

Book 1: Lost In Her (First Time Lesbian Seduction):

College can be a real drag sometimes especially during finals week. And group projects only make it that much worse. But one girl in the group manages to catch my attention.

Seducing her might not be easy, but I'm willing to make the grade on this one. If things work out this will be a first for both of us...

And who would have thought girls could taste so good.

Book 2: Taught By My Dominant Black Boss (Interracial Lesbian FF First Time):

I'm having some trouble fitting in at my new as the only woman in our I.T department.

But my boss has some new ideas on how to help me fit in. I just have to let her fit in first. She's a dominant black woman with a lot to teach me. And I'm willing to let her. Once she gets it strapped on the fun can really begin.

Book 3: Lost In Lust:

Always taking notice of other women but too shy too act on those feelings. Well not anymore. There's a first time for every experience. And a loving and excited partner to help see those new experiences through. Explore with yourself and explore with another as you embark on a journey to find a new sexuality that was there inside the entire time. Don't remain tamed, remain open to the experience.

Lost In Her (First Time Lesbian Seduction)

Finals week. For every college student this is typically a week met with both anticipation and dread. When I wake up, it's sunny, I can feel the warm fresh air hit my skin on the way to class. I yearn for a summer vacation that’s now just days away. Yet it’s also the toughest week of the year academically speaking. I have four exams, three projects, so many things to worry about before I cross the finish line. 

"I just gotta get through this week. I just gotta get through this week" I kept saying, this was my mantra for the week. I knew this suffering wasn't eternal, or even long-lasting. It was just gonna be one week. 

I slapped on my makeup, popped an advil, put on my sunglasses and headed to the coffee shop on campus. "Large iced coffee with a shot of espresso and extra ice please". 

20 minutes later, I arrive to class. Business management 201. Why was I in this class again? Oh yeah cause the school says I have to be. 

We had a group project due at the end of the week, and a presentation to go along with it. I hadn’t put an ounce of thought into this project yet, even though it was on the syllabus since day one. We had been assigned a group give or take four weeks ago. I wasn't nearly as stressed about this project as I was with some of my exams, but I did need to do decently in order to maintain my B average. And like I said… this project wasn’t even on my radar until now. Our group had 5 members, we were put in groups at random because ya know that's how school works sometimes. Nothin like individual GPA’s and degrees being influenced by other random people’s efforts, right? 

Our group consisted of: Eric, he seemed like the type of kid who had everything handed to him, he was a frat boy, you could tell his family probably owned a boat and they lived a bougie lifestyle. Claire, she was relatively quiet, didn’t know anything about her but seemed to know a lot when it came to the class material. She might be our rock for this project. Jarred, he seemed relatively useless, you could tell right off the bat he was just  going to try and ride the groups coattails. And Gabrielle who I think I recognized from some party I went to but otherwise knew nothing about. 

We all exchanged numbers four weeks ago and could’ve started this a long time ago, but this is college and nothing gets done till it's crunch time. We all agreed to meet up at the library after class and try and divide up the work and plan everything out. Jarred claimed he had a doctors appointment and couldn't make it, we all knew that was bullshit but what are ya gonna say? 

The remaining four of us met up. Eric had a plan, he made it sound and seem like he was gonna do most of the work. He asked if the rest of us could work on the PowerPoint part of it. It sounded like he was gonna do the boring research and let us do the easy stuff. Nice.This would be easy, plus we would probably get an A. 

We girls agreed we'd meet up at my dorm on Wednesday night and throw the PowerPoint together last minute so it was good for Thursday morning. The week dragged. My statistics final came, pretty sure I bombed that one but I got the sense most of the class did... so maybe I'll be ok. My. Literature classes were a breeze. So far this finals week wasn’t perfect by any means, but it could be worse. 

Wednesday night came, I texted Claire and Gabrielle and asked when they'd be coming. Claire said around 6, and Gabrielle around 6:20. 

Claire showed up first like I sort of expected. We did that awkward hug thing ya do when you kinda know someone. And we had 20 minutes of time to bullshit and smalltalk, probably both wishing we were anywhere else at the time. But she was a nice girl overall. Then Gabrielle knocked on the door, she was more vibrant and chipper than either of us. What the hell was wrong with her? Maybe she's hopped up on pills or something, she was way too excited. 

We texted Eric asking if he was done, he sent over everything that he worked on. It was beautifully laid out, he even explained what we were putting on every slide. This was gonna be a joke. 

"Oh my God, that's awesome" Gabrielle said excitedly, we don't really have to do shit do we? 

Me and Claire laughed and I said “Yeah pretty much, looks like this kid did everything for us and it all seems pretty decent. We started putting together the slides and bullshitting. Claire, somewhat awkwardly after a moment of staring into space... laughingly said "one of us should really give this kid a blowjob for this" 

We laughed along but I was sort of surprised hearing this from her. She didn't seem like the type to speak like that, but I liked it. For whatever reason, It flipped a switch in my head and Claire now became a sexual being in my mind. She was one of those seemingly innocent girls that probably had a wild side. 

I was straight for the most part. I hooked up with five or six guys during this semester. Every weekend I went out I'd try to hook up. And if I ever got really horny I had three guys I could get to come over in a blink. College is pretty awesome and I know I’m gonna miss this someday. 

But I only had one semester left, and I'd yet to hook up with a girl. I had to try it once right? I’ve always thought about it, but never tried anything. Back when I was in highschool me and my best friend used to practice making out with each other before we went on our first dates. Those were fun moments but it never escalated past that point. And in college I never touched a girl. I wasn't that type to get inebriated at a party and make out with chicks to get guys attention. It’s just something that never happened for me. 

For whatever reason I wanted it in this moment though, It seemed quite odd to me but  something about such an innocent looking girl talking about sucking a cock got me all hot and bothered, even if she just said it jokingly. 

The night went on and we finished the PowerPoint. But most of the time my head was in fantasy land. I wanted to see if I could turn this flirtatious somehow. We were wrapping up and Gabrielle ordered an Uber. Her dorm was too far to walk back to. Claire was gonna wait for her Uber to come and then walk out with her and continue on to her dorm which was in the building next door. 

I sneakily grabbed her phone charger and tossed it on the floor to the side. I wanted to try and create a reason for her to have to come back after she left. This is all I could think of with my cloud filled, horny brain. They both left, Claire leaving behind the charger like I planned. Thought she was going to realize it was missing before she left, but I shot my shot anyway, and it worked. 

I waited about 10 minutes and called Claire. 

“Hey girl, you forgot your charger here I found it on the floor.” 

“Oh my God” she said, “lemme come back and get it.” 

I waited. And waited. Rubbing the outside of my panties lightly. What was possessing me? I'm trying to make a move on this chick who I'm 99% sure is straight, this was gonna be a challenge. I was also probably going to make the project situation quite awkward. Oh well, this would all be over in a few days anyway right? 

Guys are easy. You just get a little flirty and they'll do all the work if you let them. This was gonna be more interesting. She came in and immediately said “Thank you so much, I'm glad you found it now and not later after I showered and got into bed.” 

I laughed “Yeah that would have sucked dick”. 

Time was fleeting.. I knew she was about to head right back out the door. 

“Alright I'll see ya tomorrow!” she said and started turning around. 

I, about to close my laptop.. quickly accidentally deleted slide 8. 

“Wait, Claire. Hold on. Fuck. I think there was another slide between these two wasn't there? 

She came over and looked at my laptop and said “Yeah that was the slide talking about... administrative functions of the company,... or whatever I don’t know.” 

“Fuck.” I said. “What happened to it?” 

She seemed annoyed, but she got the hint I wanted her to stay and help me re-do it. 

“It's alright we'll just redo it quick.” she said in a mildly annoyed but still pleasant tone. 

“Thank God Eric did most of this shit I don't know what we would have done without him” she said. 

“Maybe we should both fuck him.” I said, also in a joking tone. 

She laughed. “Honestly doesn't sound like a bad deal to me, I haven't gotten dicked down all semester” 

“Aw girl you're going to the wrong places then... you have beautiful skin, a nice ass, gorgeous brown hair and eyes, you can hook up with almost anyone here, the guys are not picky trust me” 

She laughed. “Yeah I know, I'm just bad at the whole hookup game.'' 

“What are you bad at?” I asked her. She replied “Well I don't know really, I can't flirt the right way, I'll get too drunk, when I do meet someone and then I think I become a sloppy kisser, I don't know. But guys don't seem to want much to do with me” 

“Oh my God you're silly. First of all you gotta relax and stop being hard on yourself, you're hot as fuck, and for guys, kissing is only a lead up to getting their dicks wet. If you think you're bad at it just stick a hand down his pants and he'll forget real quick. You just need a confidence boost and then you'll know how to get him going.” 

She laughed. “Jesus christ Alyssa, you just go right for it like that? I said, “No, not always, but I know when to pull that card.” 

“I used practice kissing with my best friend Michelle back in highschool so we could figure out the ropes without being nervous around guys, wanna take a shot or two and try with me? My roommate won't be back for another hour or so, nobody will ever know.” 

Her response shocked me. “Fuck yeah!” She said. What are we drinking? 

I took out a bottle of vodka and poured us each a shot. The second I put my glass down she leaned in and kissed me. Once. Twice. Three pecks. And then we just started making out. Within two minutes she was biting my bottom lip and things were escalating quickly. 

I was already wetter than ever, I glanced at the clock to make sure we still had time before we were disturbed. Thank God only 5 minutes had past so far. This was happening. 

Words suddenly stopped being spoken. Only the occasional soft moan rang from her mouth. She was quite an aggressive kisser, sliding her tongue in and out of my mouth at just the right frequency. She took the lead and ran with it. 

She pulled her soft, gentle, strawberry chapstick covered lips away after three minutes, or so, who knows? “So how ya like this?” “I fucking love it.” I said. As we went back to doing our thing. 

I started to pull her shirt up, thinking I may be met by some resistance, but nope. It slid right off. 

I was sitting in my chair with my legs spread just the right amount for her to be in between them. She was standing, leaning down to me on the chair. I went to wrap my arms around her and undo her bra. No resistance. It came right off. I played with her tits as I was lost in her mouth. I still couldn't believe that all this was happening. 

I pulled away for a second. “Holy shit Claire you weren't playing around.” “Fuck.. I know, I'm so fucking wet I don't know if I can stop now.. Do you think we should stop? Is this weird?” 

“Does it feel wrong?” I replied. And went right back in to kiss her. She never replied. I then ripped my own shirt and bra off. We kept making out, our nipples now pressing against each other every other second. I was dripping. And so was she. 

I gently slid my hand behind her pants. I grabbed her ass hard. She moaned "fuck" softly. I then slid my hand in front of her pants and felt her dripping wet pussy for the first time. I've never felt another girls pussy before. After a brief moment of taking it in, and getting a feel for it, we resumed swapping spit and not speaking a word. 

Things were escalating fast. I don't even know how my pants hit the floor but they did at some point. We were both now grinding on each other in my chair with fingers deep in each other's pussies. I was lost in her. 

I pulled my two fingers out and glared at her seductively. I stuck them both in my mouth and licked them clean. 

“Holy shit you taste good.” 

She then said “Oh do I?” with an equally seductive wink. “Lemme see how you taste.” she said. 

I was expecting her to lick her fingers as well... I was about to be pleasantly surprised. She got on her knees and pulled my chair towards her. She licked a circle around my pussy, breathing on it softly with her soft, warm breath, and looked up at me and gave me a wink. 

I was about to burst, before she even made contact. She kissed my clit, and licked my pussy slowly, up and down. She kept slowly escalting the pace, she started tongue fucking me and I lost track of existence itself. I was gone. I was In heaven. I was in the “my pussy was being eaten by a queen” type of heaven. 

My legs were quivering as she swirled around her tongue. “Hey let's go over to the couch,” I said. We got up, she started kissing me again. We grabbed each other and never let our lips separate until we got to the couch. I could taste my own pussy as she kissed me, and I loved it. 

She threw me down on the couch and got right on top. We had about 20 minutes left till my roommate got in. The adrenaline from that was also kicking. “What if she gets out early?” I thought to myself. But I was too horny to care. 

She was on top of me. My world was hers. Our tits pressing together as we kissed. She spit on her fingers and slid 3 in this time. She kept kissing me. In and out her fingers went. Slowly picking up in intensity. My eyes were closed and I began to feel around for her clit. I found it, and began rubbing it slowly. It was hard to keep my hands on the right spot, I was getting fucked by her fingers so hard and she was fully pressed against me. 

I thought taking a dick felt good but this was even better. My back began to arch as I felt myself about to cum. I whispered  “Stop stop stop”. She was perplexed for a second and said “You don't wanna cum?” I said “Oh I do but I wanna cum with you.” 

I asked her to sit up and slide down. I wanted her to sit on my face. She had no hesitation whatsoever. She just sat on my face and I went to town. Holy shit. Pussy is delicious. I worked on her for a few minutes, sliding my tongue in and out and she pulled away right before she came. She then got back on top of me. Tits pressed against tits once more. She shoved her tongue down my throat. We both went in, 3 fingers each. Both of us moaning and biting each other's lips hard now. It didn't take long at all. We both came hard and mere seconds apart. We held each other for a brief moment, and both simultaneously let out a “whew”. 

"Holy fuck" I said. She wiped away a drip of my cum from her lips. “I've never cum that hard before.” She smiled and laughed. “Come here” I said. And she leaned in and we kissed again. 

I looked at the clock. We had maybe 5 minutes. I was like "Oh my God Claire I don't mean to be a buzzkill but my roommate will be here in 5 minutes we need to get dressed and clean up the couch as best we can.'' 

There were clearly visible stains on the couch, we threw the pillows on top of it, we’ll worry about that later... 

We both scattered to get our clothes and get dressed again. By the time I was sliding my pants up I saw the doorknob turning. “Hey Sis” I said as Lisa entered, “This is my friend Claire, we were just finishing up a project she's gonna head out now.” 

They both did the whole fake thing girls do when meeting new girls for the first time.The thing where they pretend to be super friendly. Claire quickly walked out and closed the door behind her. 

I went to my bed and day dreamed about the whole thing. I could not believe what I'd gotten myself into.“Did I really just do that?” I said to myself. 

“Did we really just fuck? Am I bi? Am I a lesbian?” I had so many questions for myself. I didn't really care though. I got much needed release and it seemed like she did too. 

The next day we had our presentation. It went smoothly. I think we did well, but who knows? Who cares? 

After class ended I went up to Claire and said, “hey do you wanna hang tonight with a wink.” 

She looked a bit down and said, “I can't... the semesters over and I'm flying back home tonight, my flights at six and I have to be by the airport at three.” 

We both knew that would probably be the end of our contact. She was thinking about transferring next year and I'd probably never see her again. We both knew it. But we smiled at each other and knew we'd always have a secret, a moment together that would remain with us forever. 

Sometimes I wonder where she went, or where she is. Or if I'll ever hook up with another girl again. And I don't know any of those answers. But I do know I had the time of my life for an hour with her and that's probably all that matters. 

Taught By My Dominant Black Boss (Interracial Lesbian FF First Time)

After I graduated from university, I moved here to the city in hopes that my new degree would get me a start on my career. I’m not from a city. I grew up in a quiet suburb, backyards and barbeques, that kind of thing. It was the life I knew and was comfortable with. But the opportunities to make a living just weren’t here any more like they were for my parents or their parents before them. Still, that life was my home and what I knew best.

Sure college changed me a bit. Who doesn’t break out of themselves when going off to college and getting away from their parents for the first time. But I didn’t have some crazy college experiences, not like the kind you see on t.v, of hypersexualized girls shaking their wet tits covered in the beer spilling out of the lip of a bottle. Still I had my fun. I do sometimes wish I had some more. I wasn’t out there experimenting with girls, like some of my more adventurous friends.

I had always been sort of a nerdy girl. My uncle landed on some hard times and lived with me and my parents. So a big part of my life had been spending my days after school playing Nintendo games with him, as he distracted himself from unemployment and I distracted myself from the drama of highschool and gossipy teens. So while my classmates were trying to hook up and went shopping at the mall, I was playing Final Fantasy and Kirby. But if it wasn’t for those days I probably wouldn’t be here now working as the only woman in the I.T department for a decently lucrative corporation.

While getting to say I’m the only female member of our I.T department sounds great at dinner parties, especially here in the city. Everyone has this perception of me spearheading some sort of feminist change. But It has its challenges and hurdles that honestly I just rather do without. That’s why I decided to stay after work today and talk to my boss. I haven’t really talked to her much after the hiring process. So I don’t know what to expect at all. And to be honest I don’t even know if she can even really help me. Maybe it’s more of a personal problem than a professional one. But an outside perspective might be helpful either way.

I stood outside her office, thinking things over, trying to figure out what I would say, and what might happen. I can get bad anxiety from time to time. I struggle with letting it get the best me and told myself maybe I shouldn’t be doing this. But isn’t it true that every time I do, my problems build themselves up until I break down. Can I really keep allowing that pattern to continue. How was I to make something of myself here in this new world if I followed the same old patterns of my life. I gripped the handle of the door. My hand shaking as I turned the knob to enter. Already my mind raced. Maybe I should Knock first, are you supposed to knock first, you can’t just go in. Stuff like that. I did my best to push those thoughts away. It didn’t matter now. I was in this. For better or worse I had to be in this. And what could possibly make things worse.

I entered into her office. She sat at the desk across from me. Her face blocked by the computer screen. I heard a sigh escape from her lips as she clicked away at the keyboard. Was I bothering her? She didn’t even look up. Engrossed in whatever she had to deal with on the screen, I don’t think she even knew I had come in.

“Hello…,” I said, my voice a soft murmur.

She didn’t respond. Maybe she didn’t hear me, Sometimes I can be too quiet. People always said I was like a little mouse.

“Tasha?” I said, trying to raise my voice.

“Oh, Hey,” said Tasha peering over the monitor. She waved me over to take a seat, her long manicured purple nails flashing in the air. I took a seat on the other side of her desk, my hands folded on my lap atop my skirt. Tasha rolled her chair over so we could see one another face to face. She had dark eyes and thick lips, and a real thick body. But I was losing track of myself for a moment. That stuff didn’t matter.

“Well...um..,” I didn’t know what to say, or if I should say anything. I kind of wanted to just get up and go. I took my hair into my hands and started nervously playing with it.

“It’s Kelly, right?”

“Mmmhmm,” I nodded. I tapped my foot repeatedly against the floor.

“What’s up girl?” Said Tasha, her voice becoming much less professional and more personal. Far less intimidating.

“Well it’s just that…” my words trailing off. I needed to say something. We couldn’t just sit her in the silence. She didn’t seem like the type of woman who wanted people coming in here and wasting her time. And I didn’t want to do that.

“I love them glasses by the way,” said Tasha.

“Oh thank you.” She took the burden of conversing off me and we started talking about silly chit chat to pass the time. It helped to calm me down a bit. And see her more as a person, than just a boss sitting in a chair. I mean what if saying something ruined my chances at this company. In my head she was the construct that could bring that about and I had to be careful of what I said and did. But it’s not like she gave me any implication that she was like that. It was just something that was going on in my own head. I had to really see and understand that, so I could open up to her enough to get this off my chest. I have a little chest, it can’t carry much weight. Hers, not so little. She could carry the weight, and she carried it well.

“I’ll just say it. I’m having a bit of a hard time here,” I said.

“Oh, what’s gettin’ ya down,” said Tasha, “the work?”

“No it’s not the work,” I relaxed my shoulders. The work wasn’t the problem at all I was good at my job. Damn good at my job. I didn’t skip parties and spend sleepless nights awake studying more than I had to just to end up with no clue with what I was doing. Sure, I still had a lot of on the job learning to do, but none of that bothered me.

“No no no, I love the work...It’s more...well...It’s my coworkers,” I said.

“I see...buncha skinny white boys gettin’ on ya nerves,” said Tasha.

I put a hand over my mouth trying to stifle my laughter. I didn’t know if I was laughing more at what she said or how she said it. Probably both.

“Well you skinny too, but at least you cute.”

“Oh, stop,” I said still chuckling, “You can’t say that can you.”

Tasha pursed her lips and shrugged her shoulders, “You know it’s true..they just be working all day, ain’t got time to take care of they bodies or get no girl,” said Tasha.

Boy did she have a real blunt attitude.She had a boss attitude about her that’s for sure. But at the same time she didn’t behave like a boss.

“It’s the way they are with me, because I’m the only girl.”

“Harassment?” Tasha raised an inquisitive eyebrow.

“I don’t know, that makes it sound scary.”

“This kinda sounds like a human resources thing. But they don’t really do shit anyway. So better ya came to me.”

I wanted her confidence. Her attitude. Tasha sure as hell didn’t let guys push her around. Maybe that was part of growing up in a city. You needed to learn how to push back and stand for yourself, or get taken advantage of. Tasha wasn’t the type to let anyone do that. I definitely felt a hundred times better about making the decision to go to her. I still didn’t know if she could actually help, but the things she was saying they seemed to help in their own way. I was finding myself drawn to her energy. It was strong. Not like my own timid way of being.

“But first, how are you. You takin care of yaself otherwise. Got a man? I know my mans would be down here telling them skinny boys off and scare them real good. He don’t stand for that shit when it comes to me.”

I shook my head. I didn’t have a boyfriend or anything. I still hardly knew anyone here. Being in the city is overwhelming enough. Let alone trying to find someone, especially when the words of your family back home are telling you you can’t trust anyone in the city. The men here scared me. Tasha didn’t scare me though. She made me feel comfortable around her. I haven’t felt this comfortable here since I arrived.

Tasha put her hand over mine. Resting them on the desk. “Then me and you gotta find you a man one night. Can’t have you workin’ too hard. The real workin’ it happens at night in this city.”

“Maybe,” I said. It sounded fun. But was that kind of thing really me. Than wasn’t I here for something different. And I needed things to change. And Tasha had a way about her that I wanted to adopt and learn from. Her hand soft, still holding mine. “I think I will,” I rubbed my thumb on the back of her hand. It was nice to have the touch of another girl. I hadn’t seen any of my girl friends since coming here. I hadn’t had a good hug or anything. I needed this intimacy, even if there was a desk between us.

“You still got some shit to learn first though, girl. These city guys would eat you up, and not in a good way,” said Tasha.

“I’m sure you could teach me,” I said giving her hand a squeeze.

“Of course, that’s why I’m the boss.” She definitely was a badass boss bitch if I ever saw one.

Tasha got out of her chair and walked around the desk, “don’t worry sweety, I can teach you. I’ll take good care of you,” she whispered into my ear as she passed me by. She went over to the door and made sure it was shut and locked.

My heart beat fast in chest. I was excited. I wanted to learn from her. I twirled my chair around watching her. I was pulled in by her attitude. Her dominance. I watched her fat ass jiggle with each step. She was a real thick woman. She was like twice my size. Of course she didn’t have to worry about men, her size probably intimidated them. It intimidated me a bit to be fair, but it also had me staring.

Tasha came back over to me, “Let me show ya a little something about being in charge,” she hovered over me leaning down. As she did, I felt myself being pulled up by my desire to be closer to her. Like my lips were magnetized to hers. Her boss attitude the north pole of the magnet to the meek southern pole of my own, until both halves jumped, connecting to the other.

“What about your husband,” I said. Not that I wanted this to stop but I wasn’t some homewrecker was I.

“What ‘bout my husband. He know it ain’t cheatin’ if it’s with a girl,” said Tasha. She put her hands on the armrests of the chair and wheeled me closer. She took my chin into her hands, pursing my lips out for her to taste. Her tongue fought for mine, our mouths opening and closing, the sound of our smacking lips filling her office. What if someone walked by and heard us. The thought didn’t seem to enter Tasha’s mind at all. She was in charge here after all. And I wanted her to take all the control. To show me how she got what she wanted and commanded respect from others.

“But you ain’t gonna get no learnin’ done with this in the way,” said Tasha. She grabbed at my shirt, tearing it off my body. She undressed me until my tiny tits were exposed for her. She took my breasts into her mouth, her tongue licking at my nipples.

“You ever been with a girl,” said Tasha.

“No, I haven’t,” I told her. I only ever been with two other guys in my life before. That was the totality of my sexual experience. So there was a lot I didn’t know. Tasha wasn’t like that. She must have had her fair share of all sorts of different experiences.

Tasha removed her own shirt and took her bra off. Her tits were massive compared to mine. I wanted to taste her dark round nipples.

“Girls can be even more fun than guys,” said Tasha, removing the rest of her clothes. Before I even had the chance to ask for a taste, she had her breasts in my face, smothering me in their size. I felt so small compared to her, “You like these big titties, huh?”

“Mmmhmm,” I said, my mouth covered by her breasts.

Tasha shoved the papers off her desk, making room. She sat on top of it and spread her legs open. She massaged her pussy, looking at me.

“Come on over here, find out what this black pussy taste like.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Tasha took my hair into her hand and pressed my head in between her legs. My tongue finding its way over her clit. I licked at her.

“That black pussy taste good don’t it.”

I nodded my head, my tongue sticking out, sliding across her vagina. She loved it. Loved having me go down on her. Holding me down in place beneath her. She belonged up there and I down here. And she wouldn’t let anything change that. That’s who she was. She took the position she wanted and held on to it. That’s what I had to learn. And to stop giving up my position to others.I pulled away for a second to catch my breath.

“Don’t you stop,” said Tasha, pulling me back in. She crossed her legs around my back and pinned me against her so I could not pull away. She laid herself down on her desk. She played with her tits while I ate her pussy. Sucking the clit into my mouth. The more I ate her the more turned I got. I could feel my own pussy getting wet the more I licked her. The tighter she held me into her, the more my tight pussy begged to be played with.

Still holding on to me, Tasha reach over to the other side of her desk and opened her draw. She moaned, her body bouncing back and forth as she tried to get it open. I loved the way her body moved, the way it jiggled. She pulled something out of the draw and held it in front of me.

“I think you’re almost ready,” said Tasha. She loosened her grip enough for me to look and see what she had. In her hand she had a large, thick strap on. Was she going to put it on. Was she about to take me and really fuck me. As surprising as it is to see your boss pull a strapon out of her drawer, it also didn’t surprise me to see her with it.

“You just keep that in your drawer?” I asked.

“Of course,” said Tasha, “When my male subordinates come in here, having this by my side reminds me who it is that really has the biggest cock around here. They think cause they a man they can tell me what's up but they can’t tell me shit.” Tasha got off her desk and stepped into the strapon tightening it around her waist. A thick cock between her legs suited just her as well as a pussy did. She stroked it, “I’m about to get me some white girl pussy today.”

Tasha lifted me out of the chair. She was by far stronger than I was. She could carry me around like it was nothing.

“Damn, you so light,” said Tasha.

“I know.”

“Let’s see if you tight too.”

Tasha stood me up, and pushed on my back bending me over her desk. She got down on her knees and spit on my pussy. She spread my cheeks apart and stuck her tongue into me.

I tilted my head back, “Oh...yes.”

“You ready baby.”

Tasha slid the cock on the outside of my pussy, dying to press it into me. I was dying to have it.

“Fuck you got a tight little pussy.”

“Oh my gosh,” I moaned, the tip entering into my pussy. It was bigger than anything I’ve ever taken before. Tasha grabbed my hips and pulled me back onto her. Thrusting inside of me. I reach my hand back trying to reach for something. Tasha grabbed my wrist and didn’t let go. My hair flew in front of my face.

“How you like my cock.”

“I fuckin love it.”

“That’s right you do. Give me that little ass.” Tasha spanked me. Her hand stinging my flesh.

She took me however she wanted. I didn’t stand a chance against her. And I didn’t want to. I wanted to be underneath. Feel the weight of her body pressing into me. Making me her toy of pleasure. She got what she wanted. She took what she wanted. And for today what she wanted was me. I loved that. I loved being taken by her, succumbing to her strength. I wanted it, I wanted to be it, but couldn’t. But I could have it inside me. Have it thrust deeper into me, until I couldn’t handle it anymore.

I needed to be fucked. Not loved but fucked. Hard enough by a dominant woman that my anxieties disappeared. That my whole life wasn’t just working at this company. A company that didn’t care about its employees but would fuck them over for profit. It was too abstract, too far away. But this was happening here and now. Happened and I could feel it.

Tasha was sweating and so was I. I was spent. She made me quiver and shake. I was on my knees for her. Her hard cock in my mouth.

“You like sucking that dick,”

I gargled my response to her. She smiled, knowing she had me how she wanted me. On my knees, in her control. It wouldn’t end until she was ready for it to end. Until she had her fill of me. Until she wanted me again for the next time. And next time there’s no telling what she might do to me. But I couldn’t wait to find out.

“You make sure to come by when you got any problems here,” said Tasha.

“I will...I will,” she had me on the ground my ass in the air.

“You better, otherwise I might have to send someone to come get you.”

“Yes ma’am.”

Lost In Lust

There’s that old cliche, that the only constant is change or something like that. Well it’s true. In a sense it’s true. I wanted a change. I would lie awake some nights hoping, saying to myself; I need something different, I need to do something other than this. I wanted to change and no matter how much I tried to pull that change of self out of some void, I consistently fell short. What change needs is a catalyst. I should have expected as much. What I didn’t expect, what I was unable to expect was that catalyst coming in the form of a 5’4 brunette wearing a pair of tight jeans and a loose fitting blouse.

Noticing the appearance of other woman isn’t completely foreign to me. See someone in a cute top and think; she’s really rockin’ it today. See this one with a new haircut, or that one in new yoga pants. Yoga pants tight enough to see every curve of her ass. I always thought I just simply enjoyed the way other women looked. It wasn’t until Lily that I realized I really enjoyed the way other women look. The shape of their bodies, the way their hair falls cascading down their backs. Just all of it. If I let myself fall into these wonderful daydreams I can lose my breath everytime without fail. I would always move away from my thoughts about these sorts of things scrolling from one image quickly to an unrelated next. Never really allowing myself to settle, to fantasize. Never feeling allowed to but always wanting to.

However, it’s my mind; my daydreams and fantasies and why not be free to enjoy the ones I want, not the ones I feel I need to because I’m a woman or because of some other silly and archaic reasoning. I was more than just that, more that just what others expected of me.

When I first saw Lily she was standing outside the University's gym smoking a cigarette. Tobacco is forbidden on campus but she didn’t seem to give a damn. So naturally she caught my attention right away. And I thought, who does this girl think she is. Then I thought, she looks really good in those tights. Just she looks good in them, that’s all. At the time that’s all I would have allowed myself to think. Afraid to explore the thought any further than that. Of course one shouldn’t fear their thoughts, there is nothing to fear when it comes to exploring a realm that is so gratifying...is there?

I couldn’t help but approach her. At the time I sought to only know how she felt so comfortable smoking there like that. I mean, I know I couldn’t do it. I would be way too self conscious. Way too worried about others seeing me, about what they might think of me. That sort of thing. Really though, looking back on it I believe I only wanted to get a little closer to her, get a better look at her.

“You know you’re not allowed to smoke here, right?” I said, as I approached Lily. She cautiously eyed me up and down not saying anything at first. Smoke exhaled from her pursed lips, the wispy white tendrils twirling in the wind before dissipating into nothingness.

“Oh,” was all she said before taking another drag. Watching those full pink lips wrap around the end of her cigarette had my mind racing and so I had to say something, anything, to shake the strange feeling from myself.

“Well, is that all you’ve got to say?” I didn’t know why I was being so rude, honestly I’m not usually like that. But she was being a little rude too.

“Um...you want one?” Lily asked.

I admit, it definitely caught me off guard. She was so nonchalant about the whole thing. About everything. I wanted that to rub off on me. I didn’t know why, but I accepted her offer.

“Sure,” I said.

She reached into her backpack and pulled out a pack of cigarettes handing me one. Truthfully I never smoked before. Why I chose to now was beyond me. Perhaps caught off guard, caught staring at the sweat pooling on her chest, I needed to say something, anything to get the heat off of me. I placed the cigarette in my mouth. She held out a lighter and lit it for me. I inhaled. The smoke stung my throat but I was determined not to look like I didn’t know what I was doing.

We started talking. Not about anything important. Classes, teachers, that sort of thing. Mostly nonsense, hobbies and so on.

“Would you like to get something to eat or anything,” I said.

“Alright, but I should head back to take a shower first. Why don’t you come with.”

I nodded.

We really seemed to be hitting things off. She was real easy for me to talk to. I felt comfortable around her already. I didn’t feel what I did or said was being judged by her, not in the slightest. That’s what I liked most about her. She accepted things the way they were. She bent over to pick up her backpack. Her butt was perfect and I did feel a bit guilty for looking. The way the fabric of her pants stretched over it, every line accentuated every curve. I shook my head to get these unwanted thoughts out of my mind. When I looked at her I felt something different. I wasn’t just appreciating her looks on a purely aesthetic level, it was something I wanted to hold, something I needed to get out...a yearning.

“Well, lets go,” she said, breaking me from the spell that had overcome me.

The two of us continued our trivial conversation until we made it back to her place. While at her place I waited on her couch nervously as she showered. Until I heard her voice call to me from the bathroom.

“Can you grab me a towel from the closet?” She asked.

“Yeah,” I called back. I needed something to do anyway. Something to occupy my wandering mind. I grabbed a towel, and knocked on the bathroom door.

“I got one,” I said.

“Well bring it in,” Lily laughed. Right, I thought to myself. I turned the handle to the bathroom and pushed the door open. Lily stood before me completely naked. The vision of her standing there hit like a rocket to the heart and then another to the brain. I momentarily lost myself. Her tiny tits so perky and well shaped. My wandering mind came to a complete standstill now. Nothing but the sight of her body existed. I felt my face turn a warm red with a mixture of embarrassment but also something else, another feeling I wasn't quite sure of.

“What? Haven’t you seen another women naked before,” said Lily.

“It’s not...it’s not that,” I buried my face in my hands.

Lily let out a breathy, Ohh, of realization.

“I’m sorry,” I said. It was all I could think of to say.

“Hey don’t be sorry,” she reassured me, “I think you’re attractive too.”

If I wasn’t blushing before I sure as hell was now. I sure felt foolish. I guess I couldn’t help that, not as much as I had hoped to.

“Well, why don’t you hand me that towel,” Said Lily.

“Oh, right,” I handed her the towel. She wrapped it around her body, and although I wanted to run and escape this embarrassment, another part of me couldn’t help but think, please don’t hide such beauty from me.

After I handed her the towel, I closed the door and went back into the other room and sat on the couch. I didn’t know what to expect next. I didn’t know what I wanted to happen next. A part of me wanted to leave, afraid in a place I didn’t understand. Of course it wasn’t the place I didn’t understand. It was the way I was feeling that I didn’t understand and running now wouldn’t bring any further understanding to it. Lily exited the bathroom, fully dressed.

“Why don’t we step outside for a cigarette,” said Lily. I couldn’t even look at her and I felt all the more awful for it. I only nodded and stood up following her out. She handed me a cigarette not saying anything. I wish she would, I had no clue what to say or do, or anything at all.

“I don’t actually smoke,” I said, “I don’t know why I did earlier.”

“Well there’s always a first time for new experiences. All though as far as smoking goes, I wouldn’t make a habit of it. Trust me,” said Lily.

Her words were reassuring. I had this image of her as a carefree person who didn’t think of repercussions and I loved that. Of course that was silly of me to think, there was so much more to her than my limited view.

“However,” Lily continued, “I think it might be a bit necessary at the moment.”

“Yeah,” I laughed at my own ridiculous, obviously she could tell how I was feeling, it must have been written all over my face. “Look, I just...I never felt this way about girl before...I mean...”

“I understand, I remember my first real girl crush,” Lily lit her cigarette and then offered to light mine. We sat in each others silence for a bit of time. Inhaling and exhaling, connecting to the rise and fall, the ebb and flow of the moment before us. “I would love to explore this with you...if you want.”

I didn’t say anything right away. I mean I really didn’t know what to say. I still held onto this idea that I shouldn’t be with a girl, that I don’t view girls like that. That was just an idea though, was it how I really felt. I knew if I didn’t say anything Lily wouldn’t put any extra pressure on me. The decision was fully my own. And I wish it wasn’t. I wish she would just plant those lips on mine, her hands racing through my hair, that’s what I wanted to happen. But then was that not the answer to her question.

“Would you want to?” She asked one more time.

If I didn’t answer now I might never get the chance to answer again. I could spend a lifetime in my head wondering if this decision is right, wondering what this might lead to next. In the end, I knew what I wanted in this moment. In this moment what I wanted beyond a doubt was Lily, and that’s all that mattered.

“I want to,” I said, “I definitely want to.”

I had to admit to it, I had to make it real. It is so easily for moments to slip on by, to allow them to escape myself out of fear or hesitation. I didn’t want that anymore. I didn’t want to live like that anymore. I wanted to take a chance, to follow this feeling wherever it may lead. I can’t continue to hold on to what it is I think I am, or what I think I should be. I create myself, through the way I respond with the world, do I create myself.

Lily looked equally as excited by my answer. I knew I was making the right choice. A wave of calm washed over me. The world began to glow with a brightness I haven’t seen in awhile. I’m sure the rush of nicotine into my bloodstream had a little to do with it, but more than anything the rush of Lily’s presence is what really got me seeing the world around me as if for the first time. Really seeing it. I took another drag on my cigarette and let the smoke seep out of my mouth, and then put it out in the ashtray. I watched Lily as she finished smoking. I wondered if she knew how seductive her actions were. How each movement enticed me more and more. A feeling swelling inside my stomach, and yeah...I admit a feeling between my legs as well.

“Are you imagining what you saw earlier?” Lily asked. I suppose I wasn’t being very subtle. I just watched her as she did her thing, standing there, leaning to the side.

“I’m not imagining anything, just enjoying you as you are.”

It was true. I wasn’t picturing her in any other way other than how she stood before me in that moment. How she is, how she really is, the here and now, that’s how I wanted to see her, that’s the reality.

“Do you wanna kiss me?”

My heart pounded at the proposition. Of course I did. Absolutely I wanted to kiss her. Just like that though, is it really going to happen that simply.

“Yes,” I reached out and stroked the hair from out in front of her face. We leaned in closer to one another. Her lips against mine. The taste of tobacco still fresh on her tongue. I expected this moment to present itself as something so unreal but it didn’t, it felt like the most real and natural thing that I’ve ever experienced. I crossed my arms around her neck and let them hang, relaxed. She pulled back and took a hit from her cigarette. I opened my mouth and she blew the smoke into it. The air from her lungs mixing with me, her visible breathe entering into my lungs until I exhaled her back into the world.

“How about we head back in,” said Lily crushing the cigarette in the ashtray. How I wish we didn’t have to go inside. Didn’t have to hide what we were about to do from the warmth and light of the day’s sun. I wanted it right here, the sun’s rays blanketing our backs. The wind caressing our skin. The sudden surge of liberation from my old inhibitions had me hungering for more freedom. That wouldn’t be a wise decision. I kind of liked the idea of the neighbors seeing us, of passerby’s watching us as we grappled with one another. I wasn’t ready for that yet, I knew that. That still remained within the realm of fantasy.

“That’s a good idea,” I said in agreement.

Once back inside the house I followed Lily to her bedroom. It was a cozy little room, a good size for a single sleeper. I paced around her room, to get a feel of the place as she made herself comfortable on the bed. I have a thing about other peoples little possessions. I like to inspect what others keep on their shelves or on top of their dressers. Sometimes it's a look into their personalities that they don’t always express, like a concrete form of part of what they are or want to be. Lily kept her room right on the line of maybe it’s getting a bit messy. I liked that. Walking in here really gave the sense that someone lived in this space, not like some ikea catalogue.

I picked up a plush whale from off her dresser and turned it over in my hands.

I knew in some way I was stalling the inevitable, I wanted to hop right on her, and yet I didn’t. I needed to get at something first but I didn’t quite know what that something was.

“Are you going to play with my toys the whole time or you gonna get over here and play with me,” Said Lily.

“With you of course,” I said. I went over to her, crawling on top of the bed. Hovering over her, I gazed at her. Soaking in the wondrous sight before me. Her silky brown hair splayed out on the pillow behind her. I took her hands into mine, our fingers interlaced, I leaned forward to kiss her. She reached up, her hand gliding along my stomach, around my back. Up and under my shirt, sneaking her hand underneath my bra. Her plum like fingertips tickled and teased at my nipples.

I returned the favor. Our mouths pressed together, our tongues twisting in and out of each other's mouths. My hands played with those perky little tits that aroused me into a stupor

earlier. Now to feel them a gift unlike any other. To take part in my life’s next unknown with her filled me with comfort and excitement.

“All I want is you, that’s all I want right now,” I said.

“Good, because right now that’s all there is. Me and you.”

That’s exactly what I wanted to hear, exactly what I needed. My hands pulled her face into mine. I wanted to meld our two existences. I wanted to know Lily, to truly know her and myself. We tussled and tumbled about the bed. Our hands exploring every bit of one another. We were two coals, burning with passion, to hot to touch, yet too enticing to stay away from. Shifting about, the embers of our souls glowed a bright red. We didn’t need the light of the sun. We created our own light to bathe in. A light that is only formed when one gives to another.

I sucked on her neck, the two of us fully undressed. Our skin sensitive to the touch of the others. I kissed that neck. I kissed her chest. I kissed her breasts. Taking as much into my mouth as possible, giving reality to the phrase; I love you so much I could eat you. How I understood that saying now more than ever. Her beauty, so deep and penetrating, I needed to sink my teeth into it. My kisses rained down her belly, down to her pelvis, down to the final mystery of her body.

I nestled between her legs. I only wanted to make her feel as good as she made me feel. The moment I saw her standing before the gym looking cool and collected, sweaty from a hard workout, I wanted her to feel the way that made me feel. It would be far to selfish of me to keep that gift for myself, a good a gift should be shared. And so I did. Lily clutched onto the back of my head as I licked her all up. Loving the taste of her skin, the taste of juices spilling out of her.

“Put a finger in,” said Lily. I placed a single digit inside her. She wiggled with joy, my performance bringing her closer to that feeling. My God, the way she rustled and moved and moaned, I wanted only to increase those sensations for her. So much of my life up until that point has been me focused solely on myself. Now seeing another receive such enjoyment, I wanted to double it, then triple, to send it as far it may possibly go.

“Put in another one.”

I happily obliged. I picked up speed, finessing my fingers, sticking to whatever rhythm she found most satisfying. Her body shivered, and her legs quaked. The fullness of what I created for her taking hold of every one of her senses. And I could feel it through her. The wonder emitting from her own heart into mine. The blood rushing in her ears, pulsating heavily. Her toes constricting and then relaxing. Sinking deeper into want and desire.

“That’s amazing,” Lily shuddered.

“I love that you love it,” I said. I was giddy with delight, with the knowledge that the smile she now wore was because of my hard work, my looking after her. I crawled up her body with tender ease, finding my way to her lips, to suck on that smile. To make hers part of mine. To meld us further into one.

I began to grow slick with excitement myself, as much joy as it brought me to bring pleasure to her, my core ached with a desire for release. A release that I knew only Lily had the power to provide. First her, then me. Taking turns in this dance of give and take. The wetness of my flower glided across her thigh. Lily grabbed my waist and my butt. Aiding me in sliding back and forth on her. Allowing me to use her body for my satisfaction this time. This too gave her more of what she wanted. So happy that I found someone equal in wanting to give and receive. What I loved more than anything was knowing that this is how she danced, this is how she showed her care for another person, and that for as long as the two of us lasted in this bed together we would both make sure the other received what they needed, what they wanted. No one to keep track of what is owed, only the ever increasing hope to give and give and give.

The Lily that lay before me now, the one so willing to guide me into this next stage of my life, and yes...willing to guide me along her thighs until I moaned, grasping onto her shoulders in hopes of pulling more of myself out of myself and into the realm of the real, the realm of pure sensation. This Lily was the truest form of herself. What attracted me was her confidence, her attitude of not giving a fuck. But she cared deeply. She cared so deeply about the things that really mattered, about people. About showing them what life free from judgement can really be like. Free from having to hold back your voice because you’re too afraid of what others might think. In the end, Lily cared more about most in that way, cared more about making sure others are heard, at least the ones who are willing to be honest with who they are.

“I want to see your butt,” I asked.

I felt a bit silly asking, a bit silly for wanting to. I’ve always been enamored with that part of her body, of other women's bodies, and yet never allowed myself the time to just enjoy it.

“Of course,” she said. She turned around sticking her plump booty in the air. I simply massaged it. Rubbing my hands over the flesh, taking in the sight of the curves of the way it reacted to my touch.

“Spank me,” said Lily. I gave a well placed slap, the flesh of her bottom stinging red. After I kissed it, I showered it with love.

The image of us there was perfect. I wish it could last forever. Of course that’s not possible and one moment gives way to the next, there’s nothing to hold on to, nothing to grasp. To even attempt to do so only leads to fear. If Lily could teach me anything it was acceptance.

“Now let me play with yours,” said Lily.

I turned around for her, to let her have her way with my body. She groped me, massaging it with care. She worked her fingers inside of me. Her inside of me. Nothing surpassed that feeling. It made it all the more real. Lily was the only thing capable of filling the insatiable craving inside. She was the warmth of the sun, the hope for a tomorrow. She worked faster and harder until she hit just the right rhythm. Until she had me crying out her name. I collapsed, spent and exhausted. Lily collapsed along with me, the two of us laughing in bed together. Our bodies wrapped together in unison. Our chests rose and fell with the sound of our breathing.

We laid in the silence. Taking in the simple presence of the other one. Slowly the notion of my own self began to find its way back into my body. I wish it didn't. I wanted to stay in that transcendent space of non-being. Of sensation without ego. Yet I did not fear my own return. I accepted this as the way of things. Knowing that going and returning were all part of the path.

“I want to do this again,” I said.

“I do too,” said Lily.

I was so happy to hear that. That we will go on knowing each other, for as long as happenings happened. I watched the ceiling pulsate, the blood still rushing through my head, coming to an eventual calm. A calm that washed over me, bringing a sense of peace. That was Lily. A sense of peace and calm, an acceptance for the way things are without judgement. I was free to explore who I was, without any need to repress what I really felt, what I may really be in time. I simultaneously couldn’t wait for tomorrow and didn’t want to right now to end.
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