detected a slight moan from her as I rubbed her.

I spoke softly. “I have an idea.”

“What’s that?” she asked, almost breathlessly.

“We could put my big dining room table to work. I bet it would provide more than twice the space this little ole table does. That big Cadillac of mine could hold half of the supplies in one trip. I bet you could borrow Mr. Witherspoon’s truck and haul the rest of the material to my house. We can spread out and work on it there…in a sunlit area.”

Virginia Olson reached up and squeezed my hand. “That’s a great idea, Miss Kitty. Are you sure it’s no trouble?”

I slid my hands forward a little, rubbing the front of her shoulders now. She gasped and I leaned down and whispered in her ear.

“We will have so much fun.”

I blew hot breath in her ear, and this time I heard the moan. Moving my hands down a little farther, I caressed the swell of her breasts. I wasn’t sure how she’d react but I felt the odds were in my favor—I could almost always tell. She reacted favorably, throwing her head back and gasping. I kissed her neck and ears as my hands made their descent inside the top of her dress. Then I heard a rapid shuffling on the stairs; Virginia heard it too, and my spell was temporarily broken. I unhanded her and stepped back just as a herd of boys came shuffling down the hall. They stopped at the doorway, pushing in to see what we were doing.

“Howdy, Miss Virginia, how you doing?” asked a buck-toothed boy with red hair and freckles.

“What in tarnation are you kids doing? It sounded like a stampede coming down those stairs.”

The boy’s smile widened. “Aw, we didn’t mean no harm, Miss Virginia. We’re headed to play pool down yonder,” he shouted.

Virginia started to speak but before she could, the boys vanished from the doorway and thundered down the hall.

“Lord have mercy,” she said, rubbing her brow with the back of her hand.

I ran my hand gently along her arm and she shivered.

“I have garden club on Monday, hon,” I said. “I’ll send Amos with the car around ten on Tuesday morning. How does that sound?”

Virginia Olson turned and gazed at me with dreamy eyes, but didn’t speak. I winked and smiled before picking up my purse and exiting the room. I turned in the doorway and graced her with another smile and a little hand wave.

“I’ll see you on Tuesday, doll!”

Then I blew her a kiss and scurried up the stairs and out of the church.

----------

A little past ten on Tuesday morning, Amos pulled into the driveway followed by Virginia in Mr. Witherspoon’s truck. Virginia was in the passenger’s seat and the supplies for our workday were piled in the bed. Mr. Witherspoon had driven her, and I learned presently that while he was happy to help, he’d be needing his truck all afternoon. Amos, Virginia, and I helped Mr. Witherspoon unload the supplies before he scurried into the cab and motored down the drive, waving his hand out the window as he went.

“Amos can run you home later this evening, hon,” I said to Virginia as I glanced over at Amos.

“Right happy to,” he replied, with a slight bow and a tip of his cap.

We spent the next twenty minutes carrying everything into the dining room, and I made it a point to walk behind the lovely reverend’s daughter each time. She was dressed in snug, denim shorts and a black-and-white checkered blouse showing ample cleavage. Her feet were tucked into sensible flats and her luxuriant chestnut hair, resplendent with a big black bow, shined in the late-morning sun. But it was her fine fanny that practically had me drooling. Walking down the hall on our final trip, I stared as she sashayed in front of me, her big ass swinging like church bells on Christmas Day. My mouth ran dry and I had to lick my lips to moisten them.

Ellie wasn’t on hand on Tuesdays; it was her day off. She had run down to Vidalia to see her grandbabies and wasn’t due back until mid-morning on Wednesday. But Annie Mae was in tow, and I commissioned her and Amos to give us a hand. My driver wasn’t much help with decorating the baskets. He seemed a bit flustered trying to get the orange ribbon we were using through the holes of the baskets and was even a bigger disaster trying to tie the bows. He was, however, a good sport about the good-natured ribbing he got from us girls. But Annie Mae was a big help and within three hours, we had all the baskets completed.

“Lordy, Miss Kitty! I don’t know how to thank you! I never dreamed we’d have this done so soon!” Virginia exclaimed.

“Well, hon, we owe Amos and Annie Mae a huge debt of gratitude for all their help,” I said.

My two employees smiled and waved my comments away, but I was having none of it.

“Amos, why don’t you and Annie Mae take a break?” I pulled a few bills from my pocketbook and handed them to Amos. “You two run down to Ray’s and get yourselves a nice catfish platter. Drop in at Fannie’s afterward and buy this little darling a milkshake too,” I added, rubbing the black girl’s back.

Annie Mae’s face lit up.

“Oh, Miss Kitty, how kind of you!” she squealed.

“Well, come on, girl!” Amos said, grabbing his cap and heading out the door, leaving me alone in my house with the reverend’s daughter.

Virginia and I warmed up some leftover ham with mac’n’cheese and sat at the cozy breakfast-room table, eating our lunch. We were washing down our food with glasses of freshly-brewed iced tea when I felt her bare foot run tentatively along my calf. I looked up at her and the dreamy gaze in her eyes suggested that the fire ignited in the church basement on Sunday was still burning brightly. I kicked off my shoe and returned the favor, rubbing her leg up to her inner thigh. She gasped when my foot caressed the fabric in proximity to her pussy. Virginia spread her legs, accommodating my trespass, and I wiggled my toes over the crotch of her shorts. She closed her eyes and moaned. I toyed with her for a spell before removing my foot and standing. She groaned at the void, but I had more than footsy in mind for this juicy and nubile specimen under my spell. By this point, my own needs were brewing between my legs.

Pulling her up and out of her chair, I pinned her against the counter and kissed her hard on the mouth. She kissed me back, matching my passion and wrapping her arms around my waist, grinding her sex against mine. Our tongues tangled and sparred, exploring each other. Virginia brought a muscular and thick thigh up along my leg, hooking her ankle behind my knee, mashing her pussy into mine. I kissed her neck and nibbled her ears, causing her to emit breathy moans onto my shoulder.

“You’ve done this before?” I asked rhetorically, realizing she was no rookie at this.

“Uh-huh,” she breathed. “I have, but never around home.”

I smiled and kissed her again on the mouth. When I broke the kiss, I took Virginia’s hand and led her upstairs and into the master bedroom. I undid the top button of her cotton blouse but didn’t bother with the others. I tugged at her shirt, pulling it over her head. Reaching around her body, I unclasped her bra and let it drop. Two of the most beautiful and monstrous tits I’d ever seen sprang free, bouncing and jiggling before settling into place. Her skin was smooth, soft, and creamy white. Pushing her gently onto my large bed, I undid the buttons on her shorts. Slowly, I slid her pants down, leaving the reverend’s daughter in her underwear. I smiled as I gazed at the young woman.

“My, aren’t we soaked?” I teased, looking at the dark spot on her panties.

I whipped off my own shorts and removed the rest of my clothing in a flash, without ever taking my eyes from Virginia. She watched me, and as I pulled off my undergarments, her eyes panned down and her breathing hastened.

“Now, young lady, let’s get you out of those panties!”

Virginia’s legs dangled over the side of my bed, and I knelt between them. Slowly, I worked my fingers under the elastic of her panties and began easing them from her body. As I did, I leaned in and kissed her navel, suddenly fascinated with it. Her belly was soft and slightly curved, but not at all flabby. Her curves were lovely and perfectly placed on her voluptuous body. I exhaled and shivered as I drew her panties down farther, revealing the dark brown curls above her pussy. Her hair was thick but well-manicured, and her feminine scent wafted up, deliciously teasing my senses with its erotic aroma—the aroma of a horny young girl. As I pulled her panties down, I trailed my tongue southward until her garden tickled my nose, causing me to release a little giggle.

But I was done fooling around. I leaned back and whipped Virginia’s panties down past her ankles before pulling them off her feet. Her pussy was mesmerizing. Pink labia, dewy with anticipation, glistened in the afternoon sun streaming through my bedroom window. I spread her legs, opening her to my desires, and pushed her heavy thighs upward to allow me unencumbered access to her lovely jewel. I pressed my cheeks between her healthy thighs and inhaled her musk.

“Oh, Miss Kitty, please lick me,” she begged.

I grinned and pressed closer to her clamoring cunt, breathing a stream of warm air over her quim. Then I dove in, eliciting a shrill and piercing outburst from my chunky lover. Pressing my face into her sex, I trailed my tongue through her folds as I reached up and got two handfuls of her fabulous tits. Virginia’s pussy was thick with girly jizz—hot, slick, and viscous. I scooped her nectar with my tongue, relishing her sweet flavor. Her right hand stroked my hair and her left shot backward over her head. When my tongue swirled her clit, she screamed again. I attacked her with lusty greed, devouring her hot pussy. Her juices were running down her ass cheeks, and I used her production to lube my index finger. As I licked her, I rolled her puckering rosette with my slick digit, moistening her asshole with her own juice. Slowly and gently, I moved my finger inside of her ass, pressing upward on her fleshy bundle of nerves. Her hips bucked and writhed and she hollered once again.

“Aaahhh! Ooohhh! Aaahhh!” Virginia chanted. “Lick me! Oh, God! YES!! It feels so good!”

Alternating rapid flicks to her clit along with bold lashings through her sloppy cunt had her squirming like a whore in church. I was merciless, lapping her hot pussy with my tongue while probing her asshole with my finger. First, her body began to shake. Then my new lover began to flop and writhe in my grasp, a quivering mound of flesh approaching paradise. The reverend’s daughter arched her back and opened her mouth, but no sound escaped. Her sex and my face became one as she humped her way to The Promised Land. And then the dam burst. Virginia Olson emitted a long, primal cry before giving in to her base desire and creaming my face with liquid love.

Slowly, I nibbled my way up her body, sucking her big mounds as I went until our lips met in an impassioned kiss. I rolled her over on top of me, her big body warm and comforting. Our mouths melded into each other’s, our smooching continuing for some time. And then Virginia began the Sapphic slide down my body.

Her wet tongue forged a trail over my neck and shoulders, zig-zagging over my torso until she found my breasts. My nipples stood at attention, pebbled and aching, longing for the touch of my voluptuous lover. The first strike of her tongue to my nipple sent shivers down my spine, and my already soaking snatch became a lake of lust. Virginia kissed above my navel before slithering her tongue inside of it. The sensation was amazing, like being tickled and fucked simultaneously; I think I laughed and moaned in one outburst, causing her to chuckle delightfully at the tune she was making my body sing.

I could take it no longer; I gently pushed her head toward my treasure. Her eyes found mine, and for an instant I felt a deep connection to this woman like nothing I had ever experienced before. I moaned as her chin brushed my pubic hair. When her tongue trailed through my forest and flicked the hood of my engorged clit, a bolt of lightning shot through my core.

“Fuck me, hon,” I pleaded. “Lick my wet pussy! Taste my kitty!”

She offered me another impish smile and dove in. The sensation was indescribable. I felt as if I were floating on air. Her tongue probed my wet folds, toying intermittently with my swollen bud. Everywhere her mouth touched me was a new magic. I heard a deep moan and vaguely realized it had come from me as the insanity of sheer bliss enveloped me from head to toe. And then she sucked in my pearl, capturing it, torturing it. With my clit between her lips, her wicked tongue ran laps around my sensitive flesh. I nearly lost my mind. An image of a stream flowing through the woods captured my senses—a brook gently cascading into a lively river. Suddenly, water was rushing quickly, boldly, an untamed force of nature surging toward destiny. I saw it in my mind’s eye—a cliff, a waterfall claiming me, beckoning me toward the precipice. And then I fell, with a sensation of gushing energy, screaming as I tumbled over the edge. My orgasm shook me. As one wave faded, another took its place. The climax seemed eternal; I was unable to break free. And then the light faded and darkness was all I knew.

When I came to my senses, Virginia was curled into me, her thick and curvy body warm and cozy against mine. My lover’s head lay on my breasts as she gazed up at me, her eyes boring deeply into mine. The sound of my raspy breathing was rivaled only by the chirping of birds outside my window. Pleasantly dazed, I smiled at her and used a hand to push a few damp strands of hair from her pretty face.

“You’re an amazing lover, honey,” I whispered. “That was quite remarkable!”

A sad and melancholy cloud crossed over her countenance.

“Do you think it’s a sin, Miss Kitty?” she asked.

I raised my head and looked at her with scrutiny, and she rolled over to meet my gaze. Lying face-to-face now, I took her hands in mine.

“No, Virginia, I don’t think it’s a sin.”

She twisted her lips.

“I have no sexual attraction for men—never have. But everything I’ve been taught tells me God abhors what I love…what I desire.”

I leaned in and kissed her forehead.

“Who speaks for God?” I asked.

“The Bible and men of cloth like my father.”

“Do they? Really?” I asked. “I don’t think so. Maybe it’s just preaching to the choir.”

Virginia looked at me. “What do you mean?”

“Men wrote the Bible, hon, and men preach the word of God. But I believe our hearts hold the truth.”

“So even though you go to church, you don’t really believe in the teachings of Christianity?”

“Yes and no,” I answered.

“How so?” she asked.

“A lot of the teachings of Jesus and even other prophets are about kindness and compassion, love and understanding. Who can deny that the St. Francis prayer is a beautiful and wonderful ideal—a righteous way to live? But men and women bastardize it, make it about stern rules with harsh punishments, probably in an effort to get stupid people to behave.”

She chuckled at my last comment, but her face grew grave again.

“So you believe in Jesus?” she asked.

“Yes, but not all the mystical and supernatural nonsense that’s ascribed to him. It’s not often that we meet very special people who touch our hearts deeply, but when we do, we know it. So we encounter Prophets from time to time in our everyday lives—people who truly carry a spiritual message. They touch our hearts in unique and profound ways. Those people teach us great things through their actions and less through their words. We are moved by the spirit of love and kindness, not by rules and regulations. So to me, God is that spirit, not a fallible human, although many fallible humans still have good in their hearts that touch us—the spirit of God is all around. We just have to tap into it, embrace it.”

She contemplated my words. “So why do you go to church?”

“Fellowship for one thing, and reasonable men and women like your father who preach love, kindness, and understanding. I enjoy a thought-provoking sermon if delivered in a moving and uplifting way.”

Virginia smiled and nodded. “That makes a lot of sense.”

I shrugged. “I don’t have all the answers, luv, but I know what I think and what I feel.”

“But what about people who strictly believe the literal teachings of Christianity?” she asked.

“Well, this is where we have to be compassionate and understanding. People have the right to believe whatever they want and to be left alone to believe it, as long as they’re not hurting anybody else.”

She smiled, leaned in again, and kissed my lips.

“You’re very smart, Miss Kitty. I think that’s sexy.”

I gave her a devilish grin, rolled her over, and sank my mouth into hers. When I broke the kiss, I moved down her body, kissing her breasts before licking her navel. When my face reached her lovely garden, I looked up at her with a gentle smile and spoke.

“And now, luv, I’m going to take you to heaven!”
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