
        
            [image: cover]
        

    


Lesbian Leaving Party

Kelly
Sanders

Copyright 2013 by Kelly
Sanders

All
rights reserved.


Smashwords Edition

No part
of this publication may be copied or reproduced in any format, by
any means, electronic or otherwise, without prior consent from the
copyright owner and publisher of this book.

This is a
work of fiction. All characters, names, places, and events are the
product of the author's imagination or used
fictitiously.

Author's note: All characters depicted in this work of fiction
are 18 years of age or older.

Smashwords Edition, License
Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If
you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase
your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this
author.






****

Lesbian Leaving Party





It was nearing the end of the school year, and the end of my
school days before leaving for university the following fall. As a
pupil enrolled at an upper class boarding school in the
countryside, I studied until the year of my
18th birthday, and unlike many high schools I was forced to
continue wearing the uniform until my very last day. Over the seven
year stretch of our incarceration at St Julie’s Catholic Boarding
School, we had all become accustomed to wearing it, and as we
approached the final days of our stay there we engaged in the
traditional pursuit of signing each other’s blouses. It was a
ritual that dated back many years, and one that was symbolic of the
end of our school life. We finally got to deface the clothes that
had shackled us for so long, and naturally there was a lot of
mischief that day, which the nuns and teachers tried in vain to
contain. I was going round with Amy and Becky, my two closest
friends whom I had known for most of my life. Amy was Cantonese and
had shiny jet black hair that she kept tied up in a bobble behind
her head. She was adorable and had a smile that could melt any
man’s heart and a few women’s as well. Becky was a pale skinned red
head, with a face plastered in light freckles that descended all
the way down to her chest. She had a way of twitching her nose that
was incredibly sweet, and when combined with her ample cleavage she
was a real force to be reckoned with.

They
would often comment that I was the prettiest girl in school, which
I denied completely. I was too modest to accept their compliments,
although deep down I did kind of know that I had been blessed with
good looks. There wasn’t a blemish on my face and as I’d passed
through puberty my body had blossomed into a tall, slinky figure
that drove men wild and filled women with jealousy. My perfectly
straightened dark brown hair flowed down over my shoulders,
prompting many a snide remark about me using extensions. It was all
natural though, and I took great care in applying my make-up and
tending to my beauty. We weren’t supposed to wear make-up at
school, or wear perfume, but I always thought rules were there to
be broken. Among the three of us, we’d gotten up to all sorts of
mischief over the years – some of which we swore never to tell
another living soul. Anyway, we were walking around the school
grounds with our shirts scruffily untucked and our ties hanging
loosely from our necks. We had eschewed our cardigans as the summer
air was so humid it felt like we were drinking it rather than
breathing it. Most of the classes were no longer going on, as we
were in the process of taking exams. None were scheduled for that
day, so the girls were all loitering around the grounds in various
areas. Some were sunbathing with as much flesh on show as they
dared to expose with the strict nuns wandering around. Others were
in the classrooms watching movies and playing games, and the rest
were doing as we were – signing each other’s shirts.

We had
found a room filled with girls from our Maths class, and were in
the process of getting a few more signatures. There was much
giggling and fooling around, groping at each other as we pressed
the tips of our pens onto their breasts, and theirs onto ours. With
no boys to service our needs, it was only natural that we gain our
affections from other sources, and as each girl gripped my body to
steady me while they signed my top, I couldn’t help but feel a
tingle around my clitoris. Maybe it was the summer heat, or the
slightly fishy smell of their dirty panties emanating from under
their skirts, but something had lit a fire inside me. I collected
all the signatures and was checking over my shirt to see what
messages I’d been left with, when Amy shuffled over holding her bag
tightly to her chest. She had a broad grin on her face but wouldn’t
tell me anything.

“Where
is Becky?” she asked impatiently, and I nodded over to the corner.
She hurried over and dragged Becky towards the door to leave,
raising her eyebrows at me to signal for me to follow her. I
followed them out the door and caught up to walk side by side with
Amy.

“What’s
the matter?” I asked, “What’s got into you?”

She
refused to answer, and as she led us up along the corridor past
various other class rooms, Becky and I exchanged bemused glances.
She was giddy and full of excitement, but it wasn’t until she had
led us back to the dorm rooms that we finally discovered the reason
for her mischievous smile. The dorms were housed in a separate
building, with each room housing two girls. I had been lucky in
that Becky and I shared a room together, but Amy’s was at the other
end of the hall with another girl (who was a total bitch, by the
way). Strangely, Amy took us up to mine and Becky’s room, and
nodded for me to unlock the door and let us all inside. I opened it
and we all filed inside, taking a seat on our beds while Amy locked
the latch on the door behind us. She was still holding the bag to
her chest and trembling with gleeful excitement.

“Come on
then! The suspense is killing us!” said Becky, urging her to reveal
her terrible secret. Surely it must have been very naughty for her
to act like that, I thought. Finally, she placed the bag on the bed
by my side and unzipped it. Becky gasped when she saw what was
inside.

“Where
did you get that?” she asked, pulling out a large black hip
flask.

“Where
do you think?” she said, “We were in Mr Hendricks’ room after
all!”

Mr
Hendricks was known to be a bit of a drinker, and even though he
employed an entire factory of strong mints to cover up the smell,
we could always tell when he’d been boozing. Becky unscrewed the
lid and I waited with baited breath to see what was inside. Amy
already knew, though, as she had clearly checked before taking
it.

“Oh my
God, it’s whiskey!” she proclaimed, and Amy burst into laughter.
None of us had ever been drunk before, having only tasted the
occasional bottle of beer whenever it was miraculously smuggled
into the grounds. Whiskey was a whole new ball game, and I was
obviously nervous about trying it. Becky took a tiny sip and thrust
the flask in my face. At first I shook my head and pushed it away,
but she persisted as Amy made warbling chicken sounds at me. I
relented and lifted it up to my lips for a small swig. It smelled
incredibly strong, and as the mellow brown liquid hit my tongue I
instantly started to cough. It felt like someone had set my mouth
on fire, causing my eyes to well up with tears as I tried to cough
it out of my throat.

“Are you
sure it isn’t lighter fluid?” I asked, to which they both laughed
and each took another sip. They winced as the alcohol rolled down
their throats and set their stomachs alight, and for a moment I was
relieved I wasn’t the only one who thought it was terrible. Becky
passed it to me again, and not wanting to be the only square in the
room, I took a second, longer sip. Once I had acclimatised myself
to the burning sensation it wasn’t so bad, and I managed to swallow
it much more easily. We continued passing it around, drinking it
little by little until only a dreg remained at the bottom. All
three of us were giggling merrily and singing at the top of our
voices. I watched as Amy held the flask up over her mouth with her
tongue out to lap up the final few droplets of whiskey. I paid
close attention to her tongue, and for a brief drunken moment my
mind was filled with filthy thoughts about where else she could put
it. Watching it moving around the rim of the flask was making my
clit tingle even harder than before.

“Let’s
play a game!” shouted Becky, slurring even those few short
words.

“Like
what?” I said, racking my brains for something naughty to
do.

“Truth
or dare!“ squealed Amy, and with Becky nodding in agreement it was
settled within seconds. The three of us clambered onto my single
bed and knelt down with our skirts draped over our thighs and our
top buttons undone, exposing a few inches of cleavage. I didn’t let
on to them, but the sight of their soft, jiggling breasts was
making my clit firm up above my moist labia. My breath was wavering
as I tried to suppress my horny emotions, which I had never had in
the past, by the way. This was entirely new, and I couldn’t explain
it. I just knew that all I wanted in that alcohol soaked room was
to fool around with their naked bodies.

“I’ll go
first!” claimed Amy, looking straight at Becky, “Truth or
dare?”

“Um...
Truth.” she replied.

“Okay...
what’s your weirdest fantasy?” asked Amy. I waited anxiously for
her reply, realising that I was bound to be asked an equally sexual
question. She thought about it for a moment and finally she
reluctantly offered up her answer.

“Being
tied up?” she said to a howl of cackling laughter. We had no idea
she was so kinky, though the mental image of her with her arms
bound sent yet another surge of excitement to my pussy. She turned
to me with red cheeks, determined to embarrass me just as
badly.

“Truth
or dare?” she asked.

“Dare!”
I said, thinking she couldn’t possibly think up something too
terrible.

“Kiss
Amy!” she said, holding her hand to her mouth as if she couldn’t
believe what she had just said. I laughed with my mouth agape and
looked at her in disbelief.

“Hold
on, how did I get dragged into this?” said Amy, although she didn’t
seem particularly put off by the idea. I looked at her with a wry
smile and shrugged, as if to say “I’m game if you are!”. She
moistened her lips and then curled the bottom one under her teeth
suggestively. Then, as I leaned in to satisfy my dare she opened
her mouth slightly. Our lips met and began to stroke over each
others’ as we kissed. We were timid at first, but then as the
intense pleasure took hold of us we started to slip our tongues in
as well, and slithered them around each other’s mouths for a
moment. Her caramel flavoured lip gloss was sweet to the taste and
lingered on my tongue long after our embrace ended, giving me a
souvenir of our kiss.


“Alright! Don’t get carried away!” screamed Becky, and we
pulled away somewhat reluctantly. Even Amy seemed hypnotised by the
kiss and would have loved to keep going. It was time for her dare,
though, and I had to come up with something even naughtier than
that.

“Truth
or dare?” I asked finally as a very dirty idea popped into my
head.

“Dare!”
she cried, eager to continue the sordid fun. Becky rolled her eyes
with a massive grin, as she knew exactly where I was going to
go.


“Okay...” I said, my eyes darting between them as I giggled,
unable to utter the words, “Finger Becky!”

They
both squealed with laughter and held their arms to their chests to
guard themselves from some imaginary sexual demon that had entered
the room. After I did my dare, there was no way I was going to let
her get away with forfeiting.

“Hurry
up!” I urged her, and slowly she started to extend her arm out
towards Becky’s thighs. She parted her legs slightly, allowing
Amy’s hand to ride up under her black and white pleated school
skirt. She could feel Amy’s fingers and knuckles rubbing over her
soft flesh as she worked her hand up towards her pussy. Amy
shuffled a little closer on the bed, causing Becky’s skirt to bunch
up a little more near her waist. The flesh of her thighs was just
as pale as her face, and dotted with the occasional dark beauty
spot. Amy’s wrist began to move around as her fingers stroked
gently over the front of Becky’s panties. Her eyes closed for a
moment as she tried to hide her arousal, but it was obvious that
Amy’s fingers were making her as wet as I was. Amy pulled Becky’s
panties to the side and stroked her labia directly, brushing the
tips of her fingers over the quivering lips as she trembled with
anxious expectation. Then, as Amy slipped her slimy finger between
her pussy lips and started to penetrate her, I saw Becky’s face
turn from nervous excitement to thrilled satisfaction. She pushed
her hips forward to meet the thrust of Amy’s finger, making sure
the whole thing was buried deep inside her aching pussy. I watched
Amy’s wrist moving under the skirt out of sight, and decided I
needed to see it for myself. I pulled her skirt up higher to expose
her cute little white panties adorned with cute little teddy bear
pictures. Amy grinned at me and furrowed her eyebrows in Becky’s
direction, chuckling quietly as Becky began to sigh with pleasure;
her lips open and pouting slightly as her breathing grew
heavier.

“Truth
or dare?” asked Amy as she slipped her fingers out from between
Becky’s hot, clammy thighs. It took her a moment to open her eyes,
and even as she did it was clear she was still in something of a
sexual daze. Her hips were writhing slightly on the bed, and as she
readjusted her skirt she finally spoke.


“Dare...” she whispered. Amy’s smile had never been wider,
not even when she had stolen the hip flask from Mr Hendricks’ store
room. She obviously had something terribly naughty for the dare, as
even she was too afraid to say it.


“Lick...” she started, and then paused for a moment as her
eyes passed between our faces. Becky sighed in mock frustration, as
it was already obvious what Amy was going to say. She didn’t even
need to continue, and after exchanging a few curious glances we
psychically agreed to proceed. I sat back on the pillow and spread
my legs open for her, allowing my skirt to fall down effortlessly
over my thighs. The material bunched up around my waist, revealing
my white cotton panties. The two of them giggled to themselves as
they stared down between my legs.

“What?”
I asked, wondering what was so funny.

“It’s
like Niagara Falls in there!” quipped Amy, and as I leaned forward
to take a look I saw that the patch of fabric that was pressed
against my pussy lips was already damp. I couldn’t deny that my
clitoris was aching to feel Becky’s tongue lapping over it, and as
she had been so aroused by Amy’s finger I didn’t feel at all
embarrassed about being so turned on. Becky knelt in front of me
and leaned down to press her lips up against my panties, and
started to kiss the front of them gently. Amy remained on the edge
of the bed, watching carefully as Becky’s lips slowly worked around
my pussy. Once she had worked up enough courage, she gripped the
sides of my panties and pulled them down my legs. I pinned my
thighs up flat against my chest squashing my breasts as she whipped
the knickers down over the arc of my knees and unhooked them from
my ankles. Amy took them from her and jokingly held them to her
face as if she was smelling the scent of my pussy. She wasn’t a
very good actress, though, and I could easily see through her
facade – she was genuinely turned on, and at that moment the game
of truth or dare went completely out of the window. I lowered my
legs back down around Becky, and she bent over with her ass
sticking out behind her as she leaned in to lick me. She brushed
the end of her nose over the small strip of pubic hair just above
my pussy, and then slithered her tongue around my clitoral hood.
Immediately I let out a wavering groan as she massaged my clit,
smothering it in her saliva before descending down to lap at my
labia. I rested my hand around the back of her head and gently
pressed her in closer to my pussy, urging her to lick more firmly.
She stroked her tongue up and down between my labia, parting the
throbbing lips to lick my glistening pink vulva before plunging her
tongue deep inside me.

Amy’s
hand was busy nudging away between her own legs as she watched us,
and when it became apparent that Becky wasn’t coming back up, she
decided to get a little more involved. While Becky snacked hungrily
on my dripping wet pussy, I watched Amy stretching her arm out to
stroke her ass. She lifted up Becky’s skirt and rolled the palm of
her small hand over her cheeks, feeling every fibre of her soft
cotton panties as she ran her fingers up and down the delectable
redhead’s crack. Spurred on by the affection of Amy’s wandering
fingers, Becky clamped her mouth down tight around my clit and
started to lick rapidly around it. She raised her arm up and
circled her middle finger around my vaginal opening for a moment
before sinking it inside me. I felt her finger grinding along the
ceiling of my vagina as she quickly found my g-spot and began to
tug back on it with her hooked finger. I groaned noisily in a
drunken daze, oblivious to the racket I was making as I ran my
fingers through my silky black hair and groped at my breasts. I
opened my eyes to see Amy peeling Becky’s panties down to her
knees, exposing her soaking wet pussy ready to be eaten. She moved
around behind her and I watched as her wicked smile disappeared
under the horizon of Becky’s ass. As we both enjoyed the sensation
of a tongue grinding over our clits, we moaned and panted heavily
and the springs under my bed started to creak with the movement of
our bodies.

I
unbuttoned my blouse and slipped it down off my shoulders, and then
unzipped my skirt and pulled it away as well. I was left wearing
only my bra, and as Becky looked up at me with her top lip
shimmering with moisture from my pussy, I unhooked the clasp at the
front and unleashed my supple, young breasts for her. I threw the
bra to the floor and she crawled up to lie on top of me with her
finger still lodged deep within the walls of my throbbing pussy.
She continued to rub my g-spot as our lips met, and we kissed
passionately for a while as our tongues writhed together. I quickly
unbuttoned her blouse and pulled the material down over her back
without breaking our embrace for a second. I reached around and
unhooked her bra, and as the straps drifted down over her arms I
looked back to notice that Amy had already stripped away Becky’s
skirt and was in process of pulling her knickers down over her
ankles. Becky lay on top of me with one thigh pressed tightly
between mine, and one of mine between hers. Together we writhed on
the bed, grinding our legs over each other’s pussies and squashing
our breasts together. Hers were bigger than mine and totally
eclipsed my average sized but perfectly round and firm mounds.
Suddenly she giggled, and I looked back to see Amy burying her lips
into Becky’s ass crack. As her hot, deep breaths poured into my
ears, I simply had to peer over her shoulder to watch as Amy spread
her ass cheeks apart and licked her tongue around her tight,
puckering ass hole.

“It’s
her turn!“ I whispered into her ear, and we both turned to look
back at Amy, who was still wearing most of her uniform. We
clambered back down the bed towards her and pushed her onto her
back, nearly collapsing the bed in the process. We rolled our hands
all over her chest and quickly unbuttoned her blouse. Her light
beige skin was impeccably smooth and as we stripped away her loose,
ink-covered shirt and bra, we each took one of her delicious young
breasts in our cupped hands and sucked on her perky, dark teats.
She held our heads to her chest while we massaged her nipples with
our tongues and nibbled on them gently. She giggled as our teeth
squeezed around the edges of her areolas and watched intently as
our lips pressed against her lightly jiggling breasts. Becky
climbed up and placed her feet at the sides of Amy’s head, pinning
her to the bed with her pussy a mere inch or two above her mouth.
She crouched down and pressed her throbbing clit onto Amy’s lips,
forcing her to eat the pussy that had been presented to her. I
watched closely from between Becky’s legs as Amy’s chin flapped
open with movement of her tongue. She got stuck in straight away,
and from the ecstatic moaning coming from Becky’s lips it sounded
like Amy had had some practice at eating pussy. I wondered for a
moment if getting us drunk was a secret ploy to lure us into bed.
If it was, it had worked flawlessly.

While
Amy’s tongue slithered around Becky’s soaking wet pussy, I knelt
between her legs and flipped her skirt up to her waist to expose
her thin pink cotton panties. They hugged her crotch and
highlighted the curvature of her ass with tiny lace frills around
the edges. I leaned down and pressed my nose up to her pussy and
sniffed long and hard at it. The combined scent of stale urine and
her perfume filled my nostrils, making me even wetter and hornier,
and as I kissed gently around her pussy she lowered her hand down
to pull her panties to the side. Her vulva was the epitome of
perfection, as if the finest designers had come together to create
the greatest pussy in the world. Her labia were almost non-existent
and as I peeled the sides apart with my thumbs I almost gasped at
the sublime, juicy pink vulva that opened up before my eyes.
Without waiting for a second, I extended my tongue and began to
lick all around her pussy, playing with her slim labia and nudging
at her vaginal opening while she groaned noisily. Her panties were
getting in the way, so I gripped the sides of the material and
pulled them down to throw on the floor. I gave the fabric one final
sniff and discarded them to return to her pussy. Her inner thighs
bounced uncontrollably off my cheeks as I ate her pussy, and as I
looked up over her body I could see Becky trembling with sexual
energy as Amy’s tongue worked away at her clit. Lord knows what
anyone passing by would have thought, what with the amount of heavy
panting, erotic swearing and breathless moaning going on behind the
door.

All
three of us were burning with sexual rage and verging on the edge
of orgasmic bliss. All that was required to make us cum was a final
flurry of filthy fun, and I had the perfect idea. I pulled at
Becky’s waist and dragged her back down to lie flat against Amy’s
chest, and then pushed her off to the side slightly to allow me to
take up the other side. We both lay at Amy’s sides with our breasts
squashing against her chest and our legs hooked around hers as she
spread them wide open. Then, she repeatedly raised her thighs to
gently pound our clits as we pressed our hips against them. Becky
and I leaned in to kiss her at the same time, and as she stuck out
her tongue for us we gripped it with our lips and sucked on it
before we slithered all three of our tongues around between our
mouths in a slippery kissing orgy. I lowered my hand down between
Amy’s legs and started to play with her clit, flicking it with my
finger nails and squeezing it with my thumb. Our hot breath
combined between our mouths as the three of us kissed passionately
and thrust our hips against each other. A crescendo of ecstasy was
building inside us, and as Amy reached around behind our backs and
ran her fingers down into our ass cracks, we rode her thighs even
harder and rubbed more and more fiercely at her clit. Her fingers
roamed around our ass holes for a moment before working their way
gently inside, parting our tight puckering rims effortlessly. We
both gasped as her fingers burrowed deep inside our rectums and
started to glide in and out rapidly.

The
faster she fingered my ass hole the more I wanted to give in to my
urges. I desperately wanted to cum, and I held out for as long as I
could, but the overwhelming pleasure of my clit rubbing on her
sweaty thighs as well as the finger lodged deep inside my ass was
just too intense to resist. I rubbed as vociferously as I could at
Amy’s clit and tried my hardest to tip her over the edge, and as I
saw her knock her head back against the duvet and felt the
trembling of her hips, I finally gave in. Becky had been writhing
even more energetically than me, and as Amy and I started to cum,
so did she. The three of us cried out in orgasmic delight and
shuddered endlessly on the bed as the uncontrollable ecstasy rolled
over us. Our bodies were drenched with each others’ sweat, making
our climactic convulsions that bit more erotic. Our flesh shimmered
in the reflection of the sunlight coming in through the small
window opposite the bed, casting shadows into the crevices of our
breasts and asses and highlighting our curvy young bodies. We
collapsed on the bed in an exhausted, sticky, drunken mess of naked
flesh and limbs. The room smelled like a brothel, and we slept
there in a heap, cradling each other for a few hours. When we
finally awoke from our slumber we were consumed with a powerful
headache, but luckily we had discovered the perfect way to inject
some pleasure back into our bodies.






THE
END

Thank you for reading and supporting my book and I hope you
enjoyed it. Please will you do me a favor and review
“Lesbian Leaving Party” so I’ll know whether you liked it or not, It would be very
much appreciated, thank you.
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