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Kiss

Erin Delacorte was used to being like a ghost, sneaking in and out of people's lives without leaving so much as a footprint. Not that it mattered, because there was no ‘real her’ to leave behind. She is a member of the FBI’s Counterintelligence team; more specifically a part of the elite Intelligence Detection and Retrieval (IDR) team. She was anyone she wanted or needed to be; depending on her task. Her job is to glean information from specific targets without them being aware of her intentions. Erin is such a beautiful and charming woman that men don’t hesitate to grant her every wish, and that makes her job easier. She is, without a doubt, a stunningly beautiful woman at 5’ 7", 128 lbs., Green eyes, and blonde hair; worn in a loose ponytail. Every member of the IDR team was hand-picked based on their appearance, charisma, and ability to persuade.


Erin stepped off the subway and made her way through the morning rush crowd to the Jacob K. Javits Federal Building in Manhattan. A couple of her colleagues admiringly responded as she passed them, a silent congratulation for the fifteen people from Manhattan and Brooklyn who were saved by her last Intelligence retrieval. The information she retrieved from her previous target turned out to be invaluable in protecting those individuals.


Erin’s ponytail swayed back and forth as she waltzed through the doorway of her small cubicle and sat down at her cluttered workspace. She re-adjusted the height of her chair and fussed under her breath, “Sean...only he would come into my cubicle and feel free to change things around on my desk."


Erin silently cussed Sean under her breath for making a mess of the files on her desk and skimmed through them trying to re-establish some kind of order. Within minutes of her arrival at her office, Sean himself stomped in unannounced. He threw his jacket over an armchair and sat down with an angry scowl on his face.


“What’s wrong?” She asked her colleague and a good friend. Well, best friend. But she felt revealing that would just inflate his already sizable ego.


Sean huffed and dramatically crossed his arms across his chest. Shaking his head from side to side, he sighed, “I was sent on an assignment to seduce a young woman and to get some highly important information, but she rejected all my approaches.”


He looked hurt and frustrated. “All of them! Every goddamn fucking sexual advancement I tried fell flat,” he continued. "I used every trick in the book, and she didn't fall for a single one."


Erin found that surprising because Sean was a great-looking guy; young, athletic and loaded with sex appeal. Few women could resist his charm and good looks. Erin and Sean had been on a couple of dates together when she first transferred into the Bureau’s counterintelligence division, but there were no fireworks or magic between them, so they just decided to be good friends with occasional benefits. She understood why he was upset because no one ever said no to Sean’s charm. He had the highest success rate of all the male members of their IDR team.


“I don’t get it,” Sean whined, “I did everything by the book. I was gracious and charming and nice and patient, and I'm good looking and, and..," he trailed off, lost in his frustrated rambling.


Erin smiled inside. She couldn’t deny that she found it somewhat amusing to see someone reject him occasionally just so his super-inflated ego didn’t become even more intolerable. She found it unfortunate that it had to happen on a crucial investigation. The Bureau sent Sean, so that must have meant it was an essential piece of information he needed to retrieve.


“Tell me about her,” Erin urged, intrigued by this woman. There weren't many women who didn't faint at Sean’s feet, and Erin would like to meet a female who could keep her hands off of him.


“She is remarkably gorgeous; clever and thoughtful," Sean answered in a more animated response. "She has chestnut brown hair that flows down below her shoulders and big brown eyes that will suck you into a whirlpool of emotions. Her smile lights up the room, and her beautiful teeth are as white as snow. She’s about five-nine or ten, slender frame, nice ass and medium size tits that stick out like ripe oranges. And….”


Erin cut him off in mid-sentence and said, “I didn’t need to hear about those parts of her body. All I wanted was a general summary of her appearance and her demeanour is enough for right now.”


“She was kind of perfect. If it wasn’t for this investigation, I could have fallen for her,” Sean confessed, staring gloomily at the wall over Erin’s left shoulder. It was evident that it was a shock to his self-esteem. “If I had met her on the street or at my favourite Watering Hole, I would have asked her out.”


“Wow…sounds like she made quite an impression on you, Sean.”


"I don't understand it, I even gave her a PEP, but it had a zilch effect on her," he continued his ramble, muttering to himself as he expressed more ways of how she ultimately rejected his overtures.


PEP was what the Bureau called a ‘Passion Enhancement Pill.' The latest invention from the Bureau’s advanced science Division. The name said it all. An agent just had to mix in some DNA of their own and some DNA of their target, and then slip it into the target’s food or drink. One taste of the mixture was enough to get the elements into their bloodstream, causing them to become emotionally attached to that particular agent.


The biochemical effects imitated a lustful attraction or a strong urge in the target to please the person who administered the cocktail. It was more of a surge of emotions that tentatively knocked the target off their feet and overtook them with heightened feelings of affection. It had something to do with the triggering of that part of the cerebellum that was responsible for emotions. The Bureau wasn’t too sure, and most agents never really understood how it worked, but it DID work. And it left the victim in a haze that fogged over their short-term memory of the agent that slipped it to them.


But the mixture wasn't foolproof, and it only worked if there was already some sort of attraction between the target and the agent. Which was why everyone on the IDR team was uncommonly attractive. Let’s face it, who is drawn to a dull plain-Jane-type person? Erin found that somewhat annoying that so much depended on looks, but hey, it came with the job. Erin found it a bit unusual that there was a girl who could resist Sean’s good looks and charm. She was especially mystified as to why the PEP had not influenced her.


“Maybe she’s gay,” Erin quipped, trying to get Sean out of his funk. Her comment triggered something in Sean's mind, because he sprang out of the chair, thanked her, and ran out of her cubicle. Not that she minded, because she had so much paperwork to fill out, it made her head spin. Erin didn't think anything more about it until her boss, the Special Agent in Charge, (SAC) walked in a couple of hours later.


“Good morning, Special Agent Delacorte. I understand Agent Callahan told you about the situation he is in with his current investigation?” Erin’s boss mentioned.


She nodded, wondering why the SAC came to her cubicle instead of calling her to his office. Technically, Agents weren’t allowed to discuss their investigations with one another. She wondered if she and Sean were in trouble for doing so.


“We weren’t discussing any details of his investigation, just general roadblocks he'd run into during the investigation,” she volunteered in their defence.


“It’s okay. You’re not in any trouble. I’m glad you did discuss it because Alexandra Singleton is the daughter of an important individual,” the SAC answered. “He died a couple of weeks ago, and he knew something. Something that we desperately need to know. His daughter, Allie, as she likes to be called refuses to talk to our investigators, stating she doesn’t know anything, but my gut and sources tell me she does. We need to know his information, but she doesn’t seem to be very responsive to our requests,” the SAC lamented, handing her a file and looking at her expectantly.


"And what do you expect me to do? Call her up and try to get her to open up to me?" Erin inquired, not knowing where the conversation was going but getting an ominous feeling the SAC wanted something from her above and beyond her regular duty.


“Well, we sent Mark, Jonathan, and Sean, but none of them were successful with her. So, when Sean came into my office, asking me if our “Person of Interest” (POI) was gay, we did some additional investigating, and found that apparently, she is,” he firmly stated, confirming Erin’s feeling that he was going to ask if she wanted to join the investigation and seduce her.


“The file says that this woman is an attorney, and attorneys are notorious when it comes to not talking to law enforcement," Erin mentioned. "So being gay may not be the reason the other agents fail to get information from her."


“I still think a woman, gay or straight, would relate better to another woman even if that other woman was part of law enforcement,” the SAC contended.


“So, what are you saying?” Erin asked with a definite hint of suspicion in her voice.


The SAC sheepishly smiled and inquired, "Do you want to try your luck at seducing her? Maybe you can charm her, like you do most men, into giving up the information we need.”


“There is just one small detail," Erin explained. “The POI is a gay female, and I’m not gay. What if she expects me to…? uh, you know? How am I supposed to handle that type of situation?”


The SAC smiled and nodded his head. He acted as though he was not asking her to do anything out of the ordinary. The subtle pressure was on her to answer his unspoken question. He stared intently into Erin’s eye as though he genuinely wanted her to answer in the affirmative.


“Again, what do you want from me?” Erin inquired, noting he hadn’t answered her question. She wanted him to go on record with the request so that down the road no one could accuse her of being attracted to women.


“Well, since you have the highest success rate with men it would only seem logical to send you, even though you’re straight,” the SAC explained, looking ruefully at the floor.


“Oh my, God! Do you expect me to have sex with her?”


The SAC stared Erin in the eyes like he had not just implied something totally bazaar. He waited for her affirmation.


Erin gasped and scowled, “Oh my God. You do expect me to have sex with her if it comes down to that; don’t you?


The SAC was still reluctant to make it a direct order. “I can’t tell you how to conduct your investigation, Agent Delacorte, but I do not doubt that you can handle yourself resourcefully in any given situation.”


“You did hear me when I said I’m not gay,” she re-emphasized. She tried to argue her point, but she knew that her sexual preference didn’t matter when given an assignment. After all, she had seduced many men she wasn’t attracted to either. In the Bureau, it didn’t matter what her sexual attractions were when it came to completing the assignment.


The SAC didn’t show any signs of withdrawing his request and waited quietly for her answer. Erin felt the tension building in the room, and it was anything but subtle. She viewed his request as a no-win situation for her. If she refused her career could be affected. If she agreed her career could be affected. She tossed the dice in her head and went for the gamble.


“Okay, okay, I’ll go. I’ll give it a try, I’m making no promises of success,” she relented and saw her boss’ face light up.


“Thank you, Agent Delacorte. In that file is the basic information, a more specific analysis will follow," he stated, quickly walking out of her cubicle. Erin flipped through the file and immediately noticed a photo of Miss Allie Singleton that confirmed she was indeed a stunningly beautiful young woman. Allie’s smile alone was enough to encourage Erin to want to learn more about her. Erin had never been attracted to a woman, but Sean was right when he said that she had big brown eyes that would suck you into a whirlpool of emotions. Allie's full lips were admittedly alluring, and for the first time in her memory, Erin felt the urge to kiss another woman.


“Well, no time like the present for a lesbian romp," Erin muttered to herself.


Erin spent the next hour digging deeper into the file, flipping through the notes, memorizing everything she needed to know to charm Miss Singleton into giving up the information. This was a whole new playing field. Seducing guys was easy for Erin. She’d give them a flirty look, do a cute wink, and they always came lining up. But charming a woman? She had no clue. She had searched for some tips on the internet, but it was going to be one hell of a challenge. She’d need some input from Sean.


Allie was twenty-six years old and had held a stable job at a very prestigious law firm for a couple of years already. She had skipped a couple of grades in high school and graduated first in her class at law school. So that partially explained why she was already at the top of her profession, Erin conjectured. Erin found that she could honestly relate to Allie Singleton’s success since she too had risen quickly in her profession and was one of the youngest agents assigned to the FBI’s Counterintelligence team.


Erin continued to study the file and found that luckily the agents before her had gotten to know Allie on some level. They discovered that she liked red roses but preferred white ones. She sometimes drank imported beer but preferred expensive wines and exotic cocktails. All that kind of stuff helped plan her initial approach to seduction. Erin firmly believed that if she played her cards right, the seduction might work. Even though she was not gay and had never partaken in a gay experience; it could indeed work. Erin felt an enormous surge of excitement when she visualized, pressing her lips to Allie's soft sensual lips. She felt a slight tingling in her groin. This was a whole new experience for Erin, and she could feel her pulse quicken at the thought of being with another woman. That was something she had never seriously considered before this assignment.


“Wasn’t there a saying about lesbian dating?” Erin tapped her chin and mumbled to herself. She thought for a minute, then remembered the saying. “What do lesbians bring on a second date? Something about a U-Haul. Oh, yes…The U-Haul lesbian or U-Haul lesbian syndrome is a joke referring to the fact that lesbians often tend to move in together on the second date.”


Erin closed the file and chuckled to herself, “Anyway, I always heard lesbians fall extremely fast so that could play to my advantage, right? The sooner I get her to trust me, the sooner I get the information, and the sooner I return to my normal seduction duties. Let’s get this show on the road and get it over with.”


Erin phoned ahead and made an appointment to see Miss Singleton. She was told Miss Singleton was free all morning and to come right over. Erin looked in the mirror of the women's restroom in the Federal Building and quickly checked her hair and makeup before leaving to meet with Allie Singleton. Erin felt like a teenager going on her first date. After all the preparations, Erin felt confident she would succeed.


When Erin walked in the front door of Miss Singleton’s law office, she was warmly greeted by the young receptionist at the front desk. The receptionist buzzed Miss Singleton and was instructed to escort her to Miss Singleton’s private office. The young lawyer was wearing a bright yellow sundress with daisies and a low neckline that revealed a lot of cleavage; not at all what Erin expected of a professional woman. Erin's eye went first to Allie's exposed cleavage and then up to Allie's sensual lips. Her actions didn't go unnoticed by the young lawyer. She smiled and offered her hand to Erin.


After shaking Miss Singleton’s warm hand, there was a peculiar flutter in Erin’s stomach, but she wrote it off as nerves. Erin sat down in a comfortable, wingback chair opposite her POI. This was, after all, her very first assignment that involved seducing another woman. It felt daring and somewhat thrilling. Erin felt her heart flutter. She couldn’t remember ever experiencing that while seducing a male POI.


"How can I help you, Miss Delacorte, or is it Mrs. Delacorte?"


“It's Miss Delacorte, and I’m just here for a quick consult. I’m not even sure if I have a case,” Erin stammered, going with a cover story Sean, and she made up. Erin’s eyes kept being drawn to the young lawyer’s cleavage and couldn’t stop herself from blushing. Erin began to feel like she was losing focus on her assignment.


Miss Singleton noticed Erin eyeing her bosom and felt flattered. She picked up a yellow legal pad and a pen. She smiled across the desk and asked Miss Delacorte to begin at the beginning. The woman's smile caused Erin to shiver and hesitate for a moment. This was so unlike Erin, and she told herself to get a grip.


“For the past few months, I had been living with my ex-girlfriend, but some stupid things happened. Without warning, we broke up, and the bitch threw me out on the street”. Erin realized she was speaking unusually fast and told herself to slow down.


"She even changed the locks and won’t let me back in, but I still have a lot of stuff there. Like a lot of CDs, some furniture, some clothes," Erin protested.


Miss Singleton was writing on the legal pad, and Erin stopped to let her catch up. The young lawyer noticed Erin’s pause, looked up and gestured with her hand for Erin to continue.


“Is there something that can be done legally to retrieve my personal belongings from my now EX-GIRLFRIEND?” Erin inquired, making sure Miss Singleton got the point that her EX was undoubtedly a girl. Sean had made sure that the facts of the grievance wouldn't be enough to make a valid civil case, but at the same time, he made sure it didn’t seem like a silly complaint.


“And did you and your ex-girlfriend have some sort of contract? A written agreement? Something of the nature that would be legally binding in a court of law?” Miss Singleton requested, scribbling down some obscure words.


Erin tried to decipher what was being scribbled on the legal pad, but couldn’t make heads or tales of it. She thought only doctors had terrible handwriting, but Miss Singleton’s penmanship was worse than any doctor she knew.


“No, it’s her house, and I only moved in a couple of months ago," Erin explained. “I didn’t think about us ever breaking up. I didn’t even think about changing my address yet because it was such a hassle, so officially I still live in a tiny apartment that I bought a couple of years ago. I was going to sell it, and now I’m glad I didn’t do that,” Erin lied.


Well, it wasn’t a complete lie. Erin did buy her condo when she started working for the Bureau, and she had tried to sell it once because it was so tiny, but apparently, she had gotten too attached to a place and took it off the market.


“I’m sorry, but from all I’ve heard so far I don’t think you have anything on legal grounds,” Miss Singleton responded, turning over her legal pad while giving Erin an apologetic smile.


The smile caused Erin to blush, and she quietly assured herself again that she wasn't into girls, but she had to admit Miss Singleton was indeed a remarkably stunning woman. Her smile alone made Erin feel warm inside. It was an unexpected reaction. Allie Singleton did have beautiful brown eyes and a smooth, velvety voice. She was utterly Sean’s type, and Erin understood why he was so upset by her rebuff.


“Okay, thanks anyway,” Erin stammered, quickly standing up and offering her hand to Miss Singleton. Erin felt a rush of adrenalin when their hands touched again. It made her blush again, and her panties moist. She hoped Allie did not smell her arousal. That would only add to the awkwardness. It wasn’t like Erin to give up so quickly, but she felt the need to get away before she destroyed her chances of ever successfully retrieving the information. Erin walked to the door and stopped. Oddly enough, she found herself strongly attracted to the young lawyer. Then after a little pause, she turned around, pretending she just made up her mind about something.


There was an anxious pause, then Erin without considering the possibility of rejection artfully proposed, “I don’t want to be out of line, Miss Singleton, but is there a chance you would want to go have a drink with me sometime?” Erin gave Miss Singleton her signature wink. It was a bold move, but she needed to regain control of the seduction.


Allie was surprised at Erin’s directness. She hadn’t expected to be hit on by a new client. The puzzled look on Allie's face revealed more than she wanted to be known. She was excited that this woman was asking her out on a date, but she didn’t want to reveal that fact. Allie didn’t answer immediately. Erin held her breath and waited. Even though Erin deemed herself straight, she had once wondered what it might be like to experiment with another woman because one night while drinking with her college roommate the roommate had suggested it might be fun to get naked and cuddle. Erin briefly considered it, but it never happened. However, Erin had to admit that the temptation was there. She’d had just enough to drink that eating her roommate’s pussy was beginning to make sense to her. It was exciting and different, and she almost succumbed to her roommate’s urging. Now she was feeling the same excitement rushing through her again, and this time, she was secretly hoping that it would happen.


When Allie saw Erin’s eagerness and the hopeful look in her eyes, she knew it was more than just a drink she wanted. With a look of scepticism on her face, she replied, "Well...I don't usually date a client, and I'm not usually a spur-of-the-moment type girl." Allie’s charming smile broadened, and she hesitantly stared into Erin’s eyes. Allie wanted to accept but was afraid the motive behind the invitation could be suspect.


Erin quickly countered with a wink and a smile. It was time to fish or cut bait Erin reasoned. “Perhaps I was too brusque with you. I do that sometimes when I get excited. Let me start over. First of all, I’m not a client because you just said I have no case. And…and if I may be so bold, I can tell by your expression that you want to accept my invitation.”


A blush crept across the young lawyer’s cheeks, and Erin held a triumphant smile back. No man could ever resist Erin’s wink, and apparently, neither could young lesbian lawyers. Erin waited for another second, staring into Miss Singleton’s alluring brown eyes. She had to admit that Miss Singleton was beautiful. Every bit as beautiful as Sean had said.


Allie hesitated a bit longer, and Erin continued to hold her breath. “There is a chance, yes, but you will have to call me Allie. Miss Singleton is a bit too formal, don't you think?” Erin beamed, her face lighting up.


Sean, Zero. Erin, One. Popped into Erin’s head. Not that she was keeping score, but she felt a rush of excitement that she was able to score a date with Allie Singleton and Sean couldn’t.


“Great, how about you call me, Erin?” Erin replied, taking the lead as confidently as she possibly could.


In reality, Erin felt very insecure and vulnerable at that point. Miss Singleton could have easily said no. She wondered if men always had to go through that uneasy feeling when meeting a new woman. She was developing a new respect for Sean and his skills at seducing women. It’s kind of daunting to have to take the lead in a new relationship and risk rejection. She had a better perception of why Sean was so down after being unsuccessful with Allie Singleton.


Allie nodded, grabbed one of her business cards from her desk, and scribbled her cell phone number on the back. Erin took the card and placed it in her pocket without looking at it.


“I'll call you tonight," Erin chirped. “Just breathe. Play it cool,” she told herself. She needed to make a graceful exit.


Allie nodded her head and flashed Erin a stunning smile, that made Erin a little bit lightheaded. She hadn’t felt so giddy since junior high school. She turned around and tried to stride out of the office gracefully, but couldn't keep her eyes off Allie’s cleavage. Wrong move. Before she knew it, she’d walked into the door frame, banging her head loudly against it.


“Ouch. Shit,” Erin yelped, rubbing her head that was turning red, not from the bang, but from embarrassment. She couldn't remember being so clumsy. No, she was always the one in control, but something about this beautiful young woman made her all skittish inside.


Allie ran towards Erin and took her head in the palms of her hands. “Let me see. Are you hurt?” Allie pulled Erin’s head down to check the rising knot. “It looks fine, but it might turn into a nasty bump later,” Allie stated while examining Erin’s head and pulling her face within a few inches of her cleavage. Erin could smell Allie’s perfume and was tempted to lean a few inches further and place a kiss on Allie’s breast.


“What was going on here,” Erin asked herself. She had never felt like this around anyone and staring at another woman’s boobs? And feeling the urge to kiss them? Completely not her thing. She was consumed with embarrassment.


“Thank you. Anyway. I should be going. I’ll call you,” Erin awkwardly muttered, quickly turning away and walking cautiously out of Allie’s office, trying hard not to embarrass herself further.


Allie smiled and watched her retreat down the corridor. “I’ll be looking forward to your call. I'll be home around seven. Call me,” Allie called to her, feeling the excitement of all the possibilities forming in her mind.


Erin returned to her office and busied herself with paperwork. It was only three in the afternoon, but Erin was already getting nervous that she had promised to call Allie that night. But at the same time, she was certainly looking forward to it. “Yeah, I hit my head harder than I thought,” Erin mumbled to herself.


Erin thumbed through the file for the fifth time, thinking about the best strategy to make Allie fall for Her. Without knocking, Sean was at her desk, asking for details of her meeting with Allie Singleton.


“How did it go? Did you strike out like the rest of us,” Sean asked, almost gleefully.


Erin intentionally kept her face buried in the file and smirked, "She gave me her number and asked me to give her a call. Does that sound like I struck out," Erin gloated.


Sean couldn't hide his surprise and inquired, "What do you plan on doing next?"


“Well, first of all, I should give her a call tonight, ask her out for drinks and then get her tipsy enough so I can quiz her about the information her father had.”


“No…no, you get her tipsy and then move in for a kiss,” Sean advised. “You want to seduce her first then quiz her for the information. You have to treat her like you would a male target. Make her fall for you and then extract the information.”


“I bet it turns you on thinking about two women kissing,” Erin laughed.


“To be truthful, yes it does, but I suggest as a means to achieve your goal.”


“That sounds like a plan you and your guy friends make when you go out with a female POI or with any woman for that matter. I always thought it was wicked and deceitful, but now I almost understand. Trying to get a girl to respond to your advances is difficult. Hooking up with a guy is so easy, Erin thought. You give them a brief look, and within ten seconds they come up to you. You make some brief conversation, gaze into their eyes, and lean in close. Before you know it, they would be kissing you.”


“Erin…have you ever kissed a girl?”


Erin paused for a moment as though she was in deep thought and then answered in a low voice, “No.”


Sean could detect a bit of regret in her reply.


“I thought all normal teenage girls had sleepovers in high school where they talked about boys and practised kissing techniques on each other.”


"I don't guess I was a normal teenager because I never did anything like that," she explained.


“Have you ever wondered what it would be like to kiss another girl or have you ever had the urge to kiss another girl?”


“Have you ever kissed another guy or had the urge to kiss another guy,” she countered.


“Yuk! Guys don’t do things like that; at least normal guys don't," Sean answered.


"Okay, …don't assume I would feel any different about that subject," Erin remarked.


"Okay…I told you how I would do it, now why don't you tell me how you planned to seduce Miss Singleton," Sean urged again.


“I plan to take your advice, ply her with alcohol until she gets tipsy, then lean in and see if she kisses me,” Erin smiled.


“And if she doesn’t take the bait and kiss you; then what?”


"I will find a way to kiss her," Erin responded. "This is a new playing field for me, and I will try to mix my knowledge of seducing a man with what I know a woman wants during a seduction. Hopefully, it will turn out to be successful."


“When are you going to take her out?”


"As I said, she asked me to call her tonight around seven," Erin answered.


"No…no! You need to take her out tonight. You need to strike while the iron is hot! She is hot for your company," Sean argued.


“I don’t want to sound too desperate, Sean. I may scare her off if I pounce too soon after meeting her.”


“Trust me, Erin, you won’t scare her off. I have been in this same situation many times. Pick up the phone and call her right now.


Erin held Sean's gaze for a moment and then replied, "Okay…you talked me into it. Now get the hell out of here so I can concentrate on what I have to say.”


Sean smiled and left the room while Erin picked up the phone and dialled Allie's cell number. Allie didn't recognize the number but picked it up on the second ring anyway.


Erin launched into an apology. "I am sorry for calling you this early. I know it's only four o'clock, but I couldn't wait until seven to call you. I am boiling over with excitement and want to see you tonight.”


There was a prolonged pause from Allie and Erin's first thought was that she had angered Allie by jumping the gun and calling before seven. Erin felt a pain in her heart and was cursing herself, thinking that she had sabotaged the planned seduction. She was struggling for her next breath when Allie responded, "I am so glad you called. I have not been able to get anything done all afternoon. I too am excited about having a drink with you. I was fighting the urge to call you when my cell phone rang."


Erin released the breath she had been holding and gasped, “Oh my, God. I feel like a schoolgirl going to her first dance. Is there any chance we can go for that drink tonight?”


“Are you familiar with a small Bar off Columbus Circle called "Dan's Den?"


“Yes, I’ve been there a few times with friends,” Erin answered.


“You want to meet me there around eight…ish?”


"Absolutely! I'll see you then," Erin remarked with a noticeable sound of excitement in her voice. Allie hung up, and Erin's heart fluttered. A warm wave of electricity moved through Erin and sent a tickling to her groin.


Erin spent the next three hours studying the Singleton file and planning her seduction strategy. She always kept a few outfits in her locker at work just in case she had an unplanned outing and didn't have time to go home to change. She found a short purple and white sundress and slipped it on. It was low cut and showed a lot of cleavage. She looked at herself from different angles and then decided to remove her bra. The dress came down to mid-thigh and offered a good view of her long thin legs. The thought of Allie admiring her legs and breasts sent a shudder through Erin. She checked her makeup, blotted her lips on a tissue, and then set out for her rendezvous with Allie.


The music was loud, and it took a few minutes for Erin's eyes to adjust to the low lighting in the bar. The beautiful young lawyer was already there when Erin arrived. She had selected a private booth in a dark corner near the restrooms. Erin took a deep breath and moved toward the booth. Allie stood, and they went through the obligatory female ritual of hugging and kissing each other on the cheek. Erin settled in the booth across from Allie and ordered a Tom Collins. Allie ordered her second Manhattan. The music was so loud they found they had to lean in across the table to hear one another.


When the waitress brought their drinks, she pointed to a handsome, well-dressed man seated at the end of the bar and informed them that he had paid for that round of drinks. Erin and Allie smiled and then hoisted their glasses in a symbolic toast to the man. He smiled and toasted them back.


Every round after that, the man insisted on paying, so Allie and Erin decided to let him. After a few hours of chit-chat and more than a half dozen drinks, Erin was beginning to feel woozy. Her judgment was becoming cloudy. She knew she needed to dial it back a bit and regain control of the situation, but Allie’s charm reduced her professional reasoning to pure lust. The man at the bar kept buying the rounds, and they accepted them graciously. Both Erin and Allied had consumed more alcohol than usual. Erin decided to go to the restroom and collect her thoughts. When she got up to go the drinking caused her to lose balance, and she fell back into the booth, exposing her pantie-covered crotch. A wet spot was visible on her light blue panties.


She looked over, and Allie was staring at her silk-covered groin, and Erin wasn't in any hurry to cover it. Allie mumbled something under her breath that Erin couldn't make out. From the smile on Allie's face, Erin assumed it was something flattering. Erin struggled to her feet and said, “I have to go pee. Don’t let anyone steal my seat.”


When Erin returned, she slid into the seat next to Allie and said, “I hope you don’t mind if I change to this side of the table. I can barely hear what you are saying half the time.”


“I don’t mind at all," Allie answered, “In fact, I was tempted earlier to suggest you move over here, but wasn’t sure if you would take it as me being too aggressive.”


“Aggressive? Never”, Erin slurred.


Allie blushed and leaned toward Erin. The moment for their first kiss had arrived. Erin leaned toward Allie and closed her eyes.


Lost in the moment, Erin fought her reluctance to kiss Allie in public. This would be the first time she had ever kissed another woman. Her mind was telling her that people would see the kiss and think she was gay, but her body was screaming, “Go ahead; who cares what they think?”


Moments before their lips touched, they were interrupted by the man from the bar sliding into the booth across from them. They both turned to face him at the same time. He seemed oblivious to the shock on their faces.


“I figured since I have been sending drinks to you two all evening, it was about time I came over and formally introduced myself,” he slurred.


Allie was the first to respond. “We appreciate the drinks, but we don’t want or need any company.”


“Now why would a couple of good-looking women like you two not want the company of a handsome gentleman such as myself?”


"Because…like you said we are a COUPLE. You know…like we are dating each other," Allie smirked.


The man's jaw dropped, and his face turned a crimson red as Allie's words sunk into his drunken mind. He shouted, "Why in the hell didn't you tell me you were a couple of Lezzies when I sent the first drinks? Why in the fuck did you let me waste my money sending drinks all evening?"


Erin realized the man was on the verge of exploding. She slipped out of the booth taking Allie’s hand and guiding her to the front door. As they made their exit, Allie looked back to see the man still spouting obscenities.


Erin was so wet between her legs that her panties were sticking to her swollen labia. They stumbled across the parking lot clinging to each other to maintain their balance. Allie suddenly paused in her steps and pushed Erin against a mini-van. They both stood there, staring into each other's alcohol-glazed eyes. Erin wanted Allie to kiss her, and she thought Allie wanted the same thing. Neither dared to make the first move. Erin’s whole body was aching with desire to experience her first passionate female-on-female kiss. Allie leaned in slowly maintaining eye contact. When their lips touched, Erin closed her eyes as an electric wave moved from her lips to her groin. Erin was weak at the knees, and Allie had to pull her close to prevent her from falling. After a moment, Erin opened her eyes and started to say something, but Allie swiftly moved in for another kiss before Erin was able to say another word. The kiss was everything Erin had hoped it would be. Erin put her hand behind Allie’s neck and pulled her closer as the kiss intensified, and Erin slipped her tongue into Allie’s mouth. Allie’s right hand moved to Erin’s left breast.


Erin’s nipple was hard as a diamond as Allie gently pinched it through her sundress. Allie's lips moved to Erin's neck then to the top of her breast, placing wet kisses. Erin wanted to feel Allie's lips on her nipple and told her so. Allie brought her lips to Erin’s ear and whispered, "I want you right here!"


Erin felt the same way but was sober enough to know that wouldn’t be wise and suggested they go to her apartment. Allie said, “I have a better idea. Come with me.” She grabbed Erin’s hand and pulled her away with her before she could respond. They moved quickly across the parking lot while they both giggled.


They continued holding hands until they found themselves standing in front of Allie's Silver Mercedes-Maybach S 560 4MATIC Sedan. There was dark limo tint on every window except the front windshield. Allie smiled and dramatically gestured while pointing with her hand, palm upward, "Madam, your chariot awaits. Or our hotel room; whichever."


Allie opened the door for Erin and motioned her to sit. Erin backed into the seat, plopped down and swung one leg into the car then her other leg, exposing her light blue silk panties for Allie to see. Erin glanced up in time to see Allie looking up at her dress at her panties. Allie licked her lips and grinned as she mumbled something under her breath.


Allie walked around the car, entered through the driver’s door, and sat beside Erin. Erin’s pussy was still wet from their last kiss. Allie placed her hand on Erin’s exposed thigh and gently stroked it while gazing into her eyes. Erin closed her eyes and took a deep breath. Allie’s hands were soft and feminine to the touch. Erin moaned softly as Allie tactfully advanced up Erin’s inner thigh toward her soaking pussy. Erin couldn’t wait any longer and grasped Allie’s hand and moved it to her panty-covered vagina. Their lips came together in another passionate kiss.


Allie began stroking Erin’s clit through her panties and pressed a button on the side of the passenger seat, and the seat slowly moved into a horizontal position. Allie kept her hand busy between Erin’s legs and started gradually increasing her rhythm on Erin’s swollen clit. Erin was gasping for air and urgently needed to cum.


Allie moved onto the seat with Erin and continued to passionately kiss her while slipping her finger under her panties to make direct contact with her wet pussy. Erin spread her legs to give Allie easy access. Allie hooked her thumbs on both sides of Erin’s panties and slid them down in one skilful movement.


Allie then removed Erin’s shoes placed Erin’s legs over each of her shoulders and moved in to kiss her swollen labia gently. Erin gasped as Allie began placing wet kisses on her thighs. Allie moved slowly up Erin’s thighs and gently blew on her clit. She circled the tip of Erin’s clit with her tongue as it emerged from under its protective hood. She sucked it between her lips and flicked it several times with her tongue. Erin gasped and pushed her vagina hard against Allie’s mouth. Allie sucked harder and began to hum sending shock waves through Erin’s loins.


Erin was close to cumming and started vigorously grinding her pussy against Allie’s flickering tongue. Allie knew Erin was close and slipped her index finger into Erin’s tight little asshole and wiggled it. No one had ever toyed with her anus before, and that was all it took to send Erin over the edge. Erin became more animated and squeezed Allie’s head between her thighs. Erin screamed, "Oh my God! Oh, fuck! Ohhhhh! Ohhhhhh, I’m cummming!"


Erin’s orgasm caused her to shake and shudder, but Allie never stopped the finger fucking and licking combination until Erin began to recover from her orgasm. Then she removed Erin’s dress and started to lick and suck on her hard nipples. When Erin’s vagina finally ceased spasming, Allie pulled back with her face glistening with Erin’s juices and chuckled, "I think you liked that."


Erin was still shaking with her post-orgasm come-down and still trying to catch her breath when Allie said, "How could you tell? What gave it away?"


Erin persisted with her playful teasing while pulling Allie’s dress over her head. Erin took one of Allie’s nipples into her mouth and sucked hard while circling the tip with her tongue. Erin’s thoughts at that moment were how sexy Allie looked and how much she wanted to experience the pleasure of tasting another woman’s pussy; something she never considered before kissing Allie. Erin moaned softly and pulled Allie up to her mouth while inserting two fingers into Allie’s pussy. It was wet and warm, and Erin could feel Allie's vaginal walls tighten around her invading digits. She liked the way it felt and couldn’t wait to feel it tighten around her tongue. Erin licked her juices off Allie’s soft lips and then brought her fingers to her lips to taste the juices from their source. It was salty and fragrant. Allie tasted and smelled like a woman should taste and smell. A shiver passed through Erin's body, and she knew she wanted to experience more, much more.


Erin climbed on top of Allie and aggressively kissed her lips, cheeks, and neck. She skillfully moved to her breast and then trailed kisses down to her navel. Allie was not wearing panties, and Erin reinserted two fingers in her wet pussy as she circled Allie’s navel with her tongue. Erin looked up at Allie as though seeking approval to continue. Allie placed her hand on Erin's head and pushed her in the direction they wanted. Allie toyed with her stiff nipples as Erin placed wet kisses on each thigh. A minute later Erin was nibbling on Allie's clit. That was something she never dreamed she would do to another woman, but now that she was, she never wanted to stop. The thought of sucking on another woman’s clit caused Erin to have a mild orgasm. She wanted to make Allie cum and give her the same pleasure.


Allie’s pussy was so amazingly wet. Allie was very close to a formidable climax, and Erin was well aware of it. She wanted to make Allie's orgasm memorable, so she began to hum, "Mmmmmm." Allie stiffened, and her entire body tensed while she shook and quivered intensely. She was murmuring and squealing in pleasure. Erin was pleased with the results and had another mild orgasm herself.


It took a while for Allie to recover. She pulled Erin up to her lips and kissed her passionately. They lay there silently for a moment, just gazing into each other's eyes. Erin was the first to speak. “Did I do it right?”


“What do you mean did you do it right? It was amazing. It was wonderful. I can’t begin to put into words how fantastic it truly was.”


“I have to confess that was my first time making love to another woman.” As soon as the words left Erin’s mouth, she realized she was about to blow her cover. She hoped Allie didn’t catch her faux pas.


“Your first time with another woman? What about the ex-girlfriend who kicked you out of her apartment?”


“We were just roommates. I don’t know why I referred to her as an ex-girlfriend.” Erin pulled Allie into another passionate kiss. Their tongues danced and wrestled for several minutes. They soon fell asleep in each other’s arms.


At precisely five in the morning, Erin awoke to her phone vibrating. She managed to grab it before it woke up Allie. It was Sean, so Erin’s first reaction was, "Why in the hell is he calling me at five o’clock in the morning?" But then she thought, "The perverted son-of-a-bitch just wants to hear about my date with Allie." She mumbled to herself, "Screw him, he can wait until I get to the office." and let it go to voicemail.


Erin looked at Allie, who was still sleeping peacefully. Her naked breasts were rising and falling with each breath. Erin felt herself get wet as she replayed their earlier lovemaking session. Her first lesbian experience was better than she could have ever imagined. It had all happened in just one day. She had reluctantly accepted an assignment that required her to seduce another female. She fought it, telling herself she could never be with another woman; even if it was part of her job requirement. She was straight, and it went against everything she had ever believed about love and romance. However, that was before she came face to face with Allie. The magic seemed to be there from the beginning. It was hard to understand, but they’d had an indescribable connection from the very start. Erin still felt a strong desire to be with Allie.


She couldn't help herself and leaned forward, taking one of Allie's nipples into her warm wet mouth. Allie sighed but stayed in deep slumber. Erin kissed her way down to Allie's thighs, and Allie made a slight purring sound but remained asleep. It was when Erin clamped her lips on Allie’s clit and sucked that she awakened with a start. It took only a moment for Allie to realize what was happening. She squeezed Erin’s face between her thighs and ran her fingers through her hair. When Erin inserted her tongue, Allie pulled her face deep into her crotch and began grinding her pussy against Erin’s tongue. Erin inserted her index finger into Allie's anus and started a slow in-and-out sawing motion. Allie was almost out of her mind from the intense pleasure. In less than two minutes, Allie began to convulse and flooded Erin’s mouth with her juices. After Allie came down from her orgasm, she returned the favour. Erin's orgasm was just as intense as Allie's. They held each other until they both had recovered from their orgasms.


They were in the middle of another passionate kiss when Allie broke their kiss and stared into Erin’s eyes and said, “Tell me more about this so-called ex-girlfriend or roommate whichever the case may be.”


"That's a long story, and I am hungry," Erin stammered, "Let's go to breakfast; my treat."


Allie started to say something else, but Erin gave her a quick kiss on the lips and then started searching for her clothes. Seemingly satisfied with Erin’s response, Allie smiled warmly and began getting dressed. When they were both dressed, they drove to an all-night diner. They got out of the vehicle with their hair dishevelled and their clothes wrinkled. Allie walked around the car and slipped her arm around Erin’s waist and planted a one-minute, full-on, tilted-head, kiss on Erin’s lips before breaking it off, and strategically placing her hand on Erin’s butt and giving it a hearty squeeze. Men entering the diner stopped to view the sexy kiss. Erin stood, momentarily stunned with her jaws hanging. She still wasn’t comfortable with kissing another female in public.


Allie saw Erin’s shock and responded with her usual sharp wit, "There you go, Erin. That’s my encore to help make your day go a little faster until tonight when I expect a repeat of last night’s performance." Erin giggled, took Allie by the hand and they walked towards the door of the Diner. A man opened the door and stepped aside to allow them to enter.


After an excellent breakfast, Allie dropped Erin at her apartment. Erin had just enough time for a quick shower and a change of clothes before heading to the subway station. When Erin walked into her cubicle, she found the SAC and Sean both eagerly waiting for a report on last night’s contact with Miss Singleton. The SAC was first to speak when he stood up and said, “Were you able to retrieve the information, Agent Delacorte?”


His bluntness and terseness pissed Erin off. No good morning, Agent Delacorte. No, how are you this morning, Agent Delacorte? Just were you successful, Agent Delacorte? Erin had to bite her tongue to keep from responding with the same curtness.


"She invited me to her home for dinner tonight. I am more than sure I will successfully retrieve the desired information at that time", Erin answered in a professional response, then sat down at her desk.


The SAC abruptly turned toward the door and uttered over his shoulder, “Keep me informed of your progress.”


Erin watched him as he retreated toward his office, then turned to Sean, and tersely snapped, “What?”


Sean was almost afraid to speak. He took a deep breath and daringly asked, “Did you get to kiss her? Were her lips as soft as they looked? Did she kiss you back? Was she….”


"Whoa! Slow down, pervert. Give me a chance, and I will answer all your perverted questions," Erin Barked.


A devious smile spread across Erin's face, and she decided to tease Sean and make him horny for the rest of the day. She held up two fingers, forming a "V" while wiggling her tongue through them; the universal sign for licking pussy.


Sean turned red and excitedly gasped, “She ate your pussy? No way! Did she eat your pussy?”


Erin smiled and said, “I’ll never tell. Now get your perverted ass out of my office and let me get my work done.”


Sean was mumbling to himself like an idiot, and there was a prominent bulge in his pants as he stumbled out of her office. Erin felt her panties get moist as she replayed the previous night in her head. 


Best Friends

I had met Peter in my late teens, he was my first boyfriend, he took my virginity, we had been together for many, many years. Sex was very average, it wasn’t until the explosion of erotic fiction onto the book market that I started to realise how crap he actually was. Sex was often uncomfortable, I never climaxed, he continually wanted me to suck him off but never gave me oral. He introduced me to porn later on in our relationship, I must confess I never could get into it but what did seem to turn me on was girl on girl action. My pussy would become wet, for the sake of my sanity, it was easier to suggest a porn film with lesbian action, me to put myself on all fours, watching it, while he happily banged away. I still never came but at least my cunt became lubricated to accommodate him. I masturbated alone at every opportunity.


When I was in my late thirties, I had a really good friendship with a lady called Lynn. We got on instantaneously on our first meeting, similar likes and dislikes and good company. I knew she was a lesbian and I confess some of my lonely masturbation sessions were helped along by closing my eyes and fantasising that Lynn was with me. We had been friends for many years and never once did she show any interest in me and to be honest how would I react if she did, probably run away in blind panic?


My relationship with Peter was getting to the point where one of us needed to do something about it. Sex didn’t happen thank goodness, he was working all hours and the rest of the time he was out socialising with his rugby mates. I was discontented and lonely, feeling finally that this relationship could not carry on, we lived together but that was no longer an excuse and it was time I did something about it.


Peter had gone away on a rugby weekend and Lynn knew I was alone and invited me to supper on the Saturday night. She was an excellent cook, so armed with a couple of bottles of good wine, I drove to her home looking forward to a relaxed evening with my friend.


The food had been delicious, having finished puddings and cleared away, we moved to the lounge area, flopping down on the sofa to continue the second bottle of wine.


‘You’re not yourself tonight. What’s going on with you, is it that useless article, Peter again?’ Lynn asked.


I sighed deeply,


‘Oh Lynn, you know me too well. I really cannot stay living with him any longer. We are with each other purely out of habit and it isn’t doing either of us any good.’


‘Do you love him?’ she enquired.


‘Hell no, the love died a long time ago. Actually, I don’t even know if you’d call it love. Teenage lust probably. I am really no longer attracted to him, our sex life doesn’t happen and wasn’t any good when we did!’ I complained.


‘How…..what…..do you mean?’ Lynn pushed.


‘Well, he took my virginity, had no idea what foreplay was, expected me to suck him off but wouldn’t reciprocate and as for an orgasm for me, he wouldn’t know what one was! Oh my god Lynn, I’m sorry to be so blunt, I can’t help but say it as it is!’ I apologised


Lynn laughed,


‘Don’t apologise, I’m sorry I am laughing, it’s not funny, I can’t believe you are still with him after all these years if that’s the way he treats you.’


I couldn’t help myself as the tears pricked the backs of my eyes and started to roll down my cheeks. Lynn shuffled over from the other end of the sofa and sat facing me sideways on, pulling me into her shoulder.


‘Hey, don’t cry! You deserve so much more. You are beautiful, kind and funny. Don’t ever forget that, his loss is someone else’s gain.’


I snuffled into her shoulder, grateful for her support when I felt so low.


‘Hey, look at me.’ She pushed my shoulders away from her and I brought my eyes up to look at her.


She moved forward and kissed me softly on the lips. I pulled back in shock at the contact. Taking my face in both her hands, she kissed me again, her lips softly bushing against mine and then I felt her tongue stroke the seam of my lips. I exhaled, opening my mouth to accept her tongue as she gently pushed for a deeper kiss. Her tongue explored my mouth, stroking inside, increasing the pressure and my heart started to beat so fast. I was not sure how to react, part of me was so unsure but that other nagging part of me wanted it and more.


She pulled back, smiling at me and stroking my cheek. Her caresses continued, her hands stroking the sides of my neck, below my ears and down to my collar bone, just soft, delicate touches, her other hand at the back of my neck, relaxing me with her touch. Her fingers moved to the v in my blouse, slowly undoing the buttons, lower and lower until she had them all undone and was pulling the fabric out that was tucked in my skirt exposing my front to her.


Again, her fingers danced lightly over my skin moving back up to my decent size breasts enveloped in my sheer flesh coloured bra. My nipples pebbled hard under the gauzy translucent fabric and her knuckles skimmed tantalisingly over them, the pads of her fingers fondling the flesh above the top of the cup of my bra. My heart was beating furiously, my pussy felt wet and my cunt ached unbearably, I felt drunk, partially from the wine but predominately from her attention.


Lynn moved forward again kissing me open mouthed, inviting me to explore her with my own tongue. Hesitating nervously, she sucked my bottom lip with her own, releasing it with a sigh, I flicked out my tongue and licked her lips, finally plucking the courage up to venture my tongue into her mouth. Our kiss was luxurious, a slow dance of tongues, helping me to relax further.


Her exploring hands moved back down to my nipples, circling the aching buds, scratching across the knotted flesh, the sensations ricocheting down to my clit as I moaned into her mouth. Moving across to the catch at the front of my bra she released my breasts, the material springing away releasing my mounds Gently she moved the material out of the way, cupping one of my mounds, rolling the nipple between her finger and thumb twisting and pulling at the sensitive flesh, then moving over to treat the other one the same. My nipples tightened further, my clit was now throbbing achingly, her splayed fingers slid lightly over the protruding tightened teat, vibrating as each digit rubbed past. The sensations where so erotic, I wanted more, needed her to help stop the ache, the incessant throb in my clit.


I moaned into her mouth again, she stopped kissing me, moved back and looked into my eyes,


‘Tell me……. is this what you want?’


‘Yes, please……’ I whispered in response.


Kissing my neck, her tongue licking behind my ear, I could feel her quickened breath on my skin. Her hand left my breasts moving down, seeking the hem of my skirt, pulling and tugging until the material was bunched around my waist exposing my panty covered crotch. Her hand moved down to my knee closest to her, applying some pressure as she drew circles on my inside leg with her fingers. By now, overcome with the urge to sate my need, I didn’t hesitate to open my legs for her, pushing my knees as far apart as the sofa would allow.


Achingly slowly her fingers inched up my thighs in tiny increments, teasing me beyond words, I wanted this so, so bad, my breath coming in short pants. She cupped my mound, the heal of her hand against my pubic bone, her fingers resting lightly against my slit and her fingertips against the wet material of my crotch. She continued to caress the skin on my chest lower and lower until her mouth closed over one of my nipples, drawing the tingling flesh into her mouth, sucking hard.


The welcomed contact caused my hips to buck into her hand pushing her fingers tighter against my slit, her mouth alternating between suckling and flicking each of my nipples with her tongue. Never, in all my years had I wanted to come so bad, even masturbating holding a vibrating dildo against my clit watching lesbian porn had brought me to this wild heightened state. I didn’t know what to say, I wanted more, so much more.


‘Pleeease, pleeease…..’ I whined at Lynn.


She still didn’t move, continued to lavish her attentive mouth on my breasts, her hand so tantalising still against the front of my pussy.


‘I need you……I need you to…………make……….me………..come! Please Lynn, I need you so badly!’ I gasped.


She dragged her fingers up and slid them into my panties, parting my labia, one of her fingers probing my wetness, stroking up and down, avoiding my clit. I gasped at the contact bucking up again and again circling my hips to increase the pressure of her finger on my most sensitive parts.


‘Shhhh…..relax baby…..take it slow…..let me show you how good it can feel…how it should feel…..you need to realise how good I can make you feel.’ She whispered against my breasts. She dipped her fingers into my wetness pooling at the entrance to my cunt and then touched my clit, starting to slowly apply pressure, circling her fingertip over the nub, over and over, massaging it back and forth, at the same time she continued to suckle my nipples alternatively.


The touch and speed of the circles on my slippery flesh became harder and faster as the pressure of my orgasm built, my body tightening, my fingers digging into the plush cushions of the sofa. Her mouth sucked harder, biting the sensitive flesh and then soothing the bite with the swipe of her tongue. Her finger now flicking so fast over my clit, sensations shooting across my body in so many directions, as I was tipped over the orgasm ledge. I wailed loudly as I came so hard, never had I been the recipient of such a climax, my body spasmed and I felt my cunt walls contract and pulse. Lynn slowed the massaging of my clit as I panted through the intensity of my orgasm, my legs felt like jelly and I felt so relaxed.


‘Hey, earth to Caroline?’ Lynn whispered looking deeply into my eyes. She kissed me again, passionately, her tongue caressing my mouth.


‘Are you okay?’


I nodded dumbly in answer to her question.


‘I haven’t even started to show you how I can make you feel. Stay with me tonight, please?’ she pleaded.


Suddenly embarrassed at my nakedness I was unable to answer. Lynn stood up quickly, reaching for my hand, she pulled me to my feet. My skirt fell back down as I stood but my blouse remained open with my unfastened bra draped to my sides. I looked down at my exposed breasts, she put her fingers under my chin and pulled my face back up to meet hers, stroking down the slope of one breast to circle my nipple, the flesh tightening in response, she quietly said,


‘Baby, don’t be shy, you have a beautiful body, I so want to explore it more…’


Grasping my hand again she pulled me out of the room, up the stairs and into her bedroom, closing the door behind us. Pulling me deeper into the room until we were next to her bed, she pulled my blouse and bra from my shoulders, letting them drop to the floor. She pulled her own jumper over her head, revealing small breasts which showed off her taught protruding nipples, moving forward she embraced me and kissed me hungrily.


Breaking away, she reached behind and unzipped my skirt letting it fall to the floor, the knelt at my feet and pulled my panties down and off my feet. She leant forward, breathing against my mount, kissed my slit and returned to stand to face me. She then proceeded to unzip her trousers, sliding them down her legs to reveal her naked, bald pussy to me, kicking them off her feet as she moved in to kiss me again.


Our kisses became more passionate as she started to pay attention to my breasts, rolling and pinching the nipples between her fingers and thumb. Emboldened I reached for her breasts, relishing in the softness of the skin, the nipples hard as I rubbed my palm against them. She pushed me down on the bed on my back and moved to straddle my hips, instantly I felt her wet pussy against my mound. I looked down and could see her labia shiny with her juices. She leaned in again to kiss me, our tongues dualling, teeth banging as she rubbed herself against my pubic bone and moaning into my mouth.


Manoeuvring herself further back, hooking her right leg underneath my left one until our pussies were kissing and she started to rub herself against me. The sensation was electric, our wet lips slurping against one another, she pulled my left knee up to her chest and started to ride me hard. Our clits rubbed against each other, sliding over our soaked pussies, grinding down against our pubic bones, our orgasms building as we mashed our bodies together.


We were both covered in a sheen of sweat as we panted from the exertion of chasing our orgasms, the slurping of our pussies against each other echoed loudly in the room, the noise exciting us further. As we both reached our climax, we cried out simultaneously, clinging to one another as our exertions slowed, grinding out the last throes of our orgasms.


Collapsing on the bed, Lynn and I laid side by side, breathing hard with our legs still entwined, I kissed her and moving to lay on my back, I said,


‘Thank you….words cannot describe how enlightening this has been….I had no idea it would or should feel like this. I’m blown away.’


‘You’re welcome. You have no idea how much I have wanted to do this to you for.’


Was her reply.


I must have drifted off for a while, I was awoken by Lynn suckling on my breasts, I lay still with my eyes closed absorbing those wonderful sensations once again, appreciating those little sparks shooting down to my pussy making me wet. Her tongue circled over each of my nipples, pinching tightly between her teeth, sucking and pulling the flesh taught, over and over again she repeated the attention on each breast. I felt like I was so close to orgasm from just her attentions to my tits but that elusive orgasm just wasn’t quite within reach, by now I was panting from her teasing, my juices trickling down my slit.


Her mouth left my breasts, she kissed and licked her way down my stomach, moving over to suck on the flesh covering my hip bones. I felt the bed move as she manoeuvred herself between my legs, pushing them wide apart until the side of my knees touched the mattress. I sat up on my elbows, my heart beating faster and faster as I watched her mouth move closer and closer to my pussy.


‘You are so wet.’ She exclaimed.


I gasped as she drew the flat of her tongue from my opening all the way up to my clit. The feel so electric and the sight so erotic as she paused over my clit to look up at me and show my creamy juices gathered on her tongue before taking them into her mouth to savour them before sweeping back downwards. She continued to lap at me, her mouth and tongue licking and slurping up my copious juices as strings of grool stretched between her mouth and my pussy. The sensations ramped up as I watched her devour me, then she moved to my clit, pushing my pubic mound upwards to tighten the skin and pull the hood back to reveal that special knot of nerves. Her tongue darted out and flicked the hard nub back and forth, the ripples of pleasure causing me to buck my hips up to increase the contact.


Laying her other arm over my stomach to steady me, she placed her mouth over my clit and sucked hard rubbing the distended button with her tongue. She continued to suck and slurp as my hands knotted in fists against the sheets as my orgasm built, by now I was moaning so loudly, encouraging her to up her efforts. I pushed my hips up, driving my clit harder against her sucking onslaught, my orgasm broke, my muscles tightened everywhere, my skin skittering little electric shocks across my body.


She continued to suck, even as the orgasm subsided and my flesh was so sensitive, I was struggling to stand it, she pushed and pushed me as the pain altered to build into a second orgasm. Gasping for breath the second peak rushed through me even more sensitive than the first, my moans now wails as I crashed over. She eased off the pressure and gently lapped at the juices secreting from me as I tried to regain my breath.


She moved back up to lay beside me, pushing my hair from my sweaty face and kissed me gently. I tasted myself on her lips and in her mouth, savouring my musky flavour and licking my juices from her chin. I reached over and started to caress her breasts, feeling her nipples harden as I stroked the back of my fingers over them, gently rolling the buds between my fingers enjoying the sensation of tightened teats and tightly puckered flesh of her aureoles.


She moaned into my mouth, arching her back into my hands, encouraging me further. She broke our kiss and rolled onto her back with her arms above her head, offering me unfettered access to her body. Leaning my head on my hand, I watched myself stroking Lynn, relishing in post orgasmic bliss, feeling another woman’s soft flesh under my fingertips, finding it unbelievable that my fantasy was far better in reality than I’d ever imagined.


Drifting my exploring hand down between her breasts, over her belly button until I reached her bald pubic mound, my fingertips stroking her plump slit not applying any pressure enjoying teasing her.


‘Open your legs for me…..let me touch you…….I want to feel you.’ I urged.


Lynn moaned in response opening her legs immediately, I moved down the bed a little, sliding my fingers between her labia, instantly feeling her wetness, the slippery softness of her hairless pussy as I caressed up and down her slick folds spreading her copious juices around. Overcome by the urge to taste her, I scrabbled over and put myself between her legs and moved my head to her pussy. What a sight! Completely hairless, pale outer lips, pulling them apart with my fingers to reveal deep pink inner folds, shining with her juices, pulling wider to reveal her cunt opening secreting thick creamy juices and a gorgeous delicate pink clit peaking out from its hood.


I tentatively stuck my tongue out to taste her, she tasted very similar to myself yet slightly different, musky, salty and sweet all at the same time. I lapped at her juices enjoying the flavour and listening to her moaning at my attentions.


‘More…..give me more…..slip your fingers into my cunt, pleeease!’ She gasped.


Sucking my longest finger into my mouth to wet it, I then slid it slowly into her vaginal opening, delighting in the slickness of her pussy walls and her internal muscles clamping against the intrusion trying to pull my finger in deeper. I slowly pumped my finger in and out, watching my finger disappearing back and forth.


‘No, more…stretch me with your fingers.’ She instructed.


Emboldened, I inserted my index finger alongside the other and then a third, feeling her cunt walls open to accommodate my digits. I started to pump my fingers, knuckle deep into her, the squelching noises as my knuckles slapped against her juice coated labia exciting me further.


Leaning over, I sucked her clit into my mouth and drew the flesh in, trying to match the jamming of my fingers into her cunt with the drawing movements of my lips and tongue on her nub. Moaning and hissing her encouragement at me demanding more and more, I just couldn’t seem to fuck her with my hand hard enough.


She reached over to her bedside drawer and produced a dildo, it was bright pink, substantial in length and girth, offering it to me.


‘Shove it into my cunt, turn it on and fuck me hard!’ She ordered.


Without hesitating, I grabbed it, removed my fingers from her cunt and immediately placed the head against her opening which was gaping from the absence of my digits. I watched in awe as her cunt took the vibrator without any resistance, sliding in to the hilt, as deep as I could get it. I flicked the switch at the bottom to the maximum setting and felt the base buzz into life.


‘Oh god! Yes that’s it, now fuck me with it! Hard!’ She moaned loudly.


I started to slide the pink phallus in and out of her, twisting it at the same time. The pink plastic was marbled with her creamy juices, the opening of her cunt the flesh dragging back and forth over the object. I leaned forward again and sucked her clit into my mouth, sucking on the nub and pumping the false cock into her faster and faster.


‘That’s it Baby. Fuck it harder and deeper into me…….Suck me……harder….more…..Oh yes, just like that…….don’t stop.’ She was gasping now, bucking up to meet the dildo pounding into her cunt. Her body tensed, her hips remaining in the air as her orgasm built. I was euphoric, not only had I orgasmed, unbelievably twice from her but now I was successfully helping her, I felt so powerful to be able to do this, I don’t know who was more turned on, myself or Lynn.


As her orgasm broke and I slowed down the pumping of the dildo into her cunt and eased off her clit, I watched her juices push out around the pink plastic, dribbling onto my hand holding it. Never had I seen anything so erotic, the cream oozing out of her, I pulled the dildo from her making a popping sound and brought it to my mouth. I sucked her juices from the plastic and licked her cum from my hand, tasting her richness and Lynn watched me as she recovered from my attentions.


‘God that is sooo sexy. Watching you clean my juices, sticking my dildo, which was moments ago buried in my cunt, into your mouth to suck off my cum. Come here.’ She whispered.


I moved back to lay down beside her, my head resting on her shoulder, her arm around me and my hand palming her beautiful breast. Lying there quietly for a moment, thinking, I quietly said,


‘I’m done with Peter, you have shown me what I need, probably what I have been seeking and didn’t realise it was there all the time. I’m going to leave him, do you fancy a lodger?’


‘No, I don’t want a lodger. I want you in my bed, every night, as my lover. I have so many more things I want to do with you and share with you. Will you be that person?’ She inquired.


Without hesitation,


‘Yes.’ I replied. 


Working Late

My name is Allison, and Im 19. I'm about 5'6" in height, with auburn hair and brown eyes. I have a lean figure with D-cups and dimples in my back, just below my spine. It was Autumn, and I was starting my very first internship at the White House. Yes, I said the White House. I remember feeling anxious, yet excited as I entered the giant building, following the man who was showing me around. His name was Mr. Hill. He brought me to the press secretary's office, where I would be working. This is where everything changed.


The press secretary was on the phone when we arrived.
"...No, no. This is unacceptable. We need this by Thursday, no later..." I heard her say. "Alright, I'll take care of it. Bye." She hung up the phone.
Mr. Hill knocked on the door. "CJ..."
The woman looked up as we stepped inside of her office. She had a pretty face and light hair that was cut at her shoulders. "This is Allison Lewis, she's the intern I was telling you about." He said.
"Oh, right." she rose to meet me and smiled, offering her hand. "I'm CJ Cregg, press secretary and Deputy Chief of Staff. It's nice to meet you." she said.
I grasped her hand and shook it lightly. "I'm Allison. Pleased to meet you, Ms. Cregg."
"Call me CJ." she insisted.
While she was standing, I instantly noticed that she towered above me at an impressive six feet. She was tall and slim with long legs. She couldn't have been more than 40 in age, but was still very attractive.
"Well, CJ can take it from here, as you'll be working with her. If you have any questions, I'd be glad to help." Mr. Hill said before stepping out.
"Alright, we'd best get started then." CJ said.


A couple of weeks went by and I was already used to my job. I would run around, keeping notes and things. Often times I found myself in the press room, observing as CJ took on the overwhelming amount of questions from reporters. She was very nice, and was only really scary if you got on her bad side. I seemed to be doing okay.
Eventually I started spending most of my time in her office. The more I did, the more I got to watch her. She really was very pretty.
There were some days she wore these tight skirts that hugged her hips. Those were my favorite days. She would be on the phone, legs propped up on her desk. I would pretend to look over my clipboard when I would actually be eyeing her toned legs. God, she really looked sexy in heels...
I guess she saw me looking because she suddenly took her legs down. Wait, was I checking her out?


I spent a lot of my work time trying to convince myself that I wasn't attracted to CJ, but it was hard. More so when she would bend over, causing me to glance at her rear. I could tell that her ass was tight and completely perfect. For a brief moment I found myself fantasizing about throwing her across her desk and spanking her... But I snapped out of it when she sat up again. Looks like these next couple of months are going to be long ones...


There was no denying it; I wanted CJ Cregg. At night I would dream about having her submit to me right there in her office, and vice versa. But I knew that wouldn't happen. If only she would notice me the way I noticed her. Over the next few days, I changed my wardrobe, wearing a shirt that was cut just low enough, or a skirt that gave a good view of my legs. I could have sworn she glanced at my chest a couple of times, but it was hard to tell.


One evening I was working on a paper with Mr. Hill that I had recently finished. I attached it to my clip board and made my way to CJ's office. Her door was open and I knocked, but no one was there. I decided to wait for her, sitting on the couch against the wall and watching the news in the meantime. A few minutes later, CJ rushed into her office and shut the door. She apparently didn't see me, as I was sitting in the corner. I went to speak when I noticed she was unbuttoning her blouse. I froze, eyes widening at the sight of her black lace bra popping out of her shirt. I knew I should say something, let her know I was there. So I cleared my throat.
"Jesus! You scared me." She said, jumping.
"Im so sorry Ms. Cregg, I-I..." I averted my gaze.
"That's alright... You need something?" she asked.
"Yes, I uh- these, umm... Notes. I have your notes and I came by but you weren't in here so I was going to wait and-" I rambled on, nervously. What could she be thinking? "Notes for the presidential ball?"
I nodded, looking down.
"Here, I'll take them." CJ stuck out her arm, shirt still half unbuttoned. I got up and handed them to her, catching sight of her firm breasts. Before I knew it, my pussy was throbbing and my cheeks reddened.
"....Sorry." I said before rushing out.


I made it safely to the ladies room and sat in the stall. It seemed there was no one else in the bathroom. With a hand in my panties I felt just how wet I had gotten, and I knew it was from CJ. The anticipation of watching her undress had really turned me on. I soon started to rub my swollen cunt, slipping a finger inside of me. It felt so good to satisfy that aching. I couldn't stop.
Sliding my finger out, I began to rub my clit rapidly. "Ohh CJ, that feels sooo good." I moaned quiety, pretending it was her instead of me. I gasped and came, throwing my head back. I had never cum so quickly in my life.


Lunch was being served, and afterwards I returned to CJ's office to receive my next assignment. CJ was at her desk, reading something. She didn't look up but she knew it was me. "Close the door." she told me.
I did as I was asked, wondering if I had done something wrong. "Is everything alright?" I asked, sitting on the couch.
She took her glasses off, holding them in her left hand.
"I should be asking you that, shouldn't I?" She got up from her chair and sat beside me. My breath nearly caught in my throat, I hadn't really been so close to her until now.
"Forgive me, I'm not quite sure what you mean."
She was inches away from me and I drank in every detail. Her eyes were Hazel and she didn't appear to wear any makeup. Her lips seemed soft, a warm, pink color to them. I came to the conclusion that she was naturally that beautiful.
"I heard you in the bathroom earlier."
I tensed up, blushing. I could have sworn I had been alone. Embarrassed, I put my head in my hands. "Oh God, I... I'm sorry CJ, I don't know what I was thinking... You're just really pretty and I-I-I..." I had no clue what to say, couldn't bring my eyes to meet hers.
"I'll leave, I'm sorry if I caused any trouble ". I went to exit the room and she stopped me, a hand on my shoulder.
I turned to face her and suddenly she leaned forward and pressed her lips against my own! I wasn't sure that this was real, but I didn't resist. When she pulled away, I was speechless.
"Why don't you come with me to my house later. We have some... Work that needs to be taken care of." she said, going back to her desk.
I nodded, breaking into a smile. "Yes ma'am."


~~~~~~~~~~ PART 2 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~


After this incident, CJ took me to her house to work alright! I had then begun to sleep with her for quite some time. We were pretty good at keeping this a secret, but there must have been something that gave us away. There were three guys who worked with CJ named Toby, Josh and Sam. They began to suspect something. A rumor then started amongst the three of them, that CJ and I were having at it (Boy, were they right!).
This was something that remained only between them, especially since they weren't sure. Toby kind of shrugged it off, Josh really wanted to know and Sam was determined to find out. An overeard two sentences set off what became a very interesting plan.


"...It just can't be done in time. This could take all night to complete." CJ sighed. "We'll do what we can now and finish at my house. How's that sound?"
I agreed.


Josh was passing by when he heard this and immediately shared it with the guys. At first they joked about sneaking into CJ's house and discovering the truth, but it quickly became a serious idea. "Fuck it, I say we go."
after a long discussion, they decided.
"I'm in. We leave in an hour".


Very Early, they left and snuck into CJ's home. Toby was someone she trusted so he knew where she kept her spare key. They looked around for a place to hide, and settled on the bedroom closet. Soon after, CJ and I arrived and got straight to work. The guys sat upstairs, cramped and patiently waiting. They listened to our conversation downstairs until we finished our project. It was 10pm by then, and I was staying overnight. The guys perked up when they heard us coming upstairs. I got ready for bed and CJ sat in bed, reading.
"CJ, you need a break. You're still in your work clothes."
"I was doing some reading for the ball." she said.
"Just relax, you're doing too much." I knew she was simply trying to be prepared.
"Come on". I said, getting up and sitting beside her.


'Hey wake up, something's happening.' Sam whispered from the closet, poking the guys.


"Im fine, really. After this, I'll stop." she insisted.
I rested my hands on her neck and began to massage her shoulders. Her muscles were tense, and she practically melted as I worked out the knots. Bending her head forward she said, "Mmm, okay, you win" and closed the book.


The guys shared a look as I stopped and sat before her again.


"Better?"
CJ rolled her shoulders back and nodded. "Much, thank you."
"So what are you going to do now?" I asked.
" I had a little something in mind." she replied.
"yeah? Like what?"
She giggled and leaned forward, kissing me lightly. "You know exactly what".
I parted my lips lightly as she did so.


The guys' eyes grew wide as our minor kiss turned into a more passionate one. CJ drew in my bottom lip as my tongue danced with hers.


'Holy. Shit. We were right." Toby whispered.


Our kiss lingered on, my hand on her neck as she ran her fingers through my hair.


The boys were in disbelief. "I knew it!" Josh said


"Do I make you hot, CJ?" I asked her.
"God, yes."
There I was, 19 years old about to please the woman of my dreams, yet again.


"This... This is just... Incredible." Sam said.


I licked at her neck, kissing the same spot. She caressed my side, tracing the line of my spine. My nipples were hardening through my shirt, showing just how aroused I was. "This needs to come off." I said, tapping the button of her blazer. As simple as that, the blazer was off. She was in a plain t-shirt and a black skirt; the one that I favored out of the others. I let my fingers trail their way up her bare legs, as it would be torture to look and not touch.
"That too." CJ crossed her arms and lifted her shirt off to reveal a purple bra. Then She pulled at the string of my pajamas bottoms. I pushed one of her straps to the side and kissed the smooth skin of her shoulder. She ran her fingers through my hair once more and told me to sit back, so I did. My pajamas were off in an instant, and luckilly for her, I wasn't wearing a bra.


Because of the bed post, the boys couldn't see anything above my knee, but they heard every word we spoke. "Jesus Christ, is this turning anyone else on? I'm hard as a rock." Toby admitted.


CJ brushed her lips over my collar bone and stopped above my breasts. She rolled her tongue over my nipples, and then kissed her way down my belly.


"Fuck. I'm sorry guys." Sam said as he unzipped his pants. He couldn't handle wht he was witnessing and needed relief. They all did.


She traced the line of my panties before sliding those off too. Now in between my legs, she blew lightly against my throbbing cunt. I knew she was teasing and sat there, drawing in staggered breaths of anticipation. I was finally rewarded by the feel of her tongue running up my slit. I laid back completely as her tongue went deeper inside of me. CJ's head moved in slight circles and I moaned. "Ohh CJ..."
She sucked up my clit, flicking it furiously with her tongue.
"I want you to cum so hard." she told me, sitting up.


The guys observed CJ sticking her middle and ring finger in her mouth. "Do you think she's gonna-"
But his question was answered when she slid her fingers into place.


"I know you like it deep."
I moaned again, biting my lip in satisfaction.
"Why don't we make this a bit more fun?" she asked. CJ reached for her nightstand drawer, and pulled out a clear, glass dildo. "Shall we?"
She had a seductive smirk on her face as she began to thrust fast, the smooth, cold glass sliding in and out with ease.


Sam was pounding away at the sound of my moans growing more frequent.


"You're so close... And so wet, I absolutely love it."
I spread my legs wider for her. "Oh fuck, Oh yes. CJ, I'm gonna cum!" I groaned.
She used her other hand to rub my clit in circles. "Then cum for me baby, cum for me".
She moaned with me as my pussy contracted and I came hard. "Oh, yes!" she said as she watched, still working my clit.
"How was that?" she smiled down at me.
"...amazing" I managed. She slid the dildo out and used her mouth to clean it.
"Oh, you're turning me on all over again." I said as I watched her.


"Me too." Sam said quietly, who already spurted a load in the closet. Toby and Josh were close. Watching CJ suck anything could really bring a guy over the edge.


"Your turn!" I said happily, leaning her back against her pillow. Her lingerie was thrown to the floor and I was left with my eyes glued to the gorgeous, six foot tall woman in front of me. People were often intimidated by her height, but she was none-the-less astonishing.
I started down her body, kissing every inch of her that I could. I took my time, coming to her chest and taking each of her smaller breasts into my mouth. CJ let a soft moan escape her. I ventured on across her belly and thighs, lips working around that perfect little slit of hers. Where was the fun if I didn't tease her back?


Sam was stroking his hard cock, attempting his second orgasm as Toby and Josh came at the sight of the exposed flesh between CJ's legs.


"Please..." she begged me.
I shoved my tongue as deep inside of her as she did myself, and she breathed a sigh of relief. I used my other hand to apply pressure to her clit as she closed her eyes. CJ was just as slippery and sweet as she usually was, and I loved the way she tasted.
I sat up, two fingers now replacing my tongue. CJ panted, hungry for the climax she so desperately craved.


"This is so fucking sexy." Josh said from the closet. It was his biggest fantasy to spy on two females as they pleased each other.


I leaned forward and kissed her neck again, a highly sensative spot for her. Her words were only just audible. "...Talk to me."


"God yes, talk dirty to her." Toby pleaded silently.


"Claudia Jean Cregg, you've been so naughty lately. I love it when you misbhave, wearing those short skirts to work. It makes me so wet."
CJ's eyes were still closed as she listened. I figured that since she was in charge so often, she liked the idea of being submissive every now and then. Although she did have fun being the dominant one...
"You know, I have this fantasy where you call me into your office, and you're wearing a low-cut tank top under your blazer and showing off your legs while you're sitting on your desk..." I began, still pumping her pussy. I aimed upward, searching for her g-spot. It would be a real treat if I'd found it!
"... And you command me to do things, and in the end I have my tongue buried in your cunt and the President himself walks in as you're brought to orgasm and he doesn't even realize it." I continued.
"...Don't stop." CJ panted.


"Holy fuck, I can pitcure that scene perfectly". Toby said as he imagined it.


CJ groaned, her legs bucking. If there's one thing I learned about her, it's that her legs buck when she's close.
"I think my favorite thing is that after this is over, I get to lap everything up".
"Yes." she moaned.
"Are you gonna cum CJ?"
"Uh-huh." she nodded.
I rubbed her clit in wild circles. "Cum for me then, you can't fight it. I can already feel your pussy tightening around my fingers."
"Oh, God!" she moaned.
"And now you're almost intoxicated by that unbelievably delicious feeling that's been building up in the pit of your stomach. And when it erupts, you'll be left a breathless mess on your bed as that wave of ecstasy hits you over and over again."


CJ's legs jerked once, twice as she let out a cry, completely euphoric.
She pushed back, body digging into the mattress. Her muscles contracted and she exploded, squirting all over my hand and the bed.


"Jesus!" All three men came as they watched CJ soak her bedsheets, laying there in a vulnerable state.


She was breathing heavily.
"you're absolutely... brilliant."
"I should say the same for you, Ms. Cregg".
I fell beside her as she finger-combed her ruffled hair into place and kissed me for the last time that night.


The guys sat, mystified until Toby broke their silence. "Okay, we know we're right... Now how the fuck do we get out of this closet?" 


Chilly Tilly

Tilly was a cop, daughter of a cop, a sister to cops and cousin to many cops. A few months before her thirty-sixth birthday, she was slim, standing five foot nine with the wide shoulders, flattish chest, and slim hips with the incredibly powerful thighs of a swimmer. She loved water, and still swam when she got the chance. She had short unruly dark hair that was normally brushed carelessly back. Her most memorable feature were her eyes. They were large; the colours of a misty sea, sometimes gray, changing to jade green, depending on her mood. With classic cheekbones, a beautiful face, slim body, she still got carded when entering a bar where she wasn't known.


She helped the vice squad out from time to time, stake-outs, dressing in a plaid micro-mini and stiletto heels and halter-tops, long wigs, padded bra and tons of make up; it was not something she overly enjoyed. Being a detective, she loved, solving enigmatic robberies, catching "scam-artists", that flocked to Vegas, getting them "off the street". This was her life. She enjoyed most other aspects of her career, as a peace officer, the camaraderie, the sense she was making a difference. Like most cops, she hated the necessary paperwork and endless court appearances that went alongside any arrest. In addition, she shot "Sniper" with her custom Winchester 30.06 and was a member of the prestigious S.W.A.T.


She had been born with a heart defect, simply put, it beat ten to fifteen beats a minute slower than average. Heart specialists had no cure for the defect. The slower heart rate had given her a solid phlegmatic outlook on life that even her failed marriage and divorce could not shake.


Tilly was late. The traffic on the freeway was light, almost non-existent, so she pressed the gas just a little harder. The 1963 Jaguar E-type was her only extravagance. It had cost her a fortune to rebuild from the hulk she had discovered at an auto graveyard in the desert just outside of the city. The twin chromed exhausts spat and growled as the sleek car shot forward at a greater pace. The monthly backyard family barbeque at her parent's house, with her brothers and cousins was something she hated to miss.


She had restored the British sports car herself; her brothers and dad spent countless hours helping her to recreate it, to the point it had first been driven off the factory lot in Coventry England forty odd years ago. The paintwork gleamed British Racing Green. Each piece of chrome had been re-chromed and burnished until they shone. The Engine and running gear had been sent back to the Coventry factory where it had been blueprinted and retooled to accept the higher octane, lead-free gasoline of the time, rather than the leaded pollutant it had originally been created to run on. The leather of the interior was buttercup brown, an exact duplicate of the later '80 models, with soft as a glove the comfortable bucket seats that enveloped the person sitting in them. The dashboard and steering wheel had gone to a Jaguar specialist in California, the walnut refurbished, gauges replaced, and the leather re-stitched so that it appeared new and unblemished.


Her concentration was shattered by the squawk of a siren behind her, the red and white revolving lights on the cruiser lit up behind her, stabbed her eyes in the rear-view mirror and she lifted off the gas and coasted to a stop on the shoulder of the road.


The cop who exited from the cruiser looked like a poster-girl for female cops everywhere. Tilly estimated her to be about five foot ten inches. She filled the khaki uniform, as if she had been poured into it. There was not a single wrinkle in the starched khaki uniform, which she could see. The basket-weaved double-clasped "Sam Brown" leather belt around her trim waist slanted down on her left side, and supported a holstered semi automatic pistol and pouches for spare ammunition and regulation handcuffs. Her blonde hair was tied back, as per the regulations, in a ponytail, that flowed out of the back of her baseball cap. Mirrored "aviator" Raybans hid and shielded her eyes from the desert glare, making it hard to estimate her age.


"I clocked you at seventy six miles per hour, Ma'am. The speed limit posted for this section of the freeway is fifty-five. May I see your license and proof of registration please?"


Tilly fished in her purse and withdrew her wallet and handed it to the officer, gold badge open, identifying herself as a fellow peace officer. "Hi", she greeted, "Tilly Smits, Metro office, " she said brightly.


The cop looked at the offered badge, handed it back to Tilly. "License and proof of ownership, please, Detective Smits", she asked again.


Tilly sighed, leaned over to the glove box and withdrew the pink ownership papers and handed them to the officious woman, along with her plastic drivers license card.


"The speed I clocked you at is above the level I can issue you a speeding ticket for. Regulation 47 of the bylaws concerning vehicular traffic on highways of Nevada state clearly states that when a vehicle is measured doing a speed in excess of twenty miles per hour over the posted speed limit, it be impounded and that a summons be issued to the driver for a court case. I have to impound this vehicle, and issue you a warrant to appear in court, Detective Smits. Will you step out of the vehicle please? I will radio for a tow-truck to take your vehicle to impound. Do you need to contact anyone for alternate transport, or shall I drive you to the nearest bus station? Perhaps you would prefer it, if I called you a cab?" the blonde cop stated blandly.


Tilly was aghast, "You are joking, right? I'm also a cop, how about a little professional courtesy?" She asked.


The blond patrolwoman answered sarcastically, "Were you being professional by breaking the speed limit, Ms. Smits? Or are you chasing a suspect in your private vehicle? Perhaps you're being chased?" She looked around hastily for the offending vehicle.


Tilly shook her head resigned to the fact that the policewoman was serious. She dug into her purse and pulled out her cellular 'phone, while unbuckling her safety belt. She pulled herself out of the seat and stood beside her beloved Jaguar. She punched buttons of her 'phone, and waited till the party she called answered. "Hi Mom, is Dad there? Yah, yah, I know everybody is there. I know I'm late and that the burgers are on the barbeque. Can I speak to Dad please?"


She waited, holding the phone to her ear. After a few seconds her dad came the phone. "Hi Dad, can you fetch me? I'm on highway thirty five about five miles from you? No, no, the car is fine, in fact your traffic patrolwoman, um..." she squinted at the gold badge above the khaki uniform pocket, "Officer Fields, has just impounded it and is going to have it towed. Yes, okay Dad, hold on."


Tilly handed the cellular phone to the blonde policewoman." Its Deputy-Chief John Smits. He would like a word with you."


Hanna Fields took the offered phone and spoke. "Hello this is Officer Fields, Deputy-Chief. Yes sir, but... but I have followed the correct procedure in this case. I clocked the vehicle at seventy-six miles per hour. Yes sir, Chief. I understand. Thank you sir." She flushed as she handed the Motorola back to Tilly.


"You are free to go officer Smits. My apologies for detaining you." She turned, stalked to her patrol car with as much dignity as she could muster, climbed in, revved the motor and proceeded, with a squeal of rubber, to make an illegal U-turn over the painted median and head back the way she had originally come.


Tilly waived in mock friendliness at the disappearing squad car, as she climbed back into the cockpit of her jag, and sped off to enjoy her family barbeque.


Her dad and brothers, most of her cousins, as well as many other relatives were on the force. The merriment of the occasion was not lost on her family. Her dad admonished her for the phone call while her brothers teased her all afternoon. Chilly-Tilly became Leadfoot and Speed-demon.


As the afternoon slowly descended into early evening, and the barbeque transformed into a game of family touch football, Tilly turned to her father. "Dad, can you get me Hanna Fields' home address?" She handed him her cellphone. Her dad punched in his office number and spoke to the clerk on duty. He wrote the address on a sheet of his notepad, and handed it to Tilly.


Dusk became evening as the various family members began packing up and her parent's driveway and front yard no longer resembled a parking lot. Tilly headed back towards the city, at the posted speed limit. She made a short stop at an all hours liquor store, and the florist alongside it. The Jaguar coasted to a stop outside a small home in a middle-income area of the city. The garden was sparsely populated. A white Honda still displaying New York plates was parked in the driveway. Tall unmowed grass showed that the occupant spent little time "smelling the flowers".


Tilly stepped up and knocked on the front door, holding the bunch of red roses in front of her. Hanna was no longer in her uniform when she answered the door, Tilly noted that Hanna's eyes were china blue. She was dressed in a pair of cutoff jeans and cotton T-shirt with the red apple logo for New York emblazoned on the front. Her bare toes coated with coral nail varnish peeked up at Tilly, giving the illusion of vulnerability.


Tilly offered the blonde the flowers. "Peace offering," she stated sincerely.


Hanna accepted the flowers. "Thank you, Deputy-Chief Smits' daughter," she answered levelly.


"I really am sorry, Hanna. I can call you Hanna, can't I?" Tilly asked.


Hanna shrugged as she answered, "I guess, although it still doesn't make it right, thought. You abused the system. This is my first week on the job here. I have been the butt of so many jokes from everybody in the department since I got here. I thought you were just another part of my initiation," she said grinning. Your sarcastic lil wave as I drove off.... ugh!" she grunted.


Tilly followed her into the sitting room. Cardboard boxes were strewn unattended on the floor, some still unopened. It was obvious that Hanna had not gotten unpacked yet. She handed Hanna the roses and wine.


"Let me find a vase and put these in some water. Look in that box." She pointed to an unopened box near the chair Tilly was sitting on. You should find an opener and glasses in there, probably near the bottom."


Hanna rummaged through a half empty carton, and extracted a simple glass vase for the roses. She walked through a door to the kitchen. Tilly could hear her filling the vase from the faucet.


Tilly found the glasses and opener in the box, and proceeded to open the wine. Hanna returned, arranging the roses in the vase as she walked. She placed the flowers on top of the TV set and settled onto the chesterfield across from the chair Tilly was sitting on. Tilly reached over and handed Hanna a glass of wine, then holding up her glass in a toast. "To you, Hanna, a new beginning and my humble apologies for abusing the system."


They drank in silence.


"Do you like music?" Hanna asked, pointing to an expensive-looking black-faced stereo and huge box speakers. It's all I managed to salvage from my divorce." She slipped onto the floor in front of the stereo and selected a CD from a pile alongside the unit.


Soon strains of "Smoke rings in the dark" filled the room. "I love his slow sensual rhythm," she said.


They sipped their wine and listened to the music, Hanna sitting cross legged in front of the stereo and Tilly on the chair next to her. Their interpersonal ice began to thaw and they began to discuss their careers – the job, the city, crime and their lives. The level of wine slowly dropped until the last drop was deposited into Hanna's glass. Hanna shrugged herself up onto her feet and weaved her way back into the kitchen. She returned with another three quarter filled bottle of wine she'd retrieved from the fridge.


The level of the second bottle dropped steadily until it too was empty. By this time both girls were more than a little tipsy and they had begun telling each other little secrets about their pasts. Hanna had admitted to Tilly that she had not had sex with anybody since she had begun divorce proceedings from her ex-husband a New York lawyer who had "gotten it all, 'ceptin this goddam stereo", in the divorce settlement, six months ago. She had moved to 'Vegas to begin again, she was twenty nine. So far she hadn't found anyone interesting enough to consider a bed partner.


Tilly admitted that she hadn't had sex with anyone since she ended the relationship with her ex-husband ten years ago. Her problem was, because of her slow heartbeat, she'd never achieved an orgasm during intercourse with her husband or any man for that matter. The only way she could orgasm, was through lengthy sessions of masturbation, which left her emotionally and physically drained. Some mornings after "pleasuring herself" she was so sore "down there" it hardly seemed worth the effort. Her nickname in the department was "Chilly-Tilly" because it seemed that she had no interest in any of her male colleagues.


Tilly rose unsteadily to her feet, peering at her watch. "I really should be getting home," she said."I have to be on duty in little over five hours.”


"You can't drive in that condition," Hanna said, looking very official while sprawling barefoot on the floor in front of her stereo. "Gimme your keys," she said holding out her hands.


"No way you're taking my car away from me, Hanna. You tried that once already today," Tilly replied.


Hanna struggled to her feet, and walked to Tilly who still was rummaging through her purse for the keys. "You cannot drive drunk, Tilly. If you want, you can stay the night." She pointed at the chesterfield. "You can spend the night on my couch, or you can sleep in the bedroom. It's a big bed and I'm sure we're both too drunk to fool around."


Hanna led Tilly to the bedroom. "I'll set the alarm for six. That gives you time to drive home, shower and put on clean undies, brush your teeth and stuff." She pushed Tilly onto the bed, hastily pulling off her own T-shirt and jeans. She climbed onto the bed wearing only her panties, next to Tilly, who was struggling out of her clothes, and flicked off the light.


Sometime during the night their bodies connected. Dawn started to spray warm desert sunshine into the darkened bedroom, while the two women slumbered in each other's arms. Tilly's head nestled on Hanna's shoulder, and Hanna had her arms wrapped around Tilly, each hand resting on the taller girl's breasts. Tilly's nipples had minds of their own and were throbbingly erect, thrusting into her palms. Unconsciously, Hanna bent downwards and kissed Tilly's neck.


Instantly both girls were awake!


Their eyes flew open as they hastily disengaged from each other. Hanna rolled off the bed. "I'll get coffee. You'll have time to get home and get ready for work," she said, peering at Tilly still sprawled on the bed. She couldn't blot out the beauty of Tilly's eyes as the taller girl looked up at her, almost flaunting her taunt dark, hard nipples. She could still feel them pushing into her palms, that, and the warmth that Tilly's body had radiated.


With that, still clad only in her panties, she turned and walked to the kitchen and began rustling the coffee mugs and filters.


Tilly stood up and, similarly clad only in her panties, silently followed Hanna to the kitchen.


She approached Hanna from the rear, her heart pounding. She reached for Hanna, whispering to herself, "Here goes nothing." She snaked both her arms under Hanna's arms and then upward, her warm hands reaching up and encompassing Hanna's large warm breasts. She flattened herself against Hanna's bare back, her own engorged nipples pressing into Hanna's flesh. Her breath was coming in gasps from fear of rejection and fear of the unknown. She'd never ever even considered having sex with another woman. "What if Hanna starts screaming? Rejects my advances? Laughs at me? There are endless possibilities of things that'll go wrong!" All these thoughts flashed through Tilly's mind as she committed herself and body to this beautiful woman.


Hanna sensed Tilly coming up behind her and held her breath. "God what an idiot I am. She's gonna freak out, damn me!"


When Tilly's hands enveloped her breasts, and she molded herself to her back, Hanna's nipples responded instantly to the touch, warming and hardening, their areolae contracting as the nipples enlarged themselves and became rock hard, pressing themselves back into Tilly's palms. Tilly's mouth touched the soft silky nape of Hanna's neck through her mussed blonde hair. Soft lips kissed her, then Tilly's tongue began lapping where she had just been kissed. It sent tiny tingles of pure ecstasy down Hanna's spine. Automatically, heat and moisture began seeping between her legs.


Tilly whispered, "You'll have to help me, if you want this. I've never done this before." Then she began to knead the breasts that filled each of her hands.


"Neither have I," Hanna panted, her hands covered Tilly's, guiding her fingers and palms as she pressed her chest into those warm loving hands. Unconsciously, she pressed her ass backwards into Tilly's crotch, feeling the warmth radiating there. Wanting more, she released one of Tilly's hands and slid her hand into her panties. She slipped her forefinger over her clit, feeling it swell until she was sure it was at least three times its normal size! "It must be at least an inch long," she thought.


Tilly's hand followed hers down, pushing and questing through the blonde pubic curls until her fingers slid over Hanna's engorged clitoris. Tilly's fingers touched and circled her clit. This gentle touch overwhelmed Hanna. Her knees began to shake, her thighs trembled, an electrical tickle began deep in her belly, and her breath became gasps. Letting everything go, she grabbed the kitchen counter to keep standing. She arched her back as the first orgasm rocked her. She had always been quick to reach orgasm, but these last twenty seconds were a new world record. It didn't end with the first wave, Tilly's fingers entered her, and, achingly slow, two fingers penised their way into her warm wetness. The gush of her juice surprised her, her body responded to the invasive fingers like nothing that she'd ever experienced before.


Unable to keep herself erect, Hanna slid to the kitchen floor. Holding her thighs almost unnaturally wide, she lewdly pumped her pussy upward onto Tilly's rigid fingers her breath had become grunts of pure pleasure. Her back arched off the floor, and her eyes screwed tightly shut. Soon she felt Tilly's wet warm mouth and tongue on her pussy! The feel of her face, her soft cheeks, pressed in between her thighs was amazing. As her fingers flew into Tilly's hair, her whole body gave one mighty shudder and began delivering the most mind-blowing orgasm she'd ever experienced.


Tilly was intent on giving Hanna whatever she wanted. She'd followed her to the floor. The experience of her own frustration during her masturbation sessions gave her insight. She used every trick her own body had taught her to give Hanna an orgasm. Hanna's body began to spasm rhythmically, her pussy enveloped her probing fingers. Liquid, squishy sounds gushed – sweet smelling lubricant emerged that pooled in Hanna's blonde curls, and began running in rivulets down her thighs, Tilly's sensuality was now officially in overdrive. She lowered her face to meet the thrusts of Hanna's pelvis, her tongue tentatively tasting at the escaping juices, until unable to control herself, she pressed her mouth as hard as she could against Hanna's swollen lips alongside her flexing fingers and began to suck at the slick warm liquid Hanna's pussy was creating just for her.


Hanna's squeal as her orgasm overtook her frightened Tilly and instinctively she stopped, pulling her fingers free of Hanna's pussy with an audible 'plop' sound. But she was unable to move her head away. Hanna's fingers had dug into Tilly's hair, keeping her face captive between her heaving thighs.


Finally, totally spent, Hanna, reclined on the kitchen floor. Still gasping, she released her captive. While caressing her shoulders and playing with an available ear, she groaned to the still kneeling Tilly, "Boy, do you ever know how to cure a hang-over!"


Weeks and weeks later, at the station, Tilly was sitting in a toilet stall, as she listened to the two women who were chatting while putting on their make-up in front of the mirror of the ladies change room.


"So, what do you think of the new girl?" one asked the other.


"I sneaked a look through her file when she transferred in from New York. She seems to be a good cop," was the reply.


"So what's the juice then? Tell me all," the first woman demanded.


"She's divorced; no kids; been in three New York precinct houses since she left the police academy. She also has two commendations – one for bravery, one for merit. Her previous Captain in New York recommended her for sergeant, but she was passed over because she had marital problems, then she asked to be transferred here to Vegas."


"Marital problems, huh? So she screws around?"


"Can't say – that part isn't in her jacket."


"So what is in the jacket?"


"Well, she did see a shrink, but it didn't have anything to do with the job."


"Is that all?"


"Pretty much."


"Oh, then I know something you don't."


"What?"


"I hear she's pretty tight with the chief's daughter."


"Who, Chilly-Tilly?"


"Uh-huh, the ice princess."


"Wooo! Sounds like serious lesbo action."


"Oh come on now! All Chilly-Tilly ever does is work. I bet she can't remember who last touched her cunt."


"Oh? Why is her fancy English car in front of Fields' place every night for the last two months then, huh?"


"So Chilly-Tilly bought a strap-on and they're doing it, Big deal!"


"Come on, let's get out there, and save the world."


Tilly heard the two gossip's footsteps moving away and the door of the woman's restroom opening.


Tilly stood, flushed the bowl, smoothed down her skirt and opened the stall door. After washing her hands, she exited the washroom, and followed the two female uniform officers towards the duty desk.


She approached the desk sergeant, flashing her badge. "Hi, Bill," she said. "I'm looking for Hanna Fields. She finished her shift about half an hour ago," she stated.


Not bothering to look up, the balding overweight sergeant grunted something and jerked his thumb over his shoulder at the squad room door behind him, and continued to study the papers in front of him.


Tilly walked into the squad room and found Hanna at a desk, completing every cop's worst nightmare – the paperwork that follows an arrest.


Hanna looked up and flashed a wide smile, her luminous blue eyes lighting up. "Hi, Tilly. I'm just about done. Gimme five minutes, OK? I just need to finish this," she said, pointing to the report she was working on, "and I'm finished for the day." She grinned.


Tilly nodded and sat opposite Hanna, who scribbled furiously, and finished the report by signing it with a flourish.


"All right then," Hanna said, "Let's give this to the D.S., then gimme a second to change into civvies, and we're outta here."


Hanna opened a desk drawer, took out and holstered her duty pistol, rose, and headed for the door, followed by Tilly.


The white heat of the desert almost overwhelmed them as they stepped down from the stairs of the police station, into the sunlight. Almost simultaneously both woman reached instinctively for their sunglasses. Hanna's were the mirrored Ray-bans "Aviator" that hid her wide expressive blue eyes. Tilly's were the less concealing Gucci wrap-around, that shaded her best feature, her luminous green eyes, and framed her classic cheekbones.


The two girls walked side by side along the pavement, their hands "almost" touching. They made a contrasting pair. Hanna at five-eleven, the taller of the two by two inches, had a body that turned heads wherever she went. Her normally below the shoulder length natural blonde hair was pulled back, severely in a "pony-tail". She'd slipped into a white midriff tank-top, which displayed her flat stomach and cute belly button and showed her lush 36C breasts to their best advantage. The faded Levi denims she'd put on looked as though they were bought a size too small and had shrunk in the wash.


In contrast, Tilly's short, unruly dark hair was brushed carelessly back off her forehead. Simple little gold hoops pierced the lobes of her ears. A designer label crème blouse accentuated her shoulders without the aid of shoulder-pads; three of its buttons were open at her neck, displaying the outline of a pair of 32B cup breasts, without flaunting any inadequacy. Her narrow waist was cinched with a wide western leather belt and Navaho belt buckle. A gray-green skirt ended just above her knee, giving people who bothered to look a glimpse of well-developed thighs, calves and delicate ankles. Both women wore comfortable, though unfashionable, running shoes.


As they reached Tilly's '63 racing-green E-type Jaguar, Tilly unlocked the passenger door and held it open for Hanna, before moving to the driver's door and slipping behind the wheel. She moved the car into the late afternoon traffic, heading towards Hanna's house.


She described the conversation she overheard.


"So what? It's exactly what we're doing, Tilly," Hanna responded.


"But, I don't own a strap-on, and we're not lesbians," Tilly remonstrated.


"No we're not, but we can get a strap-on," Hanna responded. "Stop there," she pointed to a vacant parking spot in front of a well known sex shop. "Lets get one there," she demanded mischievously.


Tilly guided the Jag into the parking place, locking the doors after they had exited.


They walked into the large sex shop, hand in hand. A Goth-like clerk complete with pale make-up, darkened eyes, drab dark-gray dress, blackened hair, spiked bracelets and collar, disengaged herself from a co-worker and the magazine they were avidly reading. "Can I help you ladies?" she asked.


Hanna blushed prettily. "Um, my friend is looking for a strap-on," she said, pointing at Tilly.


The clerk nodded knowingly, "Any particular model or size?" she asked.


This time Tilly blushed. "Well no. Can you show us some?" she asked.


"They're all there," the clerk answered and pointed absently to a wall, whose shelves were laden with dozens of varieties of dongs and strap-ons.


Hanna giggled, "Holy shit, there's hundreds!"


Tilly whispered, "You choose. You're going to be on the receiving end."


Hanna and Tilly walked along the isle, picking up various models, reading the deions or advertising that was printed on the packaging aloud to one and other. Finally, Hanna held up an 8-inch model she had taken off the shelf, and brazenly asked the bored clerk, "What's this one like?"


"Ah," said the Goth girl clerk, sagely. "Good choice. It comes complete with a harness and batteries. It has a vibrating, molded head, sculpted shaft and has some really neat accessories."


"OK, "said Tilly. "We'll take it."


The two women giggled all the way back to the car, the discretely wrapped parcel clutched safely in Hanna's hands.


The conversation in the car was as light as the traffic was heavy. Amid sneak peeks and a lot of giggling, they arrived at Hanna's suburban Las Vegas home.


Once inside, they fell into each other's arms on the sofa, in the sitting room. Hanna's arms snaked around Tilly's waist, unbuckling the belt and tugging at the skirt. Tilly kissed Hanna, her tongue flicking at Hanna's teeth and her lips sucking Hanna's tongue. Furiously they tugged each other's clothing off until they both sat amid piles of discarded clothing.


Tilly's mouth sucked lightly on Hanna's neck, her wet warm tongue caressing the soft skin, her hands caressed Hanna's waiting breasts. Teasing her nipples with her palms, she took the now heavy nipples between thumb and forefinger and pulled and pinched the nubbins until they glowed like ripe strawberries, their areolae shrinking as they crinkled.


Hanna had begun to pant. Instinctively her thighs had spread themselves as wide apart as possible and her back arched, inviting her lover to take her. Slowly, teasingly slow, Tilly moved her head down across Hanna's shoulder, then she dragged her tongue down the valley between Hanna's breasts, across her belly. She stopped briefly to explore and probe Hanna's belly button with her tongue before heading down lower through the Hanna's course curly pubic hairs until she found the treasure she so desperately sought.


Tilly's mouth enveloped Hanna's plump pussy. She sucked hard, drawing the wet warmth of Hanna's lips into her mouth, her tongue pressed into Hanna like a tiny penis, its tip delving into the slit. She pressed her nose hard against Hanna's clit, and began to shake her head from side to side, pressing and squishing Hanna's engorged clit against her pelvis, at the same time making sucking noises as she slurped the lubricant Hanna's pussy had begun to produce, just for her.


Hanna gasped, arching her back further, thighs twitching faster and faster as Tilly's nose ground and squished her now super-sensitive clit. An electrical tickle began to expand from the base of her spine, tiny bursts of pure pleasure flowed upward from her thighs. She screwed her eyes tightly shut in concentration, her breathing becoming ragged grunts.


Tilly continued to make slurpy noises as she sucked at the juice that flowed freely from Hanna's pussy. With her head buried in Hanna's lap, Tilly could feel the strong muscles in Hanna's thighs contract with the building of an orgasm. Hanna's knees finally locked, her thighs pressing hard against Tilly's ears, her fingers digging into her short hair, pressing her face deeper into her lap, the electrical waves of pleasure overtaking all sense of decorum.


Hanna began to squeal, "I love you, I love you, I love you, Tilly, please, please," followed by a final long drawn out "Yessssssssssssssss," as the orgasm rocked her deep inside her belly and exploded with an ecstatic shuddering that took her breath away.


As her breathing slowly returned to normal, she opened her eyes and gave a mock sob, "Oh no, you forgot to use the strap-on," she wailed.


"I love you too, my baby girl," Tilly answered, lifting her head and licking her fingers like a cat laps at a bowl of cream. "Relax. We've got all evening to play. We'll use the strap-on after dinner."


"Then I guess we've become lesbians, Tilly," Hanna answered.


Tilly nodded. "Yes, my darling girl. I guess we have." She signaled her joy with a blissful grin. 


Holiday Girl

I had worked in several different bars in my first two years in Spain. The pay wasn’t anything to write home about but the perks were what made the job worth doing.


Of course, there was the usual sun and sea and that was great, but the perks I mean, was mainly the free booze, free meals but above all, the constant flow of holidaying guys. Guys with money to spend, take me out for a good time and then when I felt the guy was okay, whatever else that might lead to.


All in all, life was pretty damn good.


My present bar was okay, but I knew that the owner was taking advantage of how good I was at my job. Oh yeah, he promoted me to so-called ‘bar manager’ and he did pay me a bit more, but shit! I had to work my ass off, the bastard was never there, just left it all to me, most of the other staff, well, to be honest, they were worse than useless. Yes, they could pull a beer okay and smile nicely while they did it, but brains? No.


Today I really was feeling down in the dumps. Then in walked this guy, I already knew his name was Mike, he owned a bar a little way out of town. A big bar with a restaurant, swimming pool, the works, I’d seen him here a couple of times with my boss.


“Hola Angie, todo bien contigo hoy?” (Hi Angie, all good with you today?)


I told him I was great, even if I didn’t actually feel it. Well you have to, it was habit, but I don’t think my face agreed with my words.


“How’s the job going, you happy?”


Unusual question, I thought, “I’m a bit pissed off if you must know, haven’t seen Carlos for two days, must think I’m stupid or something.” Shit! Maybe I shouldn’t have said that, silly bitch. “Don’t mind me, probably had a few too many last night.


Mike studied me for a minute, then said, “Get us both a drink and fetch them outside to the patio, I’ll see you there,”


Armed with two beers, I joined him outside.


He didn’t mess about, came right out with it. “How would you like to come and work at my place Ange (my nickname), as my bar manager, with better pay than whatever you get here?”


I knew that Mike had one hell of a reputation. Yes, he was married but to a right moody mare from what I heard. He must have been in his late forties maybe even early fifties, but he was in pretty good shape none-the-less. I’d heard that he worked hard, but above all, he was fair with his staff, paid them well, good tips, and they liked him.


The girls said, he always tried it on a bit, but never pushed if he didn’t get the right signals in return, and he never tried twice with the same girl.


His reputation referred mainly to his keeping a steady number of holiday-makers happy, the female kind of course.


I could deal with that, it was the kind of place I had been waiting for, but never expected to find, then in he walks, and offers it to me. My day suddenly felt much better.


..........


Three months later, and the jobs even better than I expected. Mike was a great guy to work for, well, more with, really.


The bar really buzzed, especially in the evenings. Entertainment six nights of the week, Karaoke one night, Live singers for three, and Mike did a disco the other two, and he was good, the punters loved him.


But even more important, I suppose because I was happy, the customers loved me as well.


Along the way, I’d had some fun with two or three great guys. All in all, it was turning out to be a great season.


This afternoon had been steady, not too busy, just a nice pace. The latest arrivals were in. Flights mostly Sundays and Thursdays you see.


Four were round the pool table. One very, and I mean, very, colourful gay boy, and three girls. One of the girls was one of the ugliest girls I’ve ever seen, I almost felt sorry for her, but then again, she did seem happy. Another was just nonde, not a lot for or against.


The last one was kind of fairly pretty, a little over-weight, but not too much. I don’t know why, but it sort of registered that she was sexy rather than pretty. You know, the jumper just a little too tight and skirt a little too short. Yet, in a way, it was more than that.


Not sure what it was, but the guys noticed, of that there was no doubt.


I left the bar to collect some glasses. On my way back I heard one of the group comment that she’d never reach her shot without a rest.


Now I love my game of pool, so I turned to check out the shot. The girl, the sexy one, was bent half a mile up the table trying to reach. She had one leg high in the air, her other foot, barely touching the ground.


What drew my eyes though, was that her short skirt was riding up way over her ass. Two plump but totally gorgeous bum cheeks on view. More than that was the thong jammed tight up her crevice. As she wiggled her hips a little more onto the table, I actually saw her ass hole several times. I almost dropped the bloody glasses. Fuck! It did look sexy.


I saw the gay boy give me a glance and a small knowing smile, so I shot back behind my bar.


As I bent to load the dishwasher, I looked over the top of the counter. She was bending over the pool table again, and although I was now a bit further away than before, once again the thong was really grabbing my attention.


With a bit of a start, I felt myself flush, “Shit! Ange, you’re checking out a girls ass and knickers, What’s the fuckin’ matter with you?”


The game finished and the show was over. They came and sat at the bar, asked about the entertainment, swimming pool hours and so on. Then with a cheery “See you later,” of they went.


..........


We had a great evening, Mike totally rocked the bar, the punters spent a fortune, while we girls on the bar worked our asses off.


Sexy came up to the bar, “What time does the bar close, Ange?”


“No special time, when Mike feels like it, but he shuts the doors at one AM.”


I could see that Sexy was three parts pissed, looking at my sort of cross-eyed, with her tits resting on the bar top. “Did you like the show earlier? Toby told me that you were taking a good look at my ass.”


I was thrown, I hadn’t expected that one. “Your ass? No, I was watching you take the shot, it was a difficult one.” I stammered.


“Yeah, alright, pull the other one. Anyway, I don’t mind, you can check out my ass any time you like. That’s why I like my skirt short.” She started to walk away. but then turned back, “What about my thong Ange, nice or what a?” Then she was gone, with an exaggerated wiggle.


“Shit” I felt my pussy tingle, I don’t believe it! I’m getting wet for a fuckin’ girl, this can’t be happening. But somehow it was. I thought that she was most likely only teasing.


A couple of days later, another busy day, the pool nicely packed, ice creams going a bomb, everyone having a good time, I was pleased, best move I’d ever made coming to work here.


Sexy walked in, I saw her right away, well, you would. Her bikini was almost non-existent. All straps and just three tiny patches. Two over her nipples, the other trying to cover her pussy, and almost not doing it. My jaw dropped. Fuck! She looked good. I dragged my eyes away before she clocked me staring.


“Hi Ange, how about you make me a cocktail, whatever you recommend, I don’t mind,” but she looked at the list of what we offered anyway. “A ‘Tits Up’ sounds fun, would it suit me don’t you think?” She actually bounced her tits at me, I waited for the nipples to pop out, they didn’t!


“Coming right up, I’ll bring it out for you, if you’re going out by the pool,” I offered.


“That’s sweet, thank you, Ange,” her eyes sparkling.


The cocktail made, I went out to find her, it was easy, just follow the guys’ eyes and there she was. She took a sip, “Wow, that’s gorgeous, I love it, thanks again, Ange, by the way, I’m calling you Ange but I haven’t told you my name yet, have I?”


“It’s Trish,” I said, “I heard your pals call you by it.”


She looked up at me, “Checking me out again Ange, no sorry, I’m only joking, but hey, while you’re here, could I ask you to put a little lotion on my back for me?” She held a tube out to me.


I squirted some onto my hands, then spread it over her back, at her shoulders, I paused a moment. The tingle was back, more intense this time.


“What’s up Ange, you okay?” Trish asked, looking around at me and grinned.


I felt my face redden as I passed her tube back.


“That did feel nice, thank you,” she said, “I was going to ask you to do the back of my legs, but probably not with all these people about, anyway I know you’re far too busy to be wasting your time on me.”


I had to go to the loo, I needed to wipe my knickers, I could feel that they were probably about to start leaking, I was so wet. I dropped my jeans and lowered my knickers, they weren’t just wet, they were fuckin’ soaked. I gave them a good rub with the toilet paper, then took some more to wipe my pussy.


The first thing I felt was my clit sticking out, and when I looked, it was standing proud, like on guard over my hole. I realised this bloody girl had got me going, I needed to go and find a good looking boy for a decent fuck. That would sort me out!


Some of Mike’s Spanish friends were in that evening. They were a great bunch. One of the guys, Jose, was a Spanish Classical dance student, all the arm waving and stamping feet, he was fantastic, his girlfriend also did a mean Sevilliana.


At one o’clock, Mike had turned most of the lights down and closed the doors. Just the Spanish, a couple of other regulars and Trish with one of her pals.


Jose asked if we could go in the pool for a late dip. Mike did allow this sometimes, but only as long as there was no noise.


So, there we all were clothes off, stripped down to underwear and in the pool. We had a bit of lark about, all good fun. I became aware that Trish just seemed to touch me now and then, a brush against me, or a hand on my arm, accidentally or not? I wondered, but it was quite often. Was she flirting with me?


I stopped in a corner to take a breather. Trish’s head popped up out of the water in front of me, her breasts just touching my own, “Hi Ange, this is fun,” she gave me a quick kiss and was gone again.


My lips burned and I was shocked, I even felt embarrassed, I’d never been kissed by a girl before. I climbed the steps from the pool and went to find a towel. I was drying my hair when a hand landed on my shoulder, instinctively, I knew it would be Trish.


“I’m sorry Ange, did that bother you?”


I turned around, I meant to tell her that yes it did bother me, but before I could, she leaned forward and kissed me again, only a brief kiss before she pulled back, looking into my eyes.


I froze, my thoughts in a turmoil, this girl was becoming a bloody nuisance. I raised my hand, meaning to push her away, but before I could she had grabbed hold of them and jammed them to the bra covering her tits.


I looked down at them, horrified for a moment, but as she massaged her tits with my hands, I could feel a thrill surge through me. “Trish, what the fuck are you doing?” I gasped out.


“Ange, it’s time you woke up, admit it to yourself, you know you’ve been getting hot for me since you first saw me, I’ve watched you and it was so plain to see.” She paused a second or two, then, “I’m going to tell you something, I’ve never been with a girl before, I just love turning the guys on when I flash my ass, but I found myself feeling so turned on when I knew you couldn’t keep your eyes off of me. You haven’t been with a girl either, have you?”


I just shook my head, I couldn’t speak.


She moved closer, took my hands from her tits and shifted them to her ass, “Ange, I know you love my ass, why don’t you feel it.” My fingers seemed to have a mind of their own, I felt them grip her cheeks and squeeze. Fuck! They felt nice.


Her tits pressed into mine, her lips came up, and again she kissed me, I could feel her tongue just tracing along my lips, then she pushed, my mouth opened and her tongue dived inside. I was lost, my body reacted, I was on fire. A feeling of lust gripped me, as I fiercely pulled her to me.


She groaned as her arms went around me. Her hands did the same as mine, as I slipped mine inside of her knickers to fondle the bare skin of her ass.


I felt her fingers pushing down the cleft between my cheeks until a finger found my little ass hole and she pressed at it.


I pulled my head back from her, “I only live upstairs, you going to wait for me while we clear up?”


“Ange, I’m gonna fuckin’ help you clear up if it gets us upstairs quicker.”


One more lingering kiss, and then we dressed.


..........


After the clearing up was done I locked up, and grabbed a halfway decent bottle of wine, putting it on my tab.


Trish took my hand as we climbed the outside stairs to the upper landing, her other hand caressed my ass, as I struggled with the key, I didn’t usually have this trouble but my hands were shaking badly.


I had calmed down a little from my earlier feelings of passion and was now beginning to have doubts. Here I was, about to have sex with a girl, did I truly want that? Or had I just got carried away in the heat of the moment?


Inside, at last, I fetched two glasses and poured the wine.


I looked at her as I sipped. God! She was sexy, that I knew. She was sat with her short skirt, ridden up quite high, her legs were superb, and when she flopped back in the chair, I could almost see all the way between her thighs. I couldn’t take my eyes off until she spoke.


“Ange, you’re staring.” She spread her knees a little wider, “Is that all you’re going to do? Sit there staring at my pussy, or wouldn’t you like to touch it?”


She stood up and began to strip, never taking her eyes off me. Seductively, she slowly raised her top, angling it, to uncover only one bare breast. When she had dressed, she had taken her bra off. Her breast was larger than mine, by quite a long way. Then she continued up until both breasts were revealed.


Oh wow! I thought they are divine, and the nipples, perky and erect, I knew I wanted to feel them.


The top discarded, she unfastened her skirt, a little wiggle of her hips, then down it fell. Fuck! No knickers either! My eyes shot to her pussy, no hair at all, just a long, closed slit.


She stood still for a moment, letting me gaze at her body, then she did a slow twirl around, her ass I had seen before when she had the micro bikini on, but now completely naked, it was the total package, and waiting for me. “Well, do you like what you see?”


I stood on shaky legs and walked towards her, my doubts had evaporated, I just wanted to touch and feel this body being offered to me.


Now only inches away, she put her hands to my top, and taking hold of the hem, she pulled it up and over my head. She went straight to unfasten my bra clip, then she eased the straps down my arms, she paused as it caught on my nipples.


She leaned in and kissed the tops of my tits, tracing her tongue across the flesh. Her mouth pushed my bra clear and her lips found a nipple. First she bit, then pulled with her teeth, before kissing it tenderly. A groan escaped my lips, as my hands clutched her head and pulled her hard to me.


I felt her hands at the waist of my jeans, the button undone, and then the zipper lowering. Her hand went directly inside, to cup my crotch. Her fingers traced my pussy through the material, then pressed into me. I could feel my pussy tingling, as my body responded to her touch. I groaned again, louder, this time.


“You’re very wet down here, you know.” She said to me.


Then she was pushing my jeans and knickers down together. She bent down to ease my ankles free, then stayed where she was, peering between my legs. “The first one I’ve ever seen, Ange, it’s so beautiful.”


Her head came forward, her lips kissing my prominent pussy lips. Her hands gripped my ass and she wiggled her head, her lips mashing hard. She pushed her tongue out, easing my lips apart until she slid it around inside, exploring me. Upwards she licked before a jolt hit me, her tongue teased at my clit.


Again, I clutched her head, “Fuck Trish, that feels good.” I saw her eyes look up at me, then the warmth of her lips encased me, and she sucked, her eyes still glued to mine.


Her tongue teased, the sensations were the most intense I had ever experienced. I felt my legs shaking, then her hands were sliding up them. not to steady me, because they continued up, one going between my thighs to grab my ass, the other to explore at my pussy. Fingers pushed into me, sliding deep, to start wanking in and out.


I was going to Heaven, my body reacting to her touch, the feelings surging through me.


Still, her eyes were locked on mine. Her head came away from me for a second, “Cum for me, Ange, I so want to make you cum.” Her words were the catalyst, I ground my pussy to her face, trying to drive my clit into her mouth.


My body shivered, then I was leaning over her as the climax ripped through me. The longest orgasm I’d ever known shook me, I thought I would fall but somehow she held me until I began to come down from my high.


Tears filled my eyes, I was bloody crying! A hand tapped my back, bringing me back to reality. Looking down, I realised I still had her head clasped hard to my pussy.


She took a deep breath as she stood, then she raised her hand to my lips, pushing a finger in between, “Taste,” she said, “it’s you and it’s gorgeous.”


I pulled her to me until our lips met, and we kissed a long and passionate kiss.


“Ange, please take me to bed.”


I needed a quick slurp of wine first, I was still in recovery mode. Now Trish wouldn’t leave my side, playing with my tits, even as I drank. I took her offered hand, “Come on lover, let’s go and play some more.” I said to her.


She sat on the bed, I pushed her to lay on her back, legs dangling over the side, then I crawled on top of her, my mouth aiming for those beautiful large tits of hers. No messing about, I jammed my thigh down on her pussy, as my lips found a nipple.


Having now come to terms with the situation, I was feeling more my usual self, that is, in control. It’s more my style.


Her nipple was stiff, jutting between my lips, I revelled in my sucking at it. God! How come I’d missed this all these years.


I could hear her moaning softly, her eyes closed. She had one hand holding my head, the other gripping the pillow by her shoulder.


I felt her hips pushing up to my pressing thigh, I could feel the wet coming from her as she ground her pussy against my leg. “Ange, eat me for fuck’s sake!”


I didn’t mess about, no trail of kisses, I simply dived down to her. I had to taste my first pussy, I needed to see inside that narrow slit of hers. I gave her slit a quick kiss, then with my fingers I eased the slit open, she did have lips in there, they were hidden until you opened her. I feasted my eyes, then, “Ange!”


My tongue darted out and I sunk it down in between the lips. “Yes, oh yes, fuck that’s good, Ange.”


I licked at her hole, and as I pulled it wide her legs lifted to rest on my shoulders, now I could see deep inside, every detail, where her pee came from, but most of all, her little clit just showing under its hood. I moved my tongue until I could tease at the small button and was rewarded as it began to appear. I kept on teasing, sometimes licking, then sucking at it, all the time I could feel her arousal increasing.


I pushed my fingers between her labia, first two and then I added a third, it was tight inside there but her wetness eased the way. Her hips lifted to meet them, urging me ever deeper.


“Fuck me, Ange, fuck my pussy hard please.”


I plunged in and out as fast as I could, my mouth still working at her clit. Between gasps, I could hear her mumbling although I had no idea what she said.


My spare hand found her ass hole, I let a finger circle and press, it was wet from the juices running from her pussy, so when I pressed a bit harder, I felt her hole begin to open to me. Then with a final push, I was inside her ass, my finger sinking deeper.


She wailed, “Shit! When my finger, twisted in her, and then it was as deep as I could reach.


She was now bucking her hips fast to meet the thrust of my hand, I was finding it hard to keep mouth to her clit, as well as my lips taking a hammering from the hard ridge of her mound.


Loudly she shouted, “I’m going to cum, oh fuck, I am cumming Ange, fuck, fuck fucking hell!”


I looked up to see her face, but first I saw her tits bouncing furiously, then her face screwed tight. She yanked at my hair as her body convulsed over and over until finally, she flopped back with a groan.


I withdrew my fingers from her pussy and ass, then moved up beside her. She rolled onto her side and I drew her into my arms, with her head nestled into my neck. When I pulled her tight, I could feel small tremors shaking her body, she was gasping for breath. I whispered a whole load of nothing in particular to her, as she nuzzled and kissed my neck.


Eventually, she looked up, “You know its taken us five days to get up here, why the fuck did we waste so much time? That was the best, Angie. Can I call you Angie? I like it better.”


Her fingers were tracing little circles around my pussy as she spoke. The tingle was back!


“Trish, how would you like it if we nipped into town tomorrow? I know where the sex shop is, I’m sure that they will have some nice toys we could try. I’ve passed it a few times but been too shy to go in on my own, but together it would be nice, what do you think?”


“What a great idea, maybe we could one of those strap-on thingies, then you could fuck me properly.” She sort of trailed off, “I didn’t mean that didn’t just now, you fucked me good. Oh shit! You know what I mean.”


I laughed and cuddled her tighter.


Life just keeps getting better. 
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