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		Lesbukake

		By Giselle Renarde

		

		I’d never been naked in public before.

		

		Even in Grade Nine gym class, I’d religiously changed clothes in the washroom stall. I didn’t want other girls looking at me the way I realized, even then, I was looking at them. Whenever I caught a glimpse of big breasts falling from sports bras or little tits cradled in those front-latch ones girls used to wear, my clit would pulse. Sometimes I’d get myself off before leaving the change room.

		

		That was so many years ago.

		

		Shannon said to bring a yoga mat or, failing that, a beach towel. A towel seemed like a better, more absorbent choice, but when I mentioned that to Shannon she looked at me funny.

		

		“We all just come on the girl in the middle,” she told me, like that was something I should have known already.

		

		I didn’t know anything.

		

		“How can you be in your thirties and never have set foot in a bar?” Shannon had asked me, ages ago. Other people had asked me that, too, but I softly explained, time and time again, that I was a quiet lesbian. A pulp fiction lesbian librarian, maybe. I didn’t need to go to clubs to find the girl of my dreams. I wasn’t much of a dancer, anyway.

		

		I really do love Shannon, even if I’m making it sound like she’s mean to me. She isn’t mean. She’s dominating, and I need that in a partner. If not for Shannon, I’d have lived out my days utterly inexperienced. Despite my shyness, I craved experience in certain domains. Sexual experience, certainly.

		

		Thus, the lesbukake.

		

		Until Shannon explained it to me, I didn’t know what a bukake was, much less the lesbian equivalent. She told me a bukake was a Japanese thing, or at least a Japanese porn thing, where a whole bunch of men jerked off in a circle around one woman. In Shannon’s version, the one she and her friends had invented, it was all girls: girls in the circle, one in this middle.

		

		At first it was just a group of friends, just women Shannon knew, and the lesbukake was a little party in someone’s living room. It had grown over the years. So many people heard about it and wanted to join that this year they’d hired a room in a church basement. That seemed like a strange setting, but it wasn’t for me to judge. After all, this would be my first time.

		

		“Who’s going to be in the middle?” I asked Shannon while she shaved my pussy bare. I wanted it to be presentable even if I wasn’t the main attraction. Other dykes would look. I knew they would because I knew I would. I didn’t want to feel embarrassed by too much hair.

		

		“Just a hot femme.” Shannon didn’t care what anybody thought. Shannon was keeping her thick bush intact. “You don’t know her.”

		

		I wondered what kind of a person would elect to be watched like that. What kind of person would welcome all those eyes on her, those lascivious gazes sweeping across her skin while they pounded their pussies hard enough to elicit copious amounts of female ejaculate?

		

		The more I thought about it, the more I hoped that girl would drop out and they’d need a replacement. My mind was always playing little games. Even as we packed our towels and loaded ourselves into Shannon’s Civic, I remained off with the fairies… the hot, naked, lesbian fairies…

		

		It wasn’t just the idea of being surrounded by naked women that made me envious of the unknown girl in the middle. There was another matter, one I’d never found problematic until the idea was imposed on me.

		

		“I won’t be able to do it, you know.” I watched Shannon’s stern jaw clench and unclench as she chewed a stick of gum.

		

		She kept both eyes on the road. “Anyone can do it.”

		

		“That isn’t true. I can’t squirt like you can. I’ve never been able to, in all the time I’ve tried.”

		

		“Anyone can do it.” She took one hand off the wheel and reached for mine, still without peeling her gaze from the city traffic.

		

		Placing my hand in hers, I let out the deep sigh that had been building inside me. “I’ve tried. It never happens. Are you sure it’s not pee? I think maybe it’s just pee.”

		

		Shannon chuckled and squeezed my hand so tight my knuckles smashed together. “You’ve tasted it, kid. Does it taste like pee?”

		

		That question made me laugh. “When the hell would I have tasted pee?”

		

		“You know what I mean.”

		

		Of course I did, and she was right: the clear fluid that spurted from her body when she came on my tongue was definitely not pee. It tasted light and sweet, and it smelled like clovers. I didn’t know what it was or where it came from, but I did know it wouldn’t come from me. After watching all the videos and trying my hand—or a dildo or whatever—at getting myself off like that, I’d never managed to ejaculate anything. Not once.

		

		And now, heading into a room full of confident squirters, I felt small despite my mass. I knew from the get-go I couldn’t do something everyone else there could.

		

		Nobody was naked when we arrived. The church basement was packed with all sorts of women, but I couldn’t help fixating on the Jesus Loves Me poster and the children’s drawings of Bible scenes taped to the walls. This was a Sunday School classroom, obviously, and we were about to hold a group masturbation session? It was like a bizarre dream.

		

		Shannon introduced me to some people, and they all said things like, “Oh, so this is the famous Keisha we’ve heard so much about.” I wasn’t paying attention to anything but the crayon renderings of Daniel and the Lion, the animals on Noah’s Ark, Mary of Bethany washing the feet of Jesus. It felt strange to be here. Everything about this day seemed off.

		

		The girl in the middle reminded me of a mermaid, but that was probably just a reflection on her pose. She sat like a pin-up model with both hands behind her and both legs together, somewhat folded, like a tail. Her name was Rosa. She had dark hair and bronze skin. There were chickadee tattoos above both breasts.

		

		Rosa wasn’t naked. She had on a black corset and a matching g-string. She looked like a million bucks.

		

		Nobody instructed us to get started, but I guess we all knew it was time. Rosa was ready. So were we. I spread out my towel next to Shannon’s, even though I felt oddly separate from her, like I was in this alone. It was my journey. She’d brought me here, but this was for me.

		

		Some people didn’t sit, or recline, but I did. There were girls at the back of the room who stood, leaning against the walls, their backs pressing right up to those crayon pictures of Bible stories. Some of the girls were kneeling, which seemed like a good idea, but I sat on my ass with my legs in front of me and my arms behind me, sort of like Rosa. For a while, I just watched.

		

		For some reason, I was surprised to see other black girls scattered around the room. In my mind, I’d pictured a bunch of white dykes like Shannon hovering around a little white femme, but that wasn’t the case at all. There were all sorts of girls: butch girls and goth girls, lipstick lesbians and chapstick lesbians, every skin colour, every hair texture. Some peeled right out of their clothes and were naked in the blink of an eye, while others—like me—were still fully dressed and slowly stroking their pussies for the femme in the middle.

		

		I tried to keep my eyes on Rosa because I knew that was the point of the exercise. She was beautiful but she wasn’t doing anything. It was hard to stay focused. My gaze kept wandering across the way, to a short Desi girl. She had a very young face but a good deal of grey hair, at least on her head. Her pussy was trimmed, not shaven like mine, but not bushy like Shannon’s, and her fingers were buried to the hilt already. She was thumbing her clit with one hand and thumbing her nipples with the other. Her tits were small, her limbs plump, and her belly soft. The slight ripple of her flesh was mesmerizing.

		

		She was the reason I pulled off my top and squirmed out of my jeans. It’s not that I wanted her to look at me or anything, but watching her gave me the confidence to take it all off. Almost all. I left on my panties and I left on my bra.

		

		Shannon had already stripped bare, and I wondered for a moment why I wasn’t jealous that a room full of women was seeing my partner naked. The answer was simple enough: nobody was actually looking at Shannon, not that I could tell. Rosa was the centre of attention. Rosa was the focus. She wasn’t doing or saying anything, but her presence provided something necessary to the group. Our collective energy cast over her. There was something comforting about that.

		

		At first, there was mostly silence. I tried to focus my attention inward. I closed my eyes as I came up with a simple, probably way too obvious, mantra: I’m gonna squirt. I repeated that phrase over and over inside my mind while I slipped my hand under my panties.

		

		My pussy was even wetter than I’d anticipated, and my fingers slid easily through that liquid silk, soaking my clit, teasing it in fat, lazy circles. There were more sounds around me now: the sound of clothing rustling, of women panting, moaning, a few of them whispering “Oh yeah” and “Fuck yeah” and “God yeah.”

		

		The buzz of a vibe urged me to open my eyes. I wanted to see. I wanted to know who’d been clever enough to bring one along. Something inside me shifted when I realized a lot of people had been that clever. They came prepared to come. I’d have to get by on a finger and a prayer.

		

		I glanced at Shannon, who was up on her knees now. It surprised me when I realized she’d been watching. All the women in this room, in all their states of undress, and Shannon was looking at me.

		

		A familiar warmth spread across my chest, and I undid my bra for her, letting my tits fall heavy from the cups. My nipples were soft and I wanted them hard, so I lifted them to my mouth, one and then the other, and sucked them until they became fleshy pebbles.

		

		The sensation of my warm mouth on my cool tits sent an electric shock straight down to my pussy. The next moan I heard was my own, and it surprised me. Shannon chuckled and said, “That’s right, girl. Gimme more of that.”

		

		I did. I moaned again, not just for her, but because the sensation was so delectable. Had Shannon and I ever masturbated in front of each other like this? Not without jumping each other in the end. I don’t think I’d ever finished myself off if she was in the room.

		

		Today I’d do it. Today I was going to squirt. I kept assuring myself I would, and still I didn’t believe it.

		

		Girls were getting up now, moving closer to Rosa, grouping around her. They were ready already? I was barely warmed up.

		

		There was a tall blonde with a glass dildo blocking my view of Rosa, but giving me a great view of her perfect white ass. It was so peachy and flawless I wanted to lean forward and lick it, but I smiled at Shannon instead and she raised her eyebrows. The blonde in front of me bent at the knees, thrusting her hips forward, bucking against her glass dildo, fucking it hard. I could tell she was scouring her clit at the same time because her arm was going so damn crazy at her side.

		

		The blonde was only one in a group of tattooed women with piercings, tank tops, and cargo pants dropped at their ankles. They crowded Rosa. “You want my cum? You want me to come all over you?”

		

		Rosa was panting now, struggling out of her corset and g-string. I could see her through the blonde’s legs. When Rosa was naked, everyone applauded her, and the inner circle of women started making a lot more noise. “You want to feel my cum all over your tits, you little cum-slut? You want to feel it on your face?”

		

		“Yes,” Rosa said in her breathy, beautiful accent. “Yes, please come on me.”

		

		And, boy, did they ever! I watched through the blonde’s legs as she removed her glass dildo just in time to squirt a rapid stream of ejaculate.

		

		I’d never seen anything like it, not even in porn. That squirt landed hard between Rosa’s breasts, and it kept coming, pouring out, for a good three seconds. The blonde’s cum flowed down Rosa’s belly like a spring stream, pooling in her navel and overflowing to the pink towel beneath her. I hadn’t noticed she was wearing strappy black heels until one of the butch dykes came all over the right one.

		

		They taunted Rosa as they came, and the words made my heart beat fast, and then slow, like it couldn’t decide whether it was excited or offended.

		

		“Drink my cum,” one of the girls said while clear ejaculate spurted from her cunt.

		

		Another called Rosa a whore.

		

		The women with their pants around their ankles soaked their clothes as much as they did the naked woman on the floor. “You love it, don’t you? Slut.”

		

		I wanted to be offended because it seemed so demeaning, but my body was reacting and so was Rosa. “I love your cum,” she said as she rubbed the fluid into her skin. “I want it all over my tits.”

		

		“I’ll get it all over your big tits, you wet slut.” It was the Desi girl now, taking the place of one of the dykes who’d already spurted all over the place. I couldn’t believe that little girl—though, she couldn’t be too young with all that grey hair—was saying those words: wet, tits, slut.

		

		This scene was crazy-hot to watch, but the sounds nearly put me over the edge. So many women writhing on the floor, or standing and surrounding naked Rosa, all whimpering, panting, sighing, moaning, swearing.

		

		It had never occurred to me how many different noises people could make while they were getting off. I was always quiet. Shannon was always loud, and always telling me what to do. Now she was telling her own body what to do: “Come, you fucking cunt. I want you to come all over that little dyke. I want you to squirt all over her tits. That’s what she wants. Yeah it is…”

		

		I watched the grey-haired girl straddle Rosa’s chest and squat. Tossing her head back, she let out a big groan and pulled her fingers from her snatch. A short stream of liquid erupted from her pussy, striking Rosa square in the nipple.

		

		“Fuck yeah,” Rosa whimpered, tweaking it, watching the water run down the bountiful curve of her breast.

		

		The small woman wobbled away, but for every girl who’d already come there were two to take her place. One of the other black girls came in Rosa’s hair, and I watched in fascination as she slapped her own cunt, spraying off in all directions. Rosa licked her lips. She drank whatever got close to her mouth. It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen, and I rubbed my pussy until I came hard. Hard, but dry.

		

		“Get up,” Shannon insisted. She grabbed my arm and pulled me to my feet, then tugged my underwear off so I was completely naked.

		

		My knees were weak with orgasm, but I guess Shannon figured it was now or never. I stood behind her as she bent her knees, crowding in with the other ejaculators. They berated poor Rosa, and poor Rosa loved it. She was sopping wet everywhere. Even her hair. Even her toes.

		

		Shannon hovered over Rosa’s thigh, two fingers in her cunt, bucking her hips, fucking herself. It seemed so easy for her. She winced and pulled her long, slender fingers out. A gush of liquid followed. It splashed through her thick bush to wet Rosa’s abdomen, then flow rapidly between those neatly trimmed pussy lips.

		

		Other women’s cum landed on Rosa’s shoulder, on Rosa’s tits, on her belly, her leg, and I needed to give it to her. I’d tried and failed in the past, but not today. Today I was going to have faith in my partner and believe what she’d always told me: anyone can do it.

		

		I can do it.

		

		Bending my knees, I went full-out, scouring my clit in all directions. Diagonal strokes seemed to work best, and I kept at it, rubbing my pussy with the pads of my fingers, then closing them into a fist and assaulting my clit with my knuckles. I could feel my orgasm sitting like a weight at the base of my belly. All I had to do was tweak my nipple to bring it on full force.

		

		It was a downward push, a heaving, swaying, grunting sort of climax—a dirty, low, and rumbling orgasm. My thighs shook. I don’t know how my legs were supporting me.

		

		I followed my urge to bear down, down, down. When nothing came out, I started smacking my pussy, and I soon realized I was punishing myself for failure.

		

		Shannon must have known. She must have recognized that look on my face, because she came to my rescue. Kneeling down beside Rosa, she grabbed my wrist before I could smack myself again. I settled across from her, on the other side of Rosa’s wet body. Other women were still coming in gushes and spurts, and I was so damn jealous I wanted to explode. Could Shannon get me there? Wasn’t this against the rules? Touch only thyself, and thou shalt squirt. The crayon drawings captured my attention again, but their colours all swirled in front of me like tie die splotches against the wall.

		

		Lithe fingers slid inside my pussy, and Shannon began to coax and coerce me. She pressed her mouth to my clit, which was incredibly engorged. I didn’t want anyone else to see how huge it had become. She licked me a few times, then took my clit into her mouth and sucked. All the while, she petted that sweet spot inside me. I could distinctly feel the come-hither motion of her fingers there, and my desire to bear down resurfaced. My whole body felt like it was buzzing as she sucked my clit and petted my g-spot, but when I felt the urge I held back.

		

		This was it.

		

		I knew what was coming, but it felt so much like I had to pee that I just couldn’t let go. What if I allowed the stuff to flow out, and it ended up being pee after all? The other women would laugh at me, or be repulsed, and poor Rosa would be swimming in my piss.

		

		But then Shannon said, “Come on, Keish, that’s it. Squirt all over this slut.”

		

		“I’m so close,” I heard myself saying, though I hadn’t intended to say anything.

		

		Rosa’s voice, that low purr with a Spanish accent, was the deciding factor. She said, “Soak my tits,” and she pressed them together like two globes of flesh, two worlds between her palms, two chickadees flying above.

		

		I felt a tickle in my belly, and a cry for release. Shannon backed away, and I started to reorient my body before she’d even removed her fingers. The wetness came on hot and fast. It flowed out of my body to splatter against Rosa’s cleavage.

		

	
		

		The pleading lust in that girl’s eyes made me want to come even more, and I did.

		

		It wasn’t until I saw how clear that liquid was that I knew I hadn’t peed on her. I’d come. That fluid coating her tits was my ejaculate.

		

		I probably would have hovered there all day if Shannon hadn’t cleared me away, pressing me back to my towel. We collapsed together, side by side, arm in arm, and watched Rosa revel in her continued humiliation. She was soaking wet under multiple showers of cum, and I could hardly believe some of that wetness was mine. We’d cheated, I knew—Shannon had helped me get off—but I figured it was only fair because I really couldn’t have done it without her. I’d never been able to in the past.

		

		Strange, I realized, as I hovered in that liminal space between post-coital bliss and intense awareness—strange how close I felt to Shannon in that moment. Naked women all around, getting themselves off for a common goal, blowing loads of female cum all over a gorgeous girl with chickadee tattoos. This circumstance bonded us better than our moments alone.

		

		As Shannon kissed my bare shoulder, a pretty redhead shifted away from the wall and the crayon drawing behind her caught my eye. It depicted Jesus as a magician in top hat and tails, turning water into wine like it was a parlour trick. Maybe it wasn’t quite as funny as my orgasm-addled brain seemed to think, but I laughed out loud as I turned my attention back to the cum-soaked femme in the middle of the room. She was wet all over.

		

		The End
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		Nanny State

		By Giselle Renarde

		

		When Summer moves in with her mother’s friend, she expects to be treated like an adult. Fat chance! Victoria exerts control over every aspect of her life, protectively setting parental controls on the television and demanding Summer come straight home after her university classes.

		

		Everything changes the day Victoria catches Summer watching some very kinky lesbian porn. The landlady soon becomes the ‘Nanny’, coaxing Summer into the big bed for play time.

		

		The unlikely couple embarks upon a series of naughty adventures, from suckling to discipline to diapers. But what happens when Summer wants to include a girl her own age? Will Nanny punish the wayward girl or accept another charge into their uncommon household?

		

		Warnings: This title contains graphic descriptions of lesbian sex and threesomes, age play, spankings, discipline, domination, and other fetish activities that may be considered objectionable to some readers.

		

		Read the First Chapter from Nanny State:

		

		“Victoria?”

		

		The lights were off when I got back to the house—very unusual, because my strict landlady Victoria was pretty much always around. She’d converted the extra bedroom into an office years before I came out here for school, and that’s where she worked as some sort of typist. I never asked for details about what she did for a living. I didn’t really care.

		

		I know that sounds mean, but Victoria was hard to sympathize with. At times, she was unbearably controlling. She demanded I come home promptly after class, and I always resented the way she’d stand in the living room with one eye on her watch, asking, “What time do you call this, Summer?”

		

		Victoria was an old friend of my mom’s, but the longer I stayed with her the more she acted like she owned me, like I was a little kid in need of protection. Who did she think she was, bossing me around in that passive-aggressive way of hers?

		

		“Victoria? Are you up here?” I climbed the stairs, turning on every light as I went.

		

		As much as I complained about Victoria breathing down my neck every hour of the day, I hated being alone in the house. It gave me the creeps. If I could afford it, I’d get a nice little apartment of my own, but that would mean finding a job. After getting fired from my last two restaurant gigs I couldn’t get a reference to save my life.

		

		Anyway, until I finished university it was better to focus my time on writing papers and studying for exams. That’s a big part of the reason I transferred schools and came out here to live. Back home I got way too distracted by hot friends and good times.

		

		In fact, the thing I missed most about my freedom was all the meaningless sex. Under Victoria’s roof, I couldn’t get away with shit. School and home, bedroom door open at all times. She even had the parental block set on the TV so I couldn’t watch anything with “mature themes.”

		

		My poor pussy was craving attention, and the most I could give it was a little stroke in the shower. Even then, Victoria timed me as if I was wasting water. After five minutes, she’d be knocking on the door, hollering, “What are you doing in there?”

		

		I stood at the top of the stairs, gazing into open, empty rooms. “Victoria?”

		

		No response.

		

		That settled it—she wasn’t home! No way I was going to miss this opportunity to do something naughty. Racing into my bedroom, I shut the door and pulled my laptop out of my bag.

		

		My heart thundered in my ears while a thick heat pulsed low in my belly, spreading all the way down my thighs. I couldn’t wait.

		

		“Gimme the good stuff,” I said as I clicked on my favourite porn site. It had a feature where you could search out what you liked best.

		

		I typed in lesbian orgasms.

		

		There was nothing I loved better than watching real girls come, and I looked through the thumbnails for one where the women weren’t bleach blondes. Girls with tattoos got me off almost immediately, so when I found a porn clip starring one inky vixen with hot pink streaks in her hair and one innocent looking redhead, I was all over it.

		

		When the video began, the tattooed girl was already sucking the redhead’s tits, thank god. I hated when lesbian clips started with ten minutes of kissing. Sure kissing was hot, but when I watched porn I wanted it to be on fire.

		

		This clip definitely fit the bill. After fifteen seconds of ogling that leather-clad punk as she suckled the pallid redhead, my panties were soaked through. I reached under the elastic waist of my Uni track pants and cupped my mound over my juicy, soaked underwear.

		

		Victoria had disposed of all my sexy thongs the first time she did laundry, replacing them with white cotton undies. Totally not sexy, but I never did like going commando so I just grew extra cautious about letting people get an impromptu look at my panties.

		

		“Fuck yeah!”

		

		The chick with the ink planted rough kisses and love bites down the redhead’s paper-white belly. God, they were hot together. I hadn’t eaten pussy in months, and I missed it so bad I could almost taste that heavy, musky aroma at the back of my throat.

		

		“Yeah, lick her hard,” I told the girl onscreen. “Suck her clit, you fucking slut.”

		

		I didn’t mind calling instructions out to my computer. Didn’t make me feel crazy or anything. I figured, hell, if I had the house to myself for once I should take full advantage and make a little noise. When Victoria was home, I always had to be quiet as a church mouse and it was driving me nuts.

		

		When the tattooed girl lunged against the redhead’s bush, a growl rumbled deep inside of me. I wasn’t sure who I should be more jealous of: the one doing the licking or the one getting licked. Fuck, I loved the look of that bright red pussy hair. So many girls in porn were shaved—hell, so was I—but it really turned me on to see a full cloud of pubic hair between a woman’s thighs.

		

		The tattooed girl seemed to like it, too. She ate that redhead’s pussy wildly and without remorse, like a wolf tearing into a bunny rabbit. The redhead reacted in a big way, shrieking and whimpering, her voice mellifluous even when she grunted and groaned.

		

		I pushed my bottoms to the floor and spread my legs for the girls onscreen. Parting my smooth lips, I traced my middle finger round and round my sensitive clit, pretending they could see me.

		

		“You like my pretty pussy, huh?” I smacked it for them, jumping in my chair as the slap to my clit rang through my body. “Look how much you turn me on, you little sluts. I’m all fucking wet for you.”

		

		Stroking my clit with one hand, I pulled up my t-shirt with the other. It was tight enough to stay there, hiked above my breasts as I tugged my tits out of my bra. When I pinched my nipples, a surge of electricity zapped down to my clit. If only I could do what the redhead onscreen was doing, bringing her breasts up to her mouth and sucking them, but my boobs were nowhere near as big as hers.

		

		“God, I love your tits,” I told her, pretending she’d heard me and that smile on her plump pink lips was acknowledgement.

		

		The girl between her legs ate her hard, ravaging her clit. She hugged her tits and shrieked. Planting her feet against the mattress, she bucked up against the tattoo girl’s wet face. Watching her lips contort with blissful agony set my belly ablaze, and I scoured my clit so hard and so fast I came when she did—and I came hard!

		

		But once was never enough when I was getting myself off. I cupped my mound, squeezing it in my hot hand, feeling my slick inner lips pound and pulse against the outer ones.

		

		When the porn clip finished, I reached for the touch pad on my laptop. My goal was to get the cursor to a thumbnail of a naked blonde and an Asian woman with giant boobs, but my fingers were wet and my aim was off. I ended up clicking another video instead.

		

		My belly flip-flopped when the clip started. It was another lesbian scene, but I’d never come across anything like it before. There was a woman in her forties, I guess, wearing a prim dress unbuttoned at the front so her big naked breasts were fully exposed. In her arms, she cradled a girl who was probably about my age. Like a baby. So much like a baby that the girl was wearing a diaper!

		

		“What the fuck is this?”

		

		I’d seen some kinky-ass porn in my day, but nothing had ever made my heart clench and my stomach wrench like this did. It seemed really wrong, and I urged my hand to click another thumbnail, but my fingers would not obey.

		

		When the younger woman took the older one’s nipple in her mouth, my pussy gushed with juice. There was something mesmerizing about the way she sucked that woman’s tit, like she derived more than just sexual pleasure from it. And the woman in the dress—wow! The look on her face was so serene, so loving, that my heart warmed as I watched them together.

		

		“Fuck, I can’t be turned on by this.” I spoke more to myself than the computer this time. “This is some crazy shit.”

		

		Even so, my fingers parted my smooth wet pussy lips, tracing up and down my slit and bursting inside while my thumb found my clit. My whole body surged. Sure I’d just come, but that wave of orgasm was still close at hand. Stroking my clit in tight circles, I thrust my fingers languorously in and out of my pussy, savouring the wet squelching sound they made in there. It wouldn’t be long until I was riding that wave of climax again.

		

		I watched the scene on my computer more intensely than I’d ever watched any other porn clip. Mainly, I think I wanted to understand why I found it so arousing. And at the same time, of course, I didn’t want to know at all. I just kept fucking myself and toying with my clit as the maternal older woman stroked the younger girl’s fine blonde hair, rubbed her back, and caressed her thigh.

		

		It all looked so intimate and serenely sensual that I wanted the same thing, though I didn’t know why. I loved the way the younger girl’s smallish breasts pressed against the older woman’s bare belly, just above where her dress was still buttoned up.

		

		“Suck my tits, baby.” I pinched them one by one, imagining those pretty pink lips against my nipple, that velvet-soft tongue licking it, bringing it into her warm, wet mouth.

		

		A surge of energy pulsed through my clit, and my pussy muscles tightened around my fingers. I was going to come watching this crazy fetish porn. I was going to come watching that pretty young woman suck those big, beautiful tits. This was unbelievable.

		

		“Summer!”

		

		Every muscle in my body clenched. My heart seemed to stop beating, and still I struggled to extract my fingers from my pussy and turn off the porn.

		

		Too late anyway. I’d been caught red-handed. I’d gotten so involved that I didn’t even hear the door open.

		

		“What do you think you’re doing, young lady?” Victoria hovered just inside my room, hands on hips. She hadn’t even taken off her leather boots.

		

		I quickly pulled my t-shirt down to cover my boobs, though my bra was still lodged beneath them. My face felt burning hot. It must have been red as a beet! Still, I couldn’t let her know how embarrassed I felt.

		

		“What does it look like I’m doing?” I scrambled into my track pants. “I’m trying to get off—and you’re no help, standing there like the wicked witch of the west.”

		

		Was that the bad one? I couldn’t remember.

		

		“I have absolutely no intension of helping you in that twisted endeavour.” Victoria’s gaze kept darting to the computer screen, where the younger woman continued to suckle to older one.

		

		“Besides,” I said. “My door was closed. Don’t I deserve a bit of privacy in my own damn bedroom?”

		

		Finally, she let out an exaggerated hmph sound and pushed my wheeled study chair clear across the room. By the time I’d turned myself around, she’d closed my laptop and was trudging out of my room with it.

		

		Now my blood was really boiling. That laptop was my private property! “Where the fuck do you think you’re going with that?”

		

		Victoria gasped, spinning on her heels. Her face was like marble, hard and white and frightening. “Mind your language, Summer. This is still my house, after all.”

		

		“Yeah, no shit!” I couldn’t control my anger. The power she wielded like a weapon just made me so damn mad. “You remind me every day: ‘My roof, my rules. Your mother sent you here for a reason.’ I’m so sick of you.” Grabbing hold of my computer, I yanked it from her hands. “I take all my class notes on this laptop, and I do all my reading on it too. It’s not a toy, and even if it was, it’s mine, you ugly bitch.”

		

		Everything seemed to happen in slow motion after that. I held my laptop so close to my chest I could feel its warmth against my pointed nipples. My breath was coming so fast after all that screaming I worried I might hyperventilate, but I worried even more that Victoria would hit me with something.

		

		It wasn’t right of me to call her an ugly bitch. I knew that. And it wasn’t even true. She was the kind of woman whose skin didn’t know her age, except for the laugh line to one side of her mouth and the crinkles she got around her eyes every time she smiled. But she sure wasn’t smiling now, or laughing. I’d never seen her looking so… hurt.

		

		“Wait,” I said as she walked to her bedroom across the hall from mine.

		

		She looked at me, seeming small, gaunt, powerless. She didn’t say a word.

		

		“I’m sorry, Victoria.”

		

		But it was too late. She’d already closed her door.

		

		~
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