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		THE LESBIAN SEX AWAKENING

		

	
		A Very Rough and Reluctant First Lesbian Sex Short

		by Veronica Halstead

		All rights reserved copyright 2012 by Naughty Daydreams Press

		

		

		She was a tough roommate, Jeanne. It was all I could do to keep myself from screaming at the top of my lungs all the time. It wasn’t that she was rude or a slob or anything like that. She was just so goddam mousy! I watched her relationship with a real asshole named Doug grow more and more one-sided and she was blind to anything I could say to her about it. When she came home from one particularly irritating date, tears streaming down her face and crying like a baby, I was right in the middle of putting my nightgown on for bed. I stood naked at the foot of my bed listening to her go on and on about it until I finally couldn’t hold back anymore.

		

		“Jesus! Shut up, Jeanne! You come in here once a week to moan and complain, but you wouldn’t have to worry about this shit if you didn’t let Doug treat you like a fucking doormat.” Her tears stopped and she looked at me in shock. It had been a long time coming and I didn’t hold anything back. “You fucking walk around like you’ve got a cock rammed in your ass, which is a pretty fucked up image since the idea of a cock anywhere in you at all is ludicrous. You whimper when you should yell. You probably fucking lick when you should deep throat.”

		

		Her eyes grew wider and wider, but her crying had stopped altogether. “You’re the most passive person in the entire fucking world, and it’s no wonder every goddam boyfriend you’ve ever had has hit on me.” I gasped. I hadn’t intended to say that.

		

		“You slept with my boyfriends?” There was ice in her voice.

		

		“No,” I started to melt a bit, but I was still angry, “They just all hit on me. They want a woman that likes to fuck, a woman that knows what she wants and not a fucking mouse!”

		

		She turned and walked out of the room. I took a deep breath and counted to twenty. Finally, I gulped and headed out the doorway and to her room. She was in her bra and panties when I stepped in. “Look, Jeanne, I—”

		

		“Shut up.”

		

		I sighed. “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have—”

		

		“I said shut up.”

		

		“I’m so sor—”

		

		“I said shut the fuck up!” Her voice shocked me. She’d never yelled before, at least I had never heard her yell. She rushed up to me, and before I knew what was happening, she’d grabbed my arm and pulled me toward the bed. I stumbled and fell onto it, suddenly aware that I was still completely naked. “You never fucking listen to me, Cheryl! You’re always so sure of yourself, so fucking sure you know everything you need to know!” I felt her hand come down hard on my ass, the sting of it shocking me with a bright flash of pain, and the sound of it so loud in the bedroom that I was almost more amazed at the volume it produced than the fact that she had slapped me.

		

		I yelped and flipped over on the bed. “You want aggressive, Cheryl? Fine. You got it. Hell, maybe I can learn all about it from you.” As she said the words, she pulled off her bra and then her panties. “Oh fuck, I can be aggressive as hell.” With that, she suddenly climbed onto the bed and straddled my stomach.

		

		I looked up at her, amazed and now a little afraid. “What the fuck are you doin—mmmph.” My words were cut off when she suddenly pushed fingers into my mouth and began moving them in and out as I struggled. I tried to reach up to pull her hands away and I realized that when she straddled me, she caught my forearms with her knees. I was pinned, and she was using her fingers to fuck my mouth. Then, she reached behind, and I felt the fingers of her other hands rubbing at my clit. I stared up at her face, half in fear and half in amazement. She had a vicious look about her.

		

		I couldn’t believe the way she had me down on the bed, sitting on top of me and straddling me and pushing her fingers in. “Deep throat, huh? Gotta know when to do it? Yeah, you like to deep throat, huh? You like to deep throat? I guess you know when it’s time to stop licking. You like this, Cheryl.” I shook my head back and forth, trying to get my face away, but she pulled her hand away from my pussy and used it to keep my face in place. She continued to just force her fingers down into my throat, making me gag. “Here you go, deep throat this, bitch! Deep throat this.” She pushed in hard and I gagged. I didn’t know what the hell to do, but I did know that I desperately needed to breathe.

		

		I struggled underneath her and actually got partially turned around. That just earned me a slap in the face, but at least she took her fingers out of my mouth to do it. I gulped in air and my chest heaved beneath her. She put her fingers back into my mouth. “Okay, bitch, so you want to take somebody’s man, no problem, no problem. But if he’s not going to be taking care of me with his dick, you’re going to have to take care of me.”

		

		It was hard, I mean, I hadn’t even taken any of her boyfriends, even though they all had hit on me. Worse, I was supposed to be on a date myself that night, and the cute emergency medical technician got called away on an emergency just when he was finally trying to get into my pants. I had driven home frustrated as hell, still feeling his hand between my legs from when he had rubbed me through my pants. Maybe that’s why I reacted the way I did. You see, the worst part about all of this was, even being pushed around by this girl, I was getting turned on. She stood up and I tried to struggle away but she grabbed my hands and pushed them down. When she moved to the side, I struggled a little more. She slapped my thigh hard. My legs involuntarily spread when I did and I have to admit that a thrill went through my pussy. “Oh, look at the little slut, you like this, don’t you?”

		

		She slapped my thigh again hard and pain shot through it, but it also sent another thrill. Then, she began moving upward. She straddled my chest and I saw her pussy approaching my face. I had never, ever been with a woman before. I turned my head and she slapped my face hard. “Put out your tongue, now.”

		

		Tears were in my eyes from the pain of the slap. I pushed my tongue out and she grabbed the back of my head and began to rub herself against my face. It was very strange because the taste of her was so musky and sweet and exotic and I found myself not just passively taking the rubbing but pushing my tongue into her as deep as I could. She laughed at me and pulled me closer, pulling me up so hard that my nose was pushed against her clit and I was finding it hard to breathe.

		

		She still held me there, rubbing herself hard against me as I struggled underneath her. I kicked my legs, trying my best to get some freedom and she laughed more, saying, “Oh, what’s the, matter, can’t breathe? Huh? Can’t breathe?” Of course, I couldn’t say anything with the way she was sitting on me. “Come on Cheryl, don’t be a tiny little mouse, you need to express yourself!” She looked down on me as if expecting a response, and getting none, she shook her head in mock disappointment. She held my face against her pussy and then reached around and smacked my pussy hard.

		

		Pain shot through me and I screamed against her cunt. She moaned as I did and slapped my cunt again. I screamed again, but I couldn’t believe it. It was turning me on. I pushed my tongue deeper into her and began to use it like a little cock, fucking her. She smiled and slapped my pussy again and once again came the strange mix of pain and pleasure. And then, she moved down and smacked my tits, smacked me all over my body. I could breathe again and I was gulping down great giant amounts of air when she reached down beneath me, spread my legs and suddenly buried her face in me.

		

		I couldn’t believe the way it felt to have her suddenly licking me. The tongue on my slit was driving me crazy. I still struggled but it was really just habit now as she began to lick and lick and lick, sending wild sensations rolling through me. Suddenly, I came, bucking up against her and I shouted, “Oh fuck, Oh God!”

		

		She laughed and called me a slut and a whore and began licking more in earnest. It was too much and I struggled trying to get away from her, my pussy was so sensitive. She just laughed again and kept licking. I tried to push her off me and she stood and smacked my face and said, “Don’t you touch me,” and then her tongue was back on me.

		

		It was just too much and I was relieved when she finally stopped. But then, she shoved fingers into me and began to fuck me rapidly with them as I writhed underneath her, moaning, crying, screaming. Finally, she got back up and said, “Now, that is how you lick a pussy, Cheryl, you mousy little bitch.”

		

		She lay down on the bed and grabbed me by my hair and pulled me between her legs. This time, I went at it for all I was worth. I tried to mirror what she had done, focusing on her clit, using my lips and my tongue together to get her off. She moaned beneath me, gripping me tight, pulling my hair as she forced me against her cunt. “Put a finger in, put a finger in,” she said and I obliged.

		

		I began to move my finger and my tongue and my lips together. She moaned and said, “Another, another!” I slipped another finger inside of her and began moving rapidly. She screamed and suddenly pushed herself up against my hand while pulling my face down hard against her. She bucked up against me for a good two or three minutes before she finally pushed me away. I wanted to give her some of what she gave me so I put my face back down to try and lick at her and torture her in the same way. She grabbed my hair and pulled me up and slapped me across the face hard. Then, she stood up, pushed me back onto the bed and walked out of the room.

		

		I lay there on the bed in shock, the aftereffects of the orgasm still coursing through me. Finally, I rolled off the bed and hobbled out to my room, where I grabbed a robe and put it on. I heard the shower going, and I walked out to the little kitchen. I poured a glass of wine, and when I heard the shower stop, I poured one for Jeanne. It was another five minutes before she walked out, wearing a long t-shirt and panties. She looked at me a little sheepishly and I gestured to the wine. She took it and took a sip. I sat down on the couch and so did she.

		

		“Jeanne, I never slept with any of your boyfriends.” She suddenly collapsed into my arms.

		

		“Oh God, Cheryl! I don’t know what came over me! I feel so horrible and so ashamed, I—” When my mouth fell on hers and I pushed my tongue in, she resisted but then kissed back softly. I pulled away and looked at her.

		

		“Don’t you dare go back to being a mouse, Jeanne! This was the first time you seemed like a real person since we moved in together.”

		

		She looked surprised. Finally, she hung her head down and said, “I was just so angry. I don’t know how I could be strong all the time.”

		

		I lifted her head up so she could look at me. “Practice, Jeanne.” I took a sip of my wine. “Today’s Friday. You’ve got a date with Doug tomorrow, right?” She nodded. “Okay, then…you come home and complain about it and I’ll call you a bunch of names.”

		

		She didn’t understand at first, but then a smile lit up her face as comprehension dawned on her. “You know, Cheryl, I might just have to go somewhere and pick up a paddle or a belt or something.”

		

		I thought about how hard she had slapped my ass and fear washed over me. Then, I thought about how my pussy was still sending an occasional twinge of pleasure over me. “Jeanne,” I said, “I think the adult video store on 5th Street sells leather paddles.” I had no idea if they did or didn’t, but if they didn’t, maybe it would make Jeanne mad. I smiled as my pussy spasmed at the thought.

		

		

		

		CHICK FLICK WITHOUT A DICK

		

	
		An All Girl Threesome Erotica Story

		by Erika Hardwick

		all rights reserved copyright 2012 by Naughty Daydreams Press

		

		

		Jenna, Kelly and I all met by responding to a Craigslist posting for a room for rent. It’s a college town and there aren’t that many rentals open here, so we had to take what we could get. The rent was cheap and the house was cool - it was a former sorority house that the sisters sold when they bought a newer, nicer house closer to campus. It was comfy with a lot of common rooms and it worked great for me while I was finishing my nursing degree. It wasn’t exactly the kind of place you want to bring a date back to, but it felt safe and clean and when you’re talking about cheap living situations, safe and clean are king. Plus, I liked being around the other girls - it felt more like a home than a boarding house and we were always playing a board game, painting our nails, cooking or watching movies together, so I kept busy.

		

		Jenna was a fellow nursing student, although she was an undergrad, living off campus to save money; Jenna had a scholarship that covered tuition and not much else. Jenna was bubbly and blonde and smiling all the time. I used to see her eating cans of beans and rice and I thought it was kind of sad, but in a cute way because I knew that once she became a nurse she’d be able to afford whatever she wanted. Kelly I didn’t know that well because she usually kept to herself. She reminded me of an artist or Goth or something like that. She had dark hair, wore black clothes and usually seemed to be brooding about something. I think she said she was studying to be a tattoo artist downtown, which would make sense as she was covered in tattoos of crosses and black hearts and things like that. She was nice enough but just didn’t seem that approachable.

		

		Jenna and I usually hung out on Monday nights for popcorn (it’s cheap!) and a movie. She always looked forward to it and texted me in the morning to remind me. This week we were going to watch a new romantic comedy; I can’t even remember the name. It was British and looked like it would be funny. Plus, one of the actors on the cover was cute. Total plus! After class, I stopped by the grocery store to pick up some more popcorn and I also bought ice cream sundae supplies to surprise Jenna; she deserved it for working so hard and eating all those beans (gross). I bought whipped cream, vanilla ice cream, chocolate sprinkles and my favorite, cherries!

		

		When I got back to the house, Jenna was already in her tank top and boy shorts, eating a bowl of Ramen, sitting crossed-legged on the couch. Silly girl; she never wore a bra as she figured there weren’t any guys to impress in the house anyway. She had a large chest and I guess she liked not having to worry about it once in a while. Her long yellow hair was up in a bun in her usual movie watching style and when I showed her the ice cream, she squealed. She put on some 80’s music while I popped the popcorn in our old-timey maker. I realized it was cold in the house when I saw that Jenna’s nipples were erect, so I asked her if she minded turning up the heat a bit. She said she’d try to figure out the thermostat but she hadn’t had any luck before....Blondes, I thought…then I felt bad.

		

		I was startled when Kelly marched in clutching a six- pack of beer and a bottle of vodka. She slammed everything down on the counter and I jumped. Kelly spoke with a brisk voice and some kind of northern accent. “How was your night?” It sounded like she was slurring her words just a bit.

		

		I smiled because it was the neighborly thing to do and said, “Just fine, Kel. How ‘bout yourself?”

		

		She rolled her eyes and looked away. “Well, about myself I can honestly say this has been the worst day of my life. And the night’s not looking much better.”

		

		“What happened?” I asked, although I kind of didn’t want to know. I knew I wanted to watch a chick flick and chill with Jenna. I wanted to eat ice cream and be happy and not hear about whatever dark stuff this dark girl was upset over.

		

		“My boyfriend’s been fucking another girl for a year. Behind my fucking back!” Kelly opened a bottle of beer with her teeth and started chugging...yikes. I had taken a few psychology classes as an undergrad so I knew enough that she shouldn’t be alone right now. Especially not with alcohol around—you never knew what might happen when a girl was sad and drunk!

		

		I put my arm on her shoulder, but she pulled away. I looked at her. “Jenna and I are eating ice cream sundaes and popcorn tonight. We’re just about to watch a movie, so why don’t you join us?”

		

		Kelly rolled her eyes and said, “How fucking wholesome. Yeah, I think I’ll drink alone in my room”. Ouch. She grabbed her booze like a bag lady, and as she started to climb, she turned back and gave me a slight smile and said, “Thanks anyway.”

		

		Maybe it was the future nurse in me or just that I’m somewhat of a nice person but I yelled, “Stop! I’ve been cheated on before and it fucking stinks. Let’s hang out and talk about what dicks men are, okay?”

		

		Something about her body language softened and she stepped down a stair toward me. She looked down at her striped stockings and combat boots as if she was actually considering it.

		

		“Come on. Live a little.” I kept trying.

		

		She rolled her eyes, but this time it didn’t feel like a slight. She smiled at me for real now, and it was the first time I realized how pretty she was. She kind of looked like Angelina Jolie except for the heavy make-up.

		

		“Alright, but you have to drink with me.” Kelly said as she started descending the stairs back toward me.

		

		I laughed and nodded my head. I handed her a bowl to start making her sundae in and called Jenna in to the kitchen to get her own. Kelly got some shot glasses out (they had Greek lettering on them since they were forgotten here by the Sorority) and poured out the vodka.

		

		“Drink Up” She said as she raised a glass.

		

		Jenna looked wide-eyed and stuttered, “Oh not me. No thank you. I almost never drink. My boyfriend back home is super against it!” She smiled at us, but I wasn’t giving in that easily. We were going to have fun tonight for Kelly’s sake...and who was I kidding? With all the exams coming up, I knew I needed to let loose a bit myself.

		

		The three of us toasted to men being assholes and a brighter future where all guys look like Ryan Gosling and have the hearts of Romeo. We finished our shots and Kelly gave each of us a beer. It felt cool and bubbly and I liked it.

		

		Jenna called dibs on the recliner and Kelly and I curled up on opposite ends of the old couch. Jenna pressed play and as soon as the pink movie title came up I saw Kelly roll her eyes again. Jenna laughed at the jokes more than me—she always does—while I kept watching Kelly to make sure she was okay. It was funny that one of the characters in the movie got dumped and then decided to hook up with her bi friend to get even. Kelly seemed to perk up at that but Jenna was very uncomfortable when the two girls on screen started making out. Jenna asked for another shot—I was shocked—and Kelly, of course, obliged.

		

		I excused myself to the kitchen to grab some whipped cream (I love eating it out of the bottle....it’s amazing I’m still in shape somehow) and make myself a coffee to help sober up since I was feeling a little woozy from the alcohol.

		

		I was absolutely not prepared for what happened next. As I walked back into the room, I noticed that Jenna wasn’t on the recliner. As I walked closer to the couch, I was shocked to see what looked like Jenna on top of Kelly, her white tank lifted above her tits. Her tits were full and nice … her nipples were erect and tiny and seeing what was happening made me totally wet. I rubbed my eyes and stepped back. Kelly looked up and purred, “Hey, girl.”

		

		Jenna giggled and said, “Oh my gosh... I never drink! I am so drunk right now it’s wild. I feel wild! What would Alex think?” Alex was her football playing, gospel singing boyfriend. They wore promise rings and talked every night over Skype. It was cute … in that cotton candy way.

		

		Kelly licked Jenna’s nipple and purred, “Does this feel good?”

		

		Jenna giggled.

		

		Kelly pulled Jenna’s shirt off and grabbed both of Jenna’s big tits at once.

		

		“You feel so good, Jenna” Kelly kept purring.

		

		I just stood there. I couldn’t move. As a nurse in training, I thought I’d seen it all. Obviously I hadn’t. Not by a long shot.

		

		Jenna whispered something to Kelly and Kelly took her shirt off, exposing her own huge tits that jiggled as she moved up and down on the couch. Her nipples were pierced and her stomach had a giant snake tattoo and she was wearing a choker necklace. I didn’t know what was happening or if I should go when I noticed my panties felt really wet. Jenna nibbled on Kelly’s tits for a minute while I started backing away. Kelly whispered something else to Jenna and that’s when Jenna’s shorts hit the floor. She wasn’t wearing panties and I could see the tan line from her bathing suit. She was completely shaved and she looked really, really hot. Jenna got down on the floor and Kelly followed her and started licking her pussy. Jenna moaned and giggled as Kelly worked on her.

		

		That’s when Jenna called out to me, “Are you just gonna stand there or what?.”

		

		“Uh…” I started.

		

		I walked closer to them, my panties wetter with every step. I took my top off and Jenna giggled. Jenna asked me, “Put your titties against my lips, pretty please?” Jenna was so cute, so blonde, and her body was so hot that I couldn’t say no.

		

		She licked my tits, sending thrills through me as Kelly worked on her pussy. Jenna stopped licking me and moaned. “Oh yeah....yeah...yeah...” I took my skirt off and slipped my hands between my thighs. My pussy felt warm and damp as I started touching myself faster and harder. I put a hand on Jenna’s tit and then moved it down to feel Kelly’s head bobbing up and down as she dived into Jenna’s pussy. It made me crazy. I kept stopping myself from cumming because I wanted to wait. Jenna kept wailing, “Mmmmm.....yeah.....more....oh my fuck....” It was fucking insane!

		

		I wanted to fill my pussy with Jenna’s tongue and I whispered to her, “Will you eat me?”

		

		I was desperate. Her tits kept bouncing up and down as Kelly pushed against her. I really wanted her wet lips and tongue to suck my clit and make me cum hard. I needed a little of what she was getting. And I wanted her to be the one to give it to me.

		

		Jenna looked nervous but she nodded her head and I lowered myself over her. Kelly kept working on Jenna and every so often, I could see her big, pierced tits jiggling over her tattooed belly as she raised her head up and down.

		

		The first touch of Jenna’s tongue on my needy slit made me cry out and then, I began to move my hips and push myself against her mouth. Jenna felt around with her tongue a bit and then she found my clit. I could hear her moaning as she licked me and that made me even more excited. What I really wanted was every hole in my body full and I wanted Jenna and Kelly to do it to me. Jenna started moaning again.

		

		“Oooooh...yeah...yeah...” louder and louder and, as Jenna came she stuck her tongue in my pussy hard and deep. I almost came, too; it felt so good.

		

		Kelly got up and, as I got off Jenna, she told me to lick her pussy. I moved over her and put her soft lips in my mouth and nibbled a bit until she started moaning. Jenna made out with Kelly while I tasted Kelly’s sweet pussy and made her moan. Jenna sucked on Kelly’s tits, piercings and all, while Kelly bucked up and down below me. I traced my tongue around her clit and teased her but I didn’t let her cum yet. Jenna started touching herself and her tits while I sucked on Kelly. When Kelly finally came, Jenna almost did too.

		

		I whispered to Kelly that I wanted to get fucked hard. I was touching myself and moaning just looking at Kelly’s pierced nipples and Jenna’s tight little ass. My fingers felt so good but I wanted more. Kelly pushed me back on the ground so that I was up on my hands and knees and she started licking around my ass while Jenna went back to licking me.

		

		I was moaning as I kept telling the girls to keep going, begging for more, begging them not to stop. I wanted to feel this good forever.

		

		Kelly slipped her fingers inside my ass and it was the first time I’d ever felt that. It felt so full and good to have her fingers there. She touched herself with her other hand as she moved around in me in long, deep strokes that made me wetter and hotter by the second. Jenna licked my clit until I almost came, but then she got up. Giggling as she grabbed the whipped cream can, she emptied it all over her tits. She came back and put her tits in my face and said, “My titties are dirty....” She put them in my mouth, one at a time and then pushed her fingers in my pussy.

		

		With both holes completely full and whipped cream covered tits in my mouth, I started to shake, “I…cumming, oh fuck...I’m cumming...I’m cumming!”

		

		Waves of pleasure shot through me as Kelly spanked my ass hard. I just kept cumming and cumming.

		

		Finally, we fell apart, our bodies sweating and our breathing loud and rapid as we tried to calm down. It was Kelly who began to giggle first, but soon Jenna and I were laughing with her. “How the hell,” she panted, “did booze and sundaes lead to this?”

		

		I had to admit that I didn’t have an answer, but I knew I wanted to do it again and soon. And I decided that Kelly was a nice new addition to our movie nights. That I did tell her, right before I leaned in and began sucking on her beautiful breasts.

		

		BEFORE YOU DAY I DO

		

	
		(A First Lesbian Sex erotica story)

		by Nancy Brockton

		All rights reserved copyright 2012 by Naughty Daydreams Press

		

		

		

		Constance was amazed at how everything was coming together. The rehearsal dinner went wonderfully, and now her best friend and maid of honor was headed on her way over to Constance’s little apartment to do some final alterations on the dress. When she got married two days from now, it was all going to be perfect!

		

		A knock at the door told her Elmira had arrived, and she rushed to the door, giggling in the anticipation all new brides have and pulled it open. Elmy stood there, beautiful as ever. She held a bottle of wine in one hand and two wine glasses in the other. She smiled brightly, “Okay, girl! Let’s get your dress perfect!”

		

		Constance giggled and bit her lip. She grabbed the wine and the glasses out of her friend’s hands and brought them to the counter. She watched Elmy head to her bedroom to get the dress and she used a corkscrew to open the bottle. She poured two generous amounts, and by the time her friend was back toting everything to the living room, she was ready to hand her a glass.

		

		Elmy smiled and took a sip. “You filled these pretty full, Connie. Want a last night of drunken revelry before you’re hitched?”

		

		“Hey, I have three more bottles in the cabinet, Babe. After we get the dress altered, I plan to get drunk as hell with you!”

		

		The two friends laughed until finally Elmy told Constance to strip. Constance smiled and pulled off her t-shirt. She knew she’d look beautiful at the wedding. She was beautiful. She had long blond hair that hung to the middle of her back. She had a slim figure with breasts that were full but not so large as to droop at all. She knew her ass was her best feature, heart shaped and lovely. In fact, she’d insisted on a wedding dress that would flatter it.

		

		As she kicked off her shoes and unbuttoned her jeans, she looked at Elmira. The two couldn’t have been more different in appearance. Oh, Elmy was a stunning beauty as well, but while Constance was a California blonde with long wavy hair, her best friend’s hair was jet black and hung straight down, just to her shoulders. While Constance looked like a beach beauty, Elmira looked like a European fashion model.

		

		When she was undressed, Constance downed the rest of her glass and walked to the kitchen in her bra and panties to pour herself another. Elmira followed, handing her empty glass over, and Constance filled that as well. Her friend looked her up and down, seemingly studying her. Finally she said, “You’re going to have to strip completely, Connie. I don’t think I can fit you with those on.”

		

		Constance laughed and took a big sip of her wine. “What do you mean? My bridal lingerie is a hell of a lot more than this stuff.” She took another sip, draining the glass. She already felt a bit light headed from how quickly she had downed the two glasses. She put her glass down and poured the half of a glass that was left in the bottle.

		

		“That’s the point, Babe.” Elmy set her empty glass next to Constance’s and Constance reached for her cabinet for a fresh bottle. “I need you to put on your bridal lingerie so we can alter the dress with exactly what you’ll be wearing.”

		

		“Oh! Well you pour, then.” Constance handed her the bottle and then reached behind her back to unsnap her bra. When it came off, she was amazed at how her breasts sudden exposure to the air sent a little thrill through her. She could feel her nipples hardening and attributed it to the wine. She reached down, pulled her panties off, and stepped out of them.

		

		Elmira said, “Wow,” and knelt in front of her. “They really did a good job with your waxing.” She put a hand on Constance’s calf and rubbed upward to her thigh, parting it a bit. Constance felt an electric thrill at the idea that Elmy was looking at her pussy, although the two had seen each other naked hundreds of times trying on clothes and modeling lingerie. “I like that you kept a little landing strip.” She looked up and smiled at her friend and then stood again, taking her own wine glass and handing one to Constance.

		

		Constance smiled and wondered if she was a little flushed. She took a sip of the wine and said, “Okay, but if I have to wear lingerie then you do, too! I have a few outfits I picked up for the honeymoon that aren’t going to work, but your boobs will fit them fine.”

		

		Elmy giggled and rolled her eyes.

		

		“Come on, Elmy! Strip!” Elmy shook her head, but she disappeared into the bedroom. Constance sipped her wine.

		

		“The red one?” Elmy’s voice called from the bedroom. “Or do you want me to put on the blue one?”

		

		“They’re both going to be your outfits now, Honey, so pick whichever one you want. They’re the same anyway, just different colors.” She heard a package tearing and walked to the couch. She sat down and started rummaging through the stuff Elmy brought out earlier. It took a while but it was evident that the lingerie was still in her room. “Hey Elmy,” she called, “bring out mine when you come out.”

		

		“Here.” Elmira had just stepped out and Constance turned to take the package but stopped. Elmy looked stunning. The red corset framed her waist and pushed up her breasts but didn’t cover them, so her lovely breasts looked a lot bigger, the rose nipples seemed darker when offset by the red. The black stockings attached to the corset were so damned sexy that Constance took a sharp breath.

		

		“Yeah, Connie. You could have mentioned they were crotchless.” Of course, that immediately drew Constance’s eyes to Elmira’s pussy, which was so beautiful and pink with a tiny triangle of black hair.

		

		“My God, you look hot, Elmy.” Constance shook her head and took another large gulp of her wine before she set it on an end table and reached for the box that had her lingerie.

		

		Elmy giggled, “Now Constance Small. You are about to be a married woman.” The comment sent both of them into giggling fits, but they eventually calmed down and got the package of bridal lingerie open. First came the corset, and Elmira had her stand as she wrapped it around her and began to lace it up. As the corset tightened and she felt Elmy’s body so close to her own, Constance felt herself growing more excited. She’d never been with a woman, and she was pretty certain Elmira would have shared with her if she’d ever had that experience, but thoughts were flitting through her head right then. She attributed that as well to the wine.

		

		When it was all laced up, Elmira turned her around and looked at her. “It was a good choice, Connie. It really flatters your figure, not that it needs any, and you’ve got the whole sexy but innocent bride thing going on.” Suddenly Elmy burst out laughing. “I mean if you weren’t naked everywhere else!”

		

		The two laughed and drained their glasses, but they didn’t refill them. Constance was glad because wearing the white lingerie had made her terrified of spilling the deep, red wine. She reached for the white lacy stockings and handed one to Elmira. She shuddered as her friend slinked it up her calf and then up her thigh, but what really thrilled her is when her friend accidentally brushed over her pussy while reaching for the garter snaps attached to the corset.

		

		She handed the other stocking to her friend and the process was repeated, sending chills over her body, but unfortunately not including another accidental touch. When both stockings were attached to the garters, Elmira started giggling again. Then, she moved forward and put her mouth on Constance’s, her lips soft but her tongue urgent.

		

		Constance was shocked, but the shock wasn’t nearly as powerful as the desire, and she put her arms around her best friend and kissed her hungrily, her tongue eagerly exploring Elmy’s lips and mouth. She felt her friend’s hands on her cheeks as they kissed and then Elmy climbed onto the couch and straddled her.

		

		Constance attacked her neck with kisses as she heard Elmy moan softly. She let her hands trail down to her friend’s ass, that perfect little ass, and she began to squeeze it as she nuzzled her neck. She felt Elmy’s hands on her head, pushing downward, and she was suddenly right in front of her best friend’s breasts. She licked her lips and then tentatively pushed her tongue out to flick at a nipple. Elmy groaned and pulled her closer.

		

		The nipple was so much more fun to suck and lick than the cocks that had been in Constance’s mouth. Every flick of her tongue seemed to make Elmy’s whole body react, and she kept at it, sucking each nipple in turn and rolling her tongue around it while she sucked.

		

		Suddenly, Elmira pushed her back and kissed her deep and hard, her tongue pushing in and out of Constance’s mouth like a small penis, and each thrust of her tongue sent thrills through her body. She tried to lean against the back, but her friend twisted her around until both were lying on the couch flat, with Elmy on top.

		

		She felt Elmy pulling her corset down and freeing her breasts, and then she felt her friend’s mouth of her own nipple, and the sensation was so powerful, she pushed upward as though a cock were in her. That pushed her clit against Elmy’s thigh as well as her own thigh against her friend’s pussy and both girls moaned at the same time.

		

		She continued to rub against her, and Elmy pulled her mouth off her friend. “Have you ever been with a woman before?”

		

		“No,” she whispered as she pushed up against Emira’s thigh again. “Have you?”

		

		Elmira said no and then put her mouth back on her nipple as the two continued to grind against each other. Finally Constance pulled her friend up and kissed her. Then, she kept pulling until Elmira was straddling her face. She lifted her head and gingerly pushed her tongue between the folds of her maid of honor’s pussy.

		

		It was amazing. The taste was so fresh and sexy and sweet and musky, but what made it most incredible was the long groan that Elmy gasped out as her tongue pushed into her. She gripped her friend’s ass and began fucking her with her tongue, trying to push it in as far as she could. Elmy moaned and they kept that position for four or five minutes, but Elmy pulled up.

		

		“I need to taste you, too.” She flipped herself around and leaned down, her face coming down to between Constance’s legs. Constance saw her friend’s pussy right in front of her face, although angled differently, and she lifted her head and began to lick and suck again, this time focusing on Elmy’s clit.

		

		That was when her own clit was suddenly filled with sensation as her friends lips closed over it and she began to suck on it while running her tongue over the tiny bud. She moaned against her friend’s pussy and Elmy did the same against her own.

		

		It was the single most incredible feeling she had ever felt, and she sucked and licked hungrily at the pussy above her while her friend’s mouth drove her crazy. Suddenly, her pussy was filled. She felt the fingers that her friend and pushed in and bucked upward. It was amazing, so she pushed two of her own into Elmy and Elmy suddenly started shaking. Constance realized her friend was coming, and that was all it took to send her own orgasm into overdrive, and her whole body shook with its power.

		

		Both girls pumped furiously with their fingers but their mouths were off as they both moaned and shouted over the sensations coursing through them. Constance pushed in and out as quickly as she could and moved her hips up against her friend’s fingers. The orgasm seemed to last for ten minutes before finally, exhausted, she pulled her fingers out and Elmy did the same. She could still feel traces of pleasure running through her.

		

		Finally, Elmira got off her and stood shakily in front of her. She looked at her friend’s blank expression and imagined that her expression was the same. Neither spoke for a minute and finally both tried to speak at once, which turned into a giggling fit that had them both tangled up laughing on the floor.

		

		Finally, Elmy put her hands on Constance’s cheeks and kissed her softly. She pulled back and asked, “Have you picked up any sex toys for your honeymoon?” That sent a whole new wave of laughter through the two of them, but when the giggles died down, Constance stood and walked to her room to get her new dildo.

		

	
		MAKING LESBIAN MUSIC
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		It was time for music class.

		

		She pushed the wooden doors open as she stepped inside slowly, scanning the room. The room was usually crowded with chattering students but today, it was empty.

		

		She could see her teacher, Ms. Cross, moving around in her office. Pulling her backpack off her shoulders, she sat down on a chair and waited.

		

		A few minutes later, the office door slid open and Ms. Cross came out, clutching papers. "Oh! Ariana, what are you doing here?" A look of surprise crossed her teacher’s face.

		

		"Don't we have class today, Ms. Cross?" Ariana asked.

		

		"Today, I let everyone have a spare block. I informed them last week, hon."

		

		“Oh…”

		

		Sighing, Ariana prepared to leave when her teacher called her back. "We could always have... a private lesson." She locked the doors leading to the music room, keeping anyone from entering or leaving.

		

		Walking over to the piano, Ms. Cross played a couple keys. "Let's start with some scales. Do Re Mi Fa So!" She sang loudly.

		

		"Do Re Mi Fa So!" Ariana echoed. They continued to sing and after a few minutes, Ariana noticed her teacher staring at her intensely. How odd, she thought quietly to herself. She’d been attending this music conservatory since she graduated from high school, and in two years she’d never seen her teacher look at her like that. They continued to work through the scales and some other simple vocal exercises, and all the while, Ariana felt her teacher's gaze on her.

		

		Ms. Cross abruptly stopped playing the piano. She got up. Puzzled, Ariana watched as her teacher walked behind her and she didn't protest when she slid her hands across Ariana's stomach.

		

		It was a breathing technique that many teachers used so she didn't mind. "Breathe in." Shelby instructed.

		

		Ariana took a deep breath and she held it. "Breathe out." She released. “That's good, but let's try it again and have you hold your breath in for a time.” Ms. Cross tightened her arms around Ariana's middle again. This time, Ariana held her breath for a count of four before she felt Ms. Cross loosen her arms, allowing her to release.

		

		Ariana suddenly felt very aware of her teacher's body against hers. She shifted, but Ms. Cross didn't let her out of her arms. “Um, Ms. Cross, I think I've got it.”

		

		"Dammit Ariana... You make me feel so fucking hot..." Ms. Cross murmured the words. She swept Ari's red hair to a side, and she began to kiss and suck Ari's neck. Her large breasts pushed against Ariana’s back and she could feel her body beginning to respond, but she wasn't at all sure about what was happening.

		

		"M-Ms. Cross! What are you doing?" Ari tried to pull away but her teacher continued to make love to her neck.

		

		"Don't you feel it too?" Her teacher whispered as her lips gently grazed her student's soft supple skin.

		

		"We c-can't!" Ari protested quietly. Ms. Cross sighed and her warm breath sent chills down Ari's spine.

		

		"But I want you... So bad…”

		

		Ms. Cross moved around to stand in front of Ariana. Slowly, she leaned forward and their lips met. Dropping her hands, Ms. Cross lifted the hem of Ariana's loose-fitting white blouse and pulled it over her head, revealing her modest, small pink bra which hid her perfect, perky mounds from the world.

		

		Ms. Cross massaged one of her breasts slowly and Ariana let an uncontrollable moan slip from her mouth. Her breathing was becoming harsher as she felt her body tremble in her teacher's arms. Ms. Cross began squeezing her breast gently. “You are so beautiful,” she whispered as she brought her other hand up and rubbed both breasts at once as they continued to kiss.

		

		Unhooking the bra from behind with one hand, she let it fall to the floor and Ariana’s breasts bounced out of their previous confinement. “Your nipples are hard…” The older woman commented as she traced around one and then the other with a finger.

		

		Softly, Ms. Cross grabbed a nipple. Holding it between her fingers and pulling it outwards ever so carefully, she let it bounce back after a bit. Ariana’s heartbeat quickened as Ms. Cross kept touching her breasts, making her knees buckle in response to what she was feeling.

		

		“Ms. Cross…” The redhead moaned as her teacher touched her in ways she had never been touched before. This was different than when she was with men. Her teacher seemed to know what women liked and she did just that. Using her finger, Ms. Cross traced right between Ariana’s breasts, and Ariana felt her body shudder as a wave of heat washed from her pussy through the rest of her.

		

		“Do you like it?” Ms. Cross' breathe brushed over her lips.

		

		“I… I do, but Ms. Cross, I don't . . .”

		

		“Don't worry, Ariana, I know what I'm doing. And please, call me Shelby.”

		

		Ariana tilted her head back as Ms. Cross moved down and kissed her along her jaw. “Okay, Shelby.” She breathed out and closed her eyes.

		

		Pulling out a chair, Ms. Cross sat in it as she pulled down her skirt. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. “Come here, sweetheart.” Her voice purred seductively.

		

		Ariana stared at her teacher's suddenly bared pussy. She felt a wetness begin in her own pussy, but she couldn't seem to move.

		

		“It's okay, baby, come on.”

		

		Shyly, Ariana lowered her mouth to the clean shaven pussy and started to lick. This was her first time doing something like this and she had absolutely no experience. “Like this?” She questioned between licks.

		

		“Uhh…” Shelby moaned. Her hands reached out to tangle themselves in Ariana's red hair and pull her closer. “Faster!” Her teacher gasped as her hips arched up into Ariana's face.

		

		Hardening her tongue, she spread her teacher’s legs wide open. Ariana licked and sucked. Her clumsy tongue was actually doing pretty well as she traced the outside of the vagina and moved up to flick at the tiny bud of her clit.

		

		“Now stick your finger in!” Her teacher groaned and pressed against her harder.

		

		Obeying her teacher’s command, Ariana stuck her finger inside the soaking wet pussy. She thrust in and out quickly as she licked. “Fuck, yes!” Shelby yelled out as she continued to get pleasured.

		

		Ariana realized she was growing wet from listening to her teacher scream. Taking her own shirt off, Shelby twisted her own nipples as Ariana licked at her teacher's tight pussy and finger fucked her even faster. “Good girl. Now, I have something for you.”

		

		Standing up, Shelby flicked her dark hair out of the way as she reached and searched for something in her office drawer. “Take your clothes off, honey.”

		

		“What is it?” Ariana called out nervously, anxious to see what it was.

		

		Shelby walked out of her office with a triumphant look on her face and a bright pink dildo in her hands. “Surprise!” Forcing Ariana to kneel on the chair, she stood behind the shy girl.

		

		“Well, what do we have here? A nice creamy wet pussy! My favorite.”

		

		Licking her fingers, she rubbed Ariana a couple times and then she started to thrust it in. Sounds of enjoyment filled the room as both women moaned loudly. Shelby slapped her pupil’s tight ass, leaving red marks on her peachy skin.

		

		“Ahh, fuck!” Ariana shrieked as she felt something she had never felt before. She had an orgasm so intense, it hurt. Her body shuddered and her pussy clenched around the dildo, pulling it in deeper as her orgasm ripped through her. Not giving her any time to react, Shelby pulled it out and stuck it in her again. “Want it to vibrate?” She asked with a kinky smile.

		

		“Yeaaah…” Ariana moaned, her voice wavering as she felt the dildo moving inside her sensitive pussy.

		

		Shelby pressed a small button on the pink toy and it began to vibrate and move. Pushing it even deeper inside her, Ariana felt it strike something with precision that had never been struck before. It was sweet but sexy at the exact same time. Shelby continued to pump it inside her and she squealed.

		

		Within seconds, she was close to coming again.

		

		“I really love seeing that sweet pink pussy of yours swallowing this dildo up.” Her teacher moved it in and out of her more slowly, letting the vibrations run along every bit of Ariana's slick folds. Slowly, Ariana felt another orgasm build. She closed her eyes and arched against the dildo and Shelby's hand.

		

		Suddenly, her stomach muscles rippled and clenched and Ariana yelled as she came all over the dildo. Sliding it artfully out of her, Shelby licked it and then forced it into Ariana’s mouth. The two took turns, licking the still vibrating toy.

		

		Completely tired out, Ariana collapsed on the floor as she stared at her teacher’s satisfied face.

		

		“Not yet, Ariana. I still need to be pleasured.” Lying on the ground, Shelby made Ariana straddle her waist with her pussy facing her. “Lick.” Lowering her head, Ariana felt her teacher also beginning to lick her at the same time as she did.

		

		They continued to lick and explore each other, excitement fueling them both. Shelby, being the more experienced of the two, was rubbing Ariana’s ass and touching her breasts as they were pleasuring each other. Ariana just licked but she did try to stick her finger in a couple times.

		

		With a smile, Shelby gently pushed Ariana off her and they sat on the ground, staring at each other.

		

		“What are we going to do now, Ms. Cross?”

		

		“This.” Shelby grabbed a belt that had a dildo attached to it.

		

		“You’re going to stick that in me?” Ariana’s eyes widened in surprise.

		

		“Yup.” Shelby attached the belt to her waist. Forcing Ariana’s back against the black piano, she grabbed onto Ariana's hips and, with one hard thrust, shoved it inside her as she squealed.

		

		Shelby thrust quickly and furiously as she massaged one of her student’s supple breasts. “Oh my God!” Ariana moaned and squealed each time the toy entered her, giving her pleasure beyond imagination.

		

		A violent torrent of pleasure built up and Ariana stopped. Her pussy throbbed but not in a painful way. “Ahhh! Ms. Cross!” Ariana screamed out, completely defenseless.

		

		“How bad do you want me?”

		

		“Bad!!” She cried out, pushing herself back against the huge dildo strapped to her teacher. Feeling it open her lips wide as Ms. Cross spanked at her ass cheeks was making her completely lose control.

		

		“Say you want my pussy!”

		

		“I want your fucking pussy! I want you to shove that dick in me! Fuck me, Ms. Cross!” Ariana was feeling the beginning spasms of yet another orgasm as she was fucked hard.

		

		Seemingly satisfied, Shelby began to move faster as she reached underneath and used her fingers to stimulate Ariana's clit. Before she knew it, her body was tensing, her stomach muscles tightening and her pussy began clenching as another strong orgasm hit her.

		

		Eventually, her breathing calmed though her body still felt weak and her pussy still tightened as her orgasm subsided. Ms. Cross, though, was not ready to let her rest long. She was panting heavily along with Ariana and her chest rose slowly as she caught her breath. “My turn!”

		

		Removing the belt with the dildo she had just used to fuck Ariana silly, she tucked it around Ari's waist and fastened it tightly. She gave a teasing tug on the dildo, even leaning down to put her mouth on it. “Oh, sweetie, I can taste your sweetness.”

		

		Ariana smiled as Shelby stood back up and gave her a kiss, letting her taste her sweetness for herself. Then, Ms. Cross lay on the piano, spreading her legs wide and letting her pussy lips open to show the inviting wet, pink folds that were waiting to get fucked. Tentatively, Ariana moved to her and started thrusting with little energy.

		

		“C’mon! Faster! Harder!” Shelby moaned and moved against her, urging her in deeper.

		

		Making a determined face, she started to mimic what Shelby had done before. Shelby, by accident, moved towards the keyboard end of the piano and she slid across it, making a clanging sound as Ariana continued to fuck her.

		

		Moving on to the leather bench and sitting on it, Shelby placed her elbows between the keys and pressed down. Odd notes started to play as she bobbed back and forth from the movement of the rhythmic entering of the toy.

		

		Pulling out, Ariana accidentally knocked over a saxophone and it fell with a loud jangling of noises that punctuated the moans and the piano notes. With a loud shout, Shelby came noisily as Ariana kept moving, feeling her own orgasm build and crash over her again. Both of them fell in a tumbled heap to the floor as their bodies shuddered together in ecstasy.

		

		Standing up, Shelby smiled and helped Ariana from the floor and sat her back down on the bench. Kneeling before her, she removed the belt and the dildo, then leaned forward and pressed her face hard against Ariana's quivering pussy. She greedily devoured Ariana’s body, biting, licking, kissing squeezing… Ari couldn't do anything but cry out in ecstasy. Every sound she made seemed to make her teacher move harder and faster. Shelby began to massage Ariana’s thighs, squeezing them, and letting her nails rake down her sex partner’s hot skin.

		

		Shelby's hands tangled in Ariana’s hair as they kissed. "Mm… Right there…" Shelby moaned sexily.

		

		The strong, musky smell of female arousal filled in the room.

		

		Straightening up, Ariana stared at the beautiful woman who lay, tired out in front of her. Suddenly, the bell rang and they heard the sounds of students walking in the halls outside the music room.

		

		“Ms. Cross, I should go. Do you need any help cleaning up?” She surveyed the room that was full of knocked over instruments and discarded clothing. She began to gather hers and dress.

		

		“Naw. I’ll be fine. And the door is locked.” Her teacher smiled at her and then she began to giggle.

		

		“Okay then…” Ariana looked quizzically at Ms. Cross. “What's so funny?”

		

		“Well, I was just thinking that you definitely learned a thing or two about oral exercises.”

		

		Ariana grinned and shrugged. “I guess you could say that.”

		

		“Oh, I can definitely say that. You, my girl, are a star in the making.” She moved close to Ariana and gave her a hug, letting her hands linger on her ass and giving it a squeeze. “And a star in the fucking, I might add.”

		

		Ariana hugged back and then pulled away to finish getting dressed. When she was ready to go, Ariana spared Shelby one last look before she walked out of the room. She heard her teacher calling after her and she looked back.

		

		“We have to do this again sometime!”

		

		Ariana smiled and waved as she stepped out of the room and into the bustle of the school's hallway. She could never have imagined that the day would end up like this, but she wouldn't have changed a thing. As she thought more about everything that had occurred between them, she thought of how incredible it had made her feel. Ariana moved down the hallway, practicing her scales, enjoying the excited thrill that ran through her body.
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		They were living their dream. It had been something they had talked about since they were little girls living on the same street. Clara and Grace had grown up together from the time they were in kindergarten and it hadn’t taken the two girls long to meet and decide that they would be best friends forever. And they had stuck to that, through two moves, boyfriend troubles, college and one engagement. They were two sides of the same coin, as Clara’s mom liked to say every time they got together, and their dreams were often of the same thing. They wanted to explore.

		

		So, when they were in high school, the idea of backpacking across Europe had been something they had settled on as a “goal that must be met.” The original plan was to make the trip when they graduated high school, but their parents weren’t too crazy about the idea of their two young girls backpacking alone over God-knows-where meeting God-knows-who. (That was how Grace’s mother had put it while they sat at the dining room table presenting their plan.) Since it would largely have been their parents’ money paying for the trip, they had been forced to shelve the idea and focus on college instead.

		

		That had been hard because they were headed to different universities, having both earned scholarships, Clara for dance and Grace for the sciences. Clara always joked that Grace was going to learn how to blow the world up with all her chemicals and test tubes, but she was really very proud. Both girls had done well, working hard and obtaining coveted jobs once they had graduated. But it had still forced them apart for longer periods of time than they had been used to.

		

		So, it had been natural, when the grind of college was behind them, mostly anyway, since Grace was continuing to get her Master’s, for the girls to relight the fire for their dream of backpacking across Europe. And this time they found their families a lot more understanding and willing. Of course, their families would help with funds, but the girls had also worked and saved to help pay most of their expenses. They had researched endlessly on the web for the best deals, the best itineraries, the best places to stay.

		

		And they were now standing in the middle of Copenhagen, giggling like little girls. This was their fifth stop on the itinerary they had planned and they were finally beginning to get the hang of things. Money had been the hardest to get used to, figuring rate of exchange so they didn’t end up blowing all their money in one place. But they were both cautious by nature and, when they sat down on a park bench to figure out where they were financially, they discovered that they were actually very much in the black. In fact, they were enough in the black that the thought of getting a hotel room for the night instead of stopping in at one of the hostels was a definite possibility.

		

		Clara combed her fingers through her red hair and adjusted her hat. “Well, what do you think, should we splurge on a room now or save it up for later?”

		

		Grace didn’t waste any time answering. “We’re getting a room.”

		

		Clara didn’t argue. It hadn’t been easy going the backpacking route. It wasn’t easy, always carrying your luggage on your back and the hostels had not always been, well, the most restful of places. So, Grace pulled out her guidebook and they looked up a hotel that would be reasonable but nice. They finally settled on a place called Wakeup Copenhagen, which they found to be very quaint. And it wasn’t far from where they were. They decided they could walk. After all, when you’re backpacking you get used to walking very quickly.

		

		The hotel room proved to be somewhat small, but very beautiful compared to some of the places they had stayed so far. And they were grateful to have it. When they had first approached the desk, they had been told that it was sold out. A few minutes later, though, as they stood talking about what their next move might be, the desk clerk approached and told them that there had been a cancellation. They couldn’t believe their luck.

		

		Now, they dropped their bags and lounged on the bed, smiling at each other like it was Christmas morning and they knew they would soon be heading downstairs. They turned on the TV and actually found US programming. Then, Grace got up and looked at the rather small bathroom. “Well, I’m going in.” She searched through her bag for her toiletries and stepped into the clear walled bath area.

		

		It really was a unique set-up, though not very private, since most of the bathroom wall was clear. Even the shower was mostly see-through. But who cares when you’ve had to share two bathrooms with fifty people? Clara settled back to watch some TV while her friend went to take her shower.

		

		It was hard, though, to concentrate on the old Eighties sitcom when her friend was showering in that clear tube right in the line of sight. Clara had never truly realized how beautiful Grace was, with her long black hair and her petite Asian build. She was toned and her skin was a beautiful rich caramel color, darker along the lines of where she had gotten more sun. Clara thought she looked simply stunning.

		

		Of course, Clara knew that she didn’t look bad. She had long red hair that was darker rather than lighter, and her complexion was the typical Irish fair that had burnt her skin where Grace had only gotten tanner. But she had a toned athletic body and she was definitely taller than Grace, about five inches taller. Clara had always loved going to Grace’s house because she had been the tallest person there, taller even than Grace’s dad. Her best features, she thought, were her breasts, so perfectly proportioned to her body, round and full and firm. She loved to wear t-shirts that accented her chest and she didn’t mind drawing a boy’s eyes there.

		

		It was strange, though, as she found her eyes drawn to her friend in the shower that her body was reacting to what she saw. She had never been with a woman, had never even thought of being with a woman, but she was finding herself very attracted to Grace. It was astonishing to her. They had known each other almost their whole lives and suddenly, she was reacting to her friend as if she was seeing her for the first time.

		

		Suddenly, Grace turned off the water and stepped out of the shower. Clara lost sight of her for a bit and then she stepped into the room, a towel wrapped around her body, accenting every curve in Clara’s eyes. “God, that feels so much better. Watcha watching?” She walked over and sat on the bed by Clara’s side, checking out the TV.

		

		Clara stammered some response and then, her hand fumbled for the remote, lost somewhere between her and Grace. Her hand scooted over the covers and then, suddenly, it was under Grace’s leg and she felt her heart beat wildly. She was about to pull it back when Grace put her own hand on top of it. Clara looked up and was surprised to see the look of lust on Grace’s face. “I was wondering when we would have this moment. I’ve been waiting a long time.” Then, Grace leaned over and kissed her.

		

		For Clara, it was like a thousand volts of electricity had just hit her mouth and radiated out all over her body, finally concentrating between her legs. She didn’t kiss back at first, she was so shocked, but as she felt Clara’s tongue push into her mouth and her body roll on top of hers, the towel falling away, she felt her inhibitions disappear and her desire take over.

		

		The two kissed a while longer before Grace pulled back to begin helping Clara take her shirt off. When the t-shirt was pulled over Clara’s head and tossed aside, Grace sighed. “You always had the most perfect breasts. I always envied them, and I always wanted them.”

		

		Clara watched her friend reach out and put her hands on them through her bra, and then Grace slipped her delicate hands underneath and pressed her small palms over Clara’s nipples, making Clara gasp and moan as she felt the warm touch. The two of them wrestled her bra up and off and then Grace put her hands back on Clara’s nipples and gave them a squeeze, making them harden. But then, Grace leaned down and took one into her sweet little mouth and Clara cried out as she felt a strong jolt run directly from the nipple in Grace’s mouth to her clit. It was like Grace had just sucked Clara’s little bud into her mouth instead of her nipple. She writhed beneath her friend’s body as Grace continued to show attention to her breasts, and then she sat back and moved her naked body between Clara’s legs.

		

		Clara watched her grab the waist of her shorts and pull down, stretching the elastic as she pulled them over Clara’s hips and then down her legs. Finally, she tossed them over the bed and moved back up to run her hands lightly along the waistband of Clara’s panties. Clara shivered as she felt the light touch and her pussy spasmed in response, her juices beginning to flow between her legs. Grace leaned down and put her mouth on Clara’s panties directly above her slit and breathed out, warming Clara’s pussy through the material. Clara moaned and arched her back, shoving her pussy against Grace’s mouth. Clara responded by yanking the panties aside and thrusting her tongue deep into Clara’s folds, exploring inside her sweet juicy pussy like a little cock.

		

		It drove Clara wild. She had never experienced oral sex like this. The few times a boy had been willing to lick her he had barely touched his tongue to her bare pussy lips. Grace’s tongue roamed up and down and in and out and Clara moaned and cried out with each new exploration. Finally, feeling on the edge of an orgasm, she reached out and pushed Grace back and then, she spun her body on the bed so she could now slide under Grace’s legs and lift her head to put her own mouth on Grace’s pussy.

		

		It was such an amazing thing, sliding her tongue into her friend’s folds and tasting the sweet muskiness that was so very different from a man’s cock. Grace fell over on top of Clara so that they were now in the classic sixty-nine position. She couldn’t believe what a thrill it gave her to manipulate her tongue in her friend’s pussy. It made every touch of Grace’s tongue like an intense shock to her body.

		

		Both women were licking and sucking each other furiously when Grace decided to slip some fingers into Clara. Clara yelped as she felt her friend’s digits slide inside her and then, she felt them search until suddenly, they touched her sweet spot and made her jump in response. Grace now moved her hand rapidly on that special spot until Clara’s body buckled and she came harder than she could remember having ever come before. She was almost breathless and she forgot completely about paying any attention to Grace’s pussy as her own spasmed and clenched around her friend’s small fingers.

		

		Grace thrust a few more times and sucked on Clara’s clit until every single spasm was wrung out of her, then she sat up and mashed her cunt down on Clara’s face, moving her body and fucking her friend’s mouth with abandon. Clara was still paralyzed with her own orgasm at first, but eventually, she slipped her tongue up into her friend’s folds.

		

		Grace shook when she felt Clara’s tongue and she began to move frantically back and forth, shifting her pussy over her friend’s mouth until she fell over on her hands, her body bucking and shaking with the power of her climax. Clara wrapped her arms around her friend’s waist and followed her, keeping her mouth on her throbbing pussy until Grace begged and pleaded for her to stop, that she couldn’t take anymore.

		

		Clara let go and fell back onto the bed and Grace rolled over onto her back beside her. The two girls lay head to tail, breathing harshly, as they struggled to control the intense sensations running through their bodies. Finally, Clara managed to sit up and, looking at her friend, she smiled to see her beautiful nakedness. She was amazed that she had just enjoyed such an intimate moment with her best friend.

		

		Grace finally sat up as well and spun around to lay her head on a pillow next to Clara’s. She looked over at her friend as she took her hand. Clara, giving it a squeeze, smiled over at her. “So, that was a surprise.”

		

		Grace giggled. “Yeah, I saw you watching me in the shower and I just couldn’t help myself, you looked so innocent lying out here all alone.”

		

		Clara shrugged and then she asked the question that had been in her head from the moment Grace had first kissed her. “Are you, uh, gay? I mean, because if you are, I totally support you and . . .”

		

		Grace laughed out loud and gave her a kiss on the cheek. “No, I’m not gay. I just like to experiment. I’m sorry to say, you’re not my first girl.”

		

		Clara looked at her, wide-eyed. “What?”

		

		Grace shrugged. “What can I say, there are some things that I hadn’t shared yet because well, it never seemed the right time, and I thought you might not understand.”

		

		Clara frowned. “Grace, there is nothing you can’t tell me, ever. Do you understand?”

		

		Grace smiled and nodded. The two hugged and then settled back to relax and watch some TV. Then, Grace turned to look at her again. “As long as we’re clearing the air . . .”

		

		“Yes, Grace?”

		

		“I thought I should tell you that you look awful in that yellow shirt. It’s just not your color.”

		

		Clara grabbed the pillow from behind her head and bopped her friend in the face. “Oh, yeah, fashion expert?”

		

		Suddenly, the two girls were rolling and wrestling on the bed and soon after that, they were enjoying the newest aspect to their lifelong friendship. The rest of the trip suddenly seemed to become that much more exciting.

		

		They both decided that getting the hotel room had been money very well spent.

		

	