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Lesbian Shop
Assistant

My
husband, Ben, and I had fallen for each other in our college years,
quickly moving from a state of pure, unadulterated lust to
something far deeper. We loved each other beyond words and
dedicated our lives to each other’s happiness, fulfilling our
deepest, darkest fantasies, no matter how obscene. Thankfully,
neither of us was overly fond of the extremes of niche fetishes we
so often saw in porn movies, but we did enjoy a fairly adventurous
sex life. It was only a matter of weeks into our relationship
before we began to experiment with the likes of anal sex and using
toys on each other, but it took us almost two years to build up the
confidence to admit to each other that we both wanted a threesome.
To ensure a sense of fairness, we agreed to have one of each –
inviting one of his work colleagues to join us on one occasion, and
one of my girl friends who had long had crush on him, a couple of
weeks later. As much as I liked having two men at the same time, it
was actually the second of the two that gave me the strongest
chills of excitement, and from that day forth, I felt a yearning
for female flesh of which I could never quite rid
myself.

We had
been married for almost thirteen blissful years, and as our lace
anniversary rapidly approached, I decided to give him a present
he’d never forget. The previous year, he’d bought me a set of
extravagant silk pyjamas – amongst other things – so this year, I
thought I’d surprise him with a lacy treat. However, when I set out
one rainy March afternoon to acquire the goodies for the
spectacular night I had planned, I had little idea how much of a
treat I was in for myself. I’d taken the afternoon off work
especially, hoping to spend a good hour or so picking out the
perfect piece of revealing lingerie. I knew there was a great adult
wear store just outside the main shopping centre, down a relatively
quiet side road. It was expensive, but I’d just been paid and that
was an ideal excuse to splash out. So I made my way in to town from
my office on the outskirts, dancing past the myriad of treacherous
puddles and darting under every piece of cover I could find to stay
out of the drizzle. When I finally arrived at the shop, I was so
glad to see that it was quiet and sparsely populated. I was never
massively shy, but there is something about buying sexy knickers
that made me blush so easily. I stepped inside and cringed as a
bell rang out above my head, signalling the arrival of yet another
kinky bitch to their store. None of the three or so women in
eyeshot batted an eyelash, though, and I quickly slinked in amongst
the racks.

The
store was surprisingly large, considering the quaint boutique
front, and as I meandered between the endless rows of swirling bras
and panties, I noticed that nearer the back there were shelves
containing a surprisingly comprehensive selection of vibrators as
well. I could feel the blood rushing to my cheeks instantly and
tried to ignore the colourful boxes and concentrate on the task at
hand. I knew Ben liked lacy knickers and the like, but the choices
were dizzying. I spotted a set of bright red underwear, comprising
a bra and g-string, and held it up in front of me. Each of the
load-bearing pillars dotted around the shop floor was surrounded by
tall mirrors, so I observed myself in the closest one, um-ing and
ah-ing about whether it would suit me. I put it back on the rack
and moved along, picking up a skimpy white bustier and modelled it
for myself in the nearest mirror. It was definitely an improvement,
but then I realised it contained barely any lace. It was a pity,
because I could tell my breasts would have looked so beautifully
round in its firm cups. In fact, the thought of wearing some of the
naughty knickers on offer was making me more than a little horny,
with a tender throb beginning to form around my clitoris. I was
adamant that I wanted something lacy and continued on. I tried a
couple more sets of saucy knickers, including a black lace garter
and stockings, which I held on to and draped over my left arm as I
pressed on.

Finally
I came across exactly what I was looking for – a rack of lacy
French basques. I couldn’t believe my luck, and immediately began
to cycle through them, unhooking a few and holding them up in the
mirror. It was difficult to imagine how they would look once I had
stripped away my dowdy office clothes, though, and the longer I
stood there trying to decide on a few to try on, the more audible
my frustrations became.

Suddenly
I heard a voice behind me “Do you need any help?” I turned to see a
pretty young floor assistant carrying a box of products. She had
bright, silky blonde hair with sparkling, hypnotic blue eyes. I was
slightly taken aback by her appearance but then, as I realised I
was still holding up a saucy bustier to my chest, I snapped out of
my trance. My cheeks turned vivid red again and I shook my head
coyly, signalling that I was fine. She continued on, walking past
me to a nearby rack, where she placed the box and proceeded to
display the items on the metal rail. I stared for a moment without
even realising, watching the fabric of her trousers briefly hugging
her ass as she bent down to collect each item. I could see the
outline of her cute panties beneath the material, and as she
reached further down into the gradually emptying box, the very top
of her knickers began to show just above the waist band. I felt
like such a terrible pervert, but the tingle of my clitoris was
becoming more and more intense with every second that passed as I
watched her. She was so much younger than me, and the knowledge
that there was a decade between us simply made the naughtiness of
the situation even more prominent. I looked around to make sure no
one had noticed, and then continued to appraise the lingerie in the
mirror. However, as she reached down to pull out the final item
from the box, her panties rode up from under her trousers to reveal
a good few inches of the pristine, thin white cotton.

I almost
fainted at the sight of them, with the blood rushing from my brain
to pulsate through my aching clitoris. My labia were dripping wet
by this point and I hadn’t even touched myself yet. She leaned back
behind her to pull her trousers up, meeting my gaze. I was like a
deer trapped in the headlights, paralysed with fear and
embarrassment and unable to move, despite my eagerness to flee the
shop and never return. I didn’t know where to look, but thankfully,
she simply giggled. I breathed a long, silent sigh of relief as
some of the immediate tension relaxed from my body.

“Are you
sure there’s nothing I can help you with?” she asked, glancing at
me with a wry smile, as if she had read my thoughts. I was still
holding a stack of lingerie in my arm, having been about to venture
over to the changing room to try them on.

“Uh,
no... I was just debating which one I liked the most...” I
stuttered, gulping nervously as she stepped over to me. She seemed
to have grown even prettier in the few minutes since I last saw her
face, and as she approached, I caught the scent of her sweet,
floral perfume emanating from her body.

“That
one would look good on you.” she explained, holding up one of the
basques draped over my arm to my body. “With your breasts, you’d
look sensational!”

“Oh, thank you!” I said, feeling wave after wave of prickly
heat washing over my body. She noticed my
breasts, I thought. I’d certainly noticed
hers nestled within her blouse and tucked away beneath her bra. I’d
almost forgotten that I was married as she lathered me with
compliments. She took hold of the basque and held it up for me,
brushing her fingers across my bust momentarily and sending shivers
up my spine. After she’d held up a couple of the outfits, I began
to wonder if it was all simply a sales pitch designed to get me to
buy as much as she could get me to fork out for. I couldn’t have
been more wrong, though.

“My
problem is I can never tell what’s going to look good...” I said.
“You know, when I try them on.”

“Hmm...”
she murmured, as if she was considering something. “Follow
me.”

She
checked over her shoulder, making sure none of the smattering of
other customers were watching, and then took my hand to lead me
over to the changing rooms. There were three in total, hidden
behind a wall. Each cubicle had a thick black velvet curtain to
block out prying eyes, and as she hurried me into the one on the
end, I noticed that the first cubicle was occupied. I had no idea
what she was planning, but from the hushed whispers and ducking
behind the racks on her way to the changing rooms, I guessed that
she had something a little out of the ordinary in mind. As soon as
we were inside the cramped space, she whipped the curtain across
the rail to give us some relative privacy. We were alone and the
heat between us was palpable – or maybe that was just our warm
breath.

“I’ll be
the judge!” she said, taking the stack of lingerie from my arm and
standing back against the wall. I was so horny, but my anxiety was
crippling me and once again, I found myself frozen in
place.

“There’s
nothing to worry about!” she whispered. “I have a very keen eye for
this sort of thing!”

My whole
body was trembling with fear, but as shy as I was, the idea of
letting her see me taking off my clothes was making my clitoris
pulsate even harder. I slipped my office jacket off my shoulders
and hung it up on the metal hook on the wall. Then, I started to
unbutton my blouse, slowly revealing my immense, jiggling cleavage
and well toned stomach. She tried to remain calm, but I could tell
she was excited by the sight of my exposed flesh. I peeled the
shirt away and stood before her as she tried to avert her gaze from
my breasts. I continued, running the zip of my skirt down over my
thighs toward my knees, allowing the material to fall away from my
legs. Within a minute, I was stripped of my outer clothes and
standing in front of her in only my matching black bra, French
panties, and stockings concealing most of my legs. I took a long,
deep breath, causing my cleavage to bulge significantly. Her eyes
lit up, like a child who spotted a candy bar being offered. It was
reassuring, but I knew I would have to remove the rest before I
could try anything on. I reached behind me, forcing my cleavage out
even further in front of me as I unhooked the clasps of my bra. It
fell away from my chest and dropped to the seat beside me,
revealing my large, round breasts and erect nipples. She so
obviously wanted to play with them, and the feeling was mutual. Her
gaze fixed on my panties, through which she could already see the
narrow outline of my pubic hair. I gripped the sides and peeled
them down, and a short smile appeared on her lips as she spied the
glistening imprint of my moist labia on the insides of the
fabric.

She
handed me the first basque and watched as I stumbled into it,
tangling with the straps and poking my arms and legs into it.
Finally, I managed to get it on and she zipped it up behind me,
leaving me standing in front of the large wall mirror with her
peering over my shoulder. The basque was violet coloured and
covered my entire stomach, plumping up my breasts at the top with
translucent lace barely concealing my crotch.

“What do you think?” I asked, looking at her reflection in the
mirror. She scanned my body and thought about it for a moment, but
I could tell she wasn’t that impressed by it. She shook her head
apologetically, scrunching up her nose and urging me to move on to
the next item. At least she’s
honest, I thought. I quickly removed it and
tried on the second bustier, which was an instant improvement. It
was black with thin, see-through nylon covering my breasts
connected by a floral appliqué and a mesh of lacy strands
stretching down across my stomach to the thin g-string wrapping
under between my legs. Even I thought it was incredibly sexy, and
she agreed. However, rather than simply nodding her approval, she
closed in behind me and crept her fingers around over my hips,
reaching around with both hands to pluck the lace threads against
my skin. I quivered with the touch of her fingers, feeling her hot
breath pouring down over my shoulders and hearing her licking her
lips just inches from my ear.

“This is
perfect!” she said, continuing as if everything was normal. “It has
good breast support and shows off just enough skin to ensnare your
prey...”

I closed
my eyes and enjoyed the touch of her fingers for a little while
longer as she squeezed my breasts and flicked my nipples through
the fabric, even allowing a brief moan of pleasure to slip out
between my lips. In a moment of sudden madness, I took her hand and
guided it down toward my crotch, pressing her fingers against my
pussy with a long, wavering breath. She laughed ever so softly in
my ear and then began to nudge my clit through the lacy fabric,
circling her middle finger around over it while her other hand
remained clamped to my breasts. I watched in the mirror as she
played with me, kissing my neck tenderly as we stared into each
other’s eyes. That was it; I was back in my trance and wasn’t going
to snap out of it any time soon. I rested my head back against her
shoulder and trembled as she flicked her tongue over my ear lobe
and then began to suck on it between her lips. It was amazing, and
combined with the pressure of her fingers over my clit and my
nipples, I was half way to cumming within seconds. She crouched
down behind me and gently kissed my ass cheeks one at a time,
pulling them apart to see the g-string riding up between them. She
pushed her hand on my back to make me lean over, and then she
slithered her tongue up and down my crack, holding my cheeks apart
as she licked my asshole from behind the fabric.

I was
practically gushing like a waterfall by that point, feeling her
nudging the rim of my ass with her slippery tongue and the soft
slap of her fingers on my cheeks. She pulled me back onto the seat,
sitting me down opposite the mirror as she spread my thighs wide
apart. I leaned back against the wall and watched as she crawled
forward, her gaze fixed on my pussy through the translucent
material. She peeled it to the side and extended her tongue,
wrapping it around my throbbing clit. I gasped at her expert touch,
knocking my head against the wooden cubicle barrier as she circled
her tongue around, flicking my clitoris from side to side and
massaging it firmly. I had to bite my lip to stop myself from
moaning with gratification, but a couple of times, I simply
couldn’t hold the pleasure in. I could only hope that whoever had
been in the first cubicle had since departed, otherwise they’d be
getting a bit of a show. I stared longingly into the mirror and
watched as her head bobbed up and down slightly in front of my
crotch as her ass wiggled from side to side. The indentation of her
panties was visible once again, making me even hornier than ever. I
clasped the back of her head with my hand and held her close to my
pussy, forcing her tongue to lick even harder on my
clitoris.

She
raised up her hand and began to work her middle two fingers around
my moist pussy hole, sliding them in between my labia as she kept
my knickers held to the side with her other hand. I was shaking
persistently on the seat, unable to calm my bristling nervous
energy as she ate my pussy, and then, as her fingers glided
effortlessly inside me, I let out a loud groan. She didn’t relent
for a second, quickly locating my g-spot and tugging her fingers
back on it as I squirmed in place on the seat. It was almost too
much pleasure for me to bear, but she kept on increasing the pace
of her rubbing fingers and tongue. I reached forward to wrap my
hand around her ass and she pulled her mouth away, immediately
making me regret my curiosity. I didn’t have to wait very long for
more, though, as she stood up before me and eagerly began to
unbutton her blouse and unzip her trousers. She stripped them away
from her body and kicked off her shoes, dropping her clothes in a
pile in the corner next to mine. Then, as she stood in front of me
in her cute little unassuming white bra and panties, I leaned
forward and gripped her hips in my hands, pulling her closer so I
could kiss her sweet little stomach. I could feel the warm glow of
her body emanating through her flesh, and as I pressed my lips to
her skin, she shivered with a wave of goose pimples quickly
spreading all over her arms and legs. Reaching around behind her
back, I unclasped her bra and pulled it away, leaving me free to
suckle on her pokey young teats as I cupped and fondled the juicy,
soft mounds of her breasts.

I
nibbled on her nipples for a little while, pinching them between my
teeth as I peeled her knickers down over her thighs and allowed
them to drop to her ankles. She was finally naked for me to enjoy,
and I wasted no time in reaching under between her legs and
stroking my fingers over her moist labia. She was as wet as I was,
and the touch of my fingers made her close her eyes to savour the
intense rubbing sensation. I massaged her clitoris with my thumb in
a rotating fashion and slid my two middle fingers up inside her
pussy. She fell forward slightly, so I held onto her body and
continued to suck on her tits one at a time as I pleasured her
pussy. I could feel the pressure of her hips grinding against me,
which simply turned me on even more. Before we could really get
down to business, there was something I had wanted to do ever since
she’d first started touching me. I climbed off the seat and knelt
behind her, bending her over in front of me as I parted her ass
cheeks. With her legs standing a good foot or so apart, her asshole
was completely exposed and crying out for me to stroke my tongue
across it. So, I leaned in and began to lick it, sliding my tongue
up and down her ass crack and poking it around the rim of her anus.
It was beautifully smooth and puckering slightly as I pushed my
tongue a little bit inside her, slowly licking the first inch of
her rectum as I groped her cheeks in my firm fingers. She moaned
with satisfaction and pushed her ass back against my tongue. I’d
always wanted to eat another girl’s asshole, but until that moment,
it was a fantasy that had gone untended.

Then I
remembered that I had something very useful hiding in my hand bag.
I pulled her to the ground and made her sit down on the floor as I
pulled out my shiny silver pocket vibrator. It was only the size of
a chunky marker pen, but the motors inside it were deceptively
powerful. I turned it on and the whole changing room became filled
with the soft hum of the toy. I sat down in front of her and folded
my right leg under her left and vice versa, allowing me to shuffle
closer and press the lips of my pussy up to hers. Our sets of
dripping wet labia kissed between out sweaty thighs and our clits
rubbed together as our juices smeared all over each other’s
pussies. We both leaned in to each other, squashing her small,
young breasts against my gigantic fleshy orbs as we kissed. Our
tongues slid around between our mouths and our lips clamped shut to
form a nearly airtight seal as we kissed, with satisfying trails of
saliva extended between us as we pulled away. I nudged the vibrator
between our clits and we both pressed ourselves as tightly together
to clamp it in place. I held on to it loosely as we began to writhe
together on the cubicle carpet, thrusting our hips in each other’s
direction and grinding our clits on each other and the rapidly
buzzing toy. Within seconds, we were both panting quietly and
biting our lips and each other’s shoulders to stop ourselves from
making any noise.

We
wrapped our arms around and ran our fingers up and down over each
other’s backs, feeling every inch of exposed, clammy flesh as we
groaned softly on the floor. The longer we stayed like that, the
more intensely we shuddered, grating our firm nipples over each
other’s breasts and kissing endlessly as we both shook our way to
an inevitable climax. The feeling of her pussy lips mashing against
mine was making the tickling surges of pleasure impossible to
resist, and with every second that passed, I could feel my grip on
my senses dwindling and being replaced with the irrepressible urge
to cum. The vibrations were sending the blonde girl wild with
ecstasy as well, with her whole body shaking and causing her
breasts to wobble. Her hips began to convulse, smashing forward
against my clit as I tried to hold the toy in place between us. The
excessive juices of our pussies were causing it to slip and slide
around over ours clits, making it very difficult to grip the sleek
metal surface. I manage to hold on to it long enough to watch the
blissful orgasmic rushes wash over her body. The sight of her
climactic throes was too hot for me to handle, and just as she
reached the peak of her orgasm, I began to cum as well. We thrashed
around wildly on the floor, digging our nails in to the skin on our
backs and leaving deep red claw marks as we scratched and clung
onto to each other. We had both completely forgotten about the
person in the far cubicle, or indeed, the scattering of customers
on the shop floor. Despite our best efforts, I was sure at least a
few of our strained moans and bursts of heavy panting would have
made their way out from behind the wall.

“So you
think the black one, then?” I asked as I tried to reclaim my
breath. She nodded, and once we’d gotten dressed, she led me out to
an empty service counter and processed the sale through the till.
We couldn’t stop giggling, and I daren’t look up at the faces of
the other people in the shop. I had no idea if anyone had heard us
fucking, but I couldn’t bear to face the music if they had. I just
felt sorry for her having to remain in the shop under the
suspicious eyes of her co-workers, never knowing if her secret was
out. I couldn’t wait to get out of there and feel the cool air on
my face. It wasn’t until I got home and opened up the elegantly
detailed gift box that I realised my black bustier wasn’t the only
thing she’d stuffed inside. She’d included her used panties as a
souvenir, and safety pinned her phone number to it. As I lifted the
knickers to my face and sniffed the glorious scent of her pussy
from the cotton fabric, I smiled in the knowledge that it wouldn’t
be my last taste of her feminine delights.

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 Shop Assistant”
so I’ll know whether you liked it or not, It would be very much
appreciated, thank you.

Connect with Kelly Sanders

Favorite me on Smashwords: CLICK
HERE






cover.jpg





