
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_8e5d2ebccfb97b300720b72f72152559_XyAPX4_html_1212fff8.png]

 


Lez Luv

Written by: Barbie Lez

Published by: Barbie Lez at
Smashwords

Copyright 2013 by: Barbie
Lez

 


Thank you for
downloading this free eBook. You are welcome to share it with your
friends. This book may be reproduced, copied and distributed for
non-commercial purposes, provided the book remains in its complete
original form. If you enjoyed this book, please return to
Smashwords.com to discover
other works by this author. Thank you for your support.

[image: tmp_8e5d2ebccfb97b300720b72f72152559_XyAPX4_html_625cd0f2.png]

 


An old lady shuffles along on
the white sand beach. Her back is arched, forced down by the
countless years of existence. Her once-beautiful face is now
ravaged by countless wrinkles that give her a
more-raisin-than-human-look. Nonetheless, she seems happy.

The rising sun’s rays dance on
the nearby waves. The salty ocean air brings a smile to the woman’s
lips as she hobbles past a few palm trees.

Suddenly, her foot hits
something hard.

“Goddammit!”
she swears as she peers down to find a half-buried bottle. She
struggles for a few seconds, but finally manages to bend down and
grab the algae-covered relic.

Curious as always, she slowly
returns to her beachfront house and proceeds to scrub the ancient
item clean.

A few minutes later the bottle
is clean as a whistle.

“What the…” she
wonders as she finds a thick roll of paper within it. Not wasting a
second she shatters the bottle, grabs the pages and carefully
unrolls the perfectly-preserved paper.

It reads:

 


Dear stranger,

There are some days that change
your life forever. Today was one of those days.

I remember hearing somewhere
that it’s therapeutic to talk about the traumatic events in your
life. Since there’s no one I can turn to with this peculiar
situation, I’ve decided to write it down.

In a movie I recently saw, the
character wrote a letter, put it in a bottle and threw it out at
sea. I can’t let anyone I know read any of this, so I’ve decided to
go Hollywood style.

If you’re reading this, please
keep in mind that you’re the first, and only, person to have read
this letter in what could very possibly be years, maybe even
decades.

The story I’m about to tell is
of my friend… Okay, it’s about me, but please don’t judge.

Anyway, here goes:

 


My name is Barbie Lez and today
I became a lesbian. I know, it’s kind of ironic when you consider
my last name, but it’s true. I swear.

Everything started with a single
event; my twin sister and I’s eighteenth birthday. Being the
daughters of a wealthy business owner had its perks. We had never
worked a day in our lives and we could pretty much buy anything our
hearts fancied. Our lives were perfect… until we turned
eighteen.

Throwing us a final bash before
ruining our lives, our parents gave us the biggest birthday party
in the history of birthday parties. It was the best day of our
young lives; we got to hang out with all our friends, get tons of
expensive gifts—including a car from mom and dad—and best of all,
we could finally drink in front of you parents.

As these things often do, the
next day turned out to be the worst of our lives. We awoke with a
terrible hangover only to learn from our father that now that we
were “responsible adults” we had to make a choice. We could either
get a job or go to college. After numerous attempts to plead and
beg our way out of it, we realized he was serious.

Like most children born into
money, we chose the easy way out; college. After all, there would
be parties, sororities to join, sex to be had—I was still a virgin,
unlike my sister who had recently lost her innocence. Like most
hot, superficial socialites, we decided to study the arts; the
performing arts. After all, what else could a couple of hot,
spoiled girls become other than actresses?

So off to college we went.
Thanks dad, what more could two eighteen-year-olds ask for their
birthday? To make thing even worse, a clerical error resulted in us
being assigned to two different classrooms.

So here I am, standing alone in
a sea of students, watching my twin sister walk away.

“I love you,
B,” I whisper after her as she hesitantly heads off.

This is the first time we’ll
spend more than a few minutes apart. From the second we were born,
we’ve spent every second together. I know, it’s kind of weird, but
that’s just how we roll. No matter what the occasion, we stick
together. Going to the bathroom? Together. Taking a hot bath or a
steamy shower? Together. Sleeping? Together. Ah, sleeping. That
reminds me of the cold nights we used to spend together at our
family’s cottage, huddled beneath the covers in our tiny bed,
bodies pressed close together for warmth. I sigh, realizing that’s
all in the past. Never to happen again.

“I’ll miss
you,” I add as an afterthought as my sister vanishes into the
crowd.

I glance around at the rumbling
sea of student, but all I feel is loneliness. Tears fill my eyes as
I tightly clutch my bag against my chest. A wave of fear flows
through me.

“I can’t do
this,” I suddenly realize. I take a few
deep breaths and somewhat manage to calm down.

“I can do
this!” I encouragingly whisper to myself as I turn around,
determined to take on the dense mass of scurrying students. Before
any taking on even takes place, something happens. A few things
actually.

The first is, I whip around,
only to come face-to-face with another girl.

“Oh fuck!” I
barely have to time to mutter.

The second thing is a little
more painful. Okay, a lot. Unable to stop, we slam into each other.
Hard.

Although it barely takes a
second, it seems to happen in slow motion. My eyes squint and my
muscles contract, anticipating the collision to come. I try to
avoid her, but that only makes me lose my balance.

Then it happens. We collide. For
a brief instant, I feel the warm touch of her erect nipples
pressing up against mine. A second later, her eyes widen in shock
and she topples over, falling flat on her back. I topple down
face-first on top of her, knocking the wind from her lungs.

Suddenly, time seems to catch up
to us and we just lie there, one on top of the other, peering into
each other’s stunned eyes. Unsure of how to react, I smile down at
her. She smiles back. Once more, time seems to stretch, until…

Snap. Everything seems to snap
back into focus and I realize I’m lying atop a girl I don’t even
know, surrounded by people I’ve never seen before. I spring to my
feet and offer a helping hand. She grabs it and I pull her up.

Before apologizing, I take a few
seconds to study her. I would later learn that she’s twenty-one,
although her sublime body could easily have belonged to a
barely-legal nubile. She’s so hot that even I, a girl, can’t help
but lose my breath over her beauty. Her long, wavy hair flows down
her back like a golden waterfall. Thin nose, sparkling blue eyes
and surprisingly fleshy lips help build the most flawless face I’ve
ever seen. Her perfectly-sized breasts—yes, the same ones I’d felt
pressed against mine just moments before—are clearly visible
through her short, moulding black dress. My eyes travel down her
petite waits, past her perfectly ample waist, before reaching her
flawlessly-shaped bubble butt. The bottom of her dress barely comes
down to half her thighs, almost exposing her ass as she bends down
to grab her backpack.

I suddenly realize she’s doing
the exact same thing as me; taking in every last detail of my young
body. I suddenly become self-conscious about my appearance. It’s
not like I’m ugly or anything, but I’m definitely not in the same
category as her. Both my sister and I have been told on countless
occasions how hot we are, but I’ve never considered myself to be
above average. Just like the girl that stood before me, I have a
slender nose, penetrating blue eyes and the prettiest pink lips
you’ve ever seen. My long, platinum-blond hair reaches halfway down
my back, leading to the world’s firmest, bounciest ass. I know I
sound pretentious, but it’s true. I’ve never seen anyone with an
ass like mine—except my sister’s, obviously. As for my boobs,
they’re a pair of perfectly moulded D-Cups. A bright pink, moulding
blouse—with the two top buttons undone, revealing a considerable
amount of cleavage—and a matching mini skirt—and no, it’s not as
short at her dress—complete the picture.

“I... I’m
sorry,” I finally stutter, breaking the somewhat awkward silence
that had started to creep between us.

“It’s fine. It
wasn’t your fault,” she replies in a voice I can’t help but
describe as sexy. No, sensual… Or maybe… Anyway, it was
hot.

“Actually, it
was. I should’ve looked where I was going,” I say, this time in a
more confident voice.

She smiles.

“Well, if you
insist. I guess you owe me one,” she says in the same… hot voice as
before as she bends down and grabs my backpack. She hands it to me
with a wide smile.

“Thanks,” I
say, grabbing it. The sight of my school bag shines the light on my
present situation; alone and far from my sister. I feel tears fill
my eyes and look away, embarrassed.

“Are you okay?”
she wonders.

“No. Not
really,” I admit, my voice cracking mid-sentence. I quickly wipe a
tear from my cheek as I turn to face her. It’s only now that I
realize she has a good four inches of height on me. I have always
been short, but she’s definitely tall for a girl.

“It’s our first
day and we’re completely lost,” I explain.

“We?”

“Oh, I’m sorry.
I’m just so used to being with my twin sister, Barby,” I explain as
tears fill my eyes once more.

“I’m sorry,”
she says as she reaches out and gently rubs my shoulder, “Why isn’t
she here with you?”

“The stupid
school put us in two separate classes.”

“Morons.”

I can’t help but giggle.

“Would it help
if I was your guide for the day?” she wonders as her hand travels
to my back, gently rubbing it.

I nod, unable to speak.

“Who’s your
teacher?”

“Miss… Hench…
Hens…”

“Henson?”

“Yeah… that’s
it,” I say, drying my eyes for the last time.

“Follow me,”
she says cheerfully as she grabs my hand and pulls me through the
crowd. For some reason, the fact that a complete stranger is
holding my hand doesn’t even seem weird to me. In just makes sense.
I let myself be dragged along, taking this time to calm down.
Before long, I have completely forgotten about my
sister.

Suddenly, the bell rings. A few
seconds later, the corridors are empty.

“No point in
running anymore,” she says as she slows down the pace. We stroll
down the hall, hand in hand, before she finally stops.

“How about a
guided tour, miss…” she pauses.

“Oh, I’m sorry.
My name’s Barbie, Barbie Lez,” I immediately reply.

“But… Didn’t
you say your sister’s name was Barbie?” she wonders.

“Yup. We’re
both called Barbie, but me it’s with an ‘ie’ and her it’s with a
‘y’,” I explain, “I guess our parents didn’t think that us being
twins was complicated enough, so they decided to give us the same
name.”

The most delightful and
entrancing laugh floats past her lips and into my ears. For some
unknown reason, I feel like I can trust her with anything, even
though I know nothing of her. I guess she’s just one of those
people that give off good vibes.

“Well, it’s
nice to meet you, Barbie with an ‘ie’,” she says with a wink, “I’m
Candy Luv.”

“Hi, Candy…” I
pause for a second, “Can I have my hand back?”

“Why? I’m sure
you and your sister hold hands all the time. Why can’t we?” she
asks, clinging on to my hand.

“Yes, but we’re
twins,” I reply as I pull my hand away.

“What’s wrong?
You scared?” she asks with a devilish smile.

“No. And that’s
not the point,” I reply. I’m surprised to hear a little anger in my
voice.

“If you’re not
scared, why won’t you hold my hand?” she wonders
teasingly.

“Damn, she’s
stubborn,” I think to myself, before saying
aloud, “Because I don’t feel comfortable holding hand with a
stranger.”

“But you owe me
one. Remember?” she reminds me as she outstretches her
hand.

I sigh. She’s right, I do owe
her one.

“Fine, I’ll
hold your hand. But then we’re even. Deal?”

“Deal!” she
replies joyfully, her hand still outstretched.

I nod and reach out. Our fingers
interlock and she smiles at me. I quickly smile back, before
glancing around nervously to make sure nobody sees me holding hands
with another girl.

“So, tell me
about yourself. Why haven’t I seen you around here before?” she
inquires.

“It’s a long
story,” I simply reply, “Let’s just say that I’m starting a new
chapter in my life.”

“Okay,” she
says, indifferent, “In that case, let me be the first to welcome
you to Lea B. Sin College, or as most students call it, College
Lesbian.”

“Why? Are there
a lot of lesbians?”

She giggles.

“No, silly.
It’s because you can rearrange the letters to spell out ‘lesbian’,”
she explains.

“Oh… okay,” I
say, not quite sure how to react.

“Where do you
live?” she asks as she ever so slightly tightens her
grip.

“On… Er…” I
start, struggling to remember the address of Barby and I’s new
apartment. I can’t help but giggle as I remember:

“Oh yeah, that
it; Vibe Sol Lane.”

“What’s so
funny?”

“Well, I just
realized that you can rearrange the letters to spell out ‘lesbian
love’.”

“Wow!” she
gasps, apparently impressed, “What’s your address?”

“69.”

We both giggle at this.

“What’s with
all the sexual names around here?” I wonder.

She shrugs.

“Must be
something in the water,” she says, winking at me.

We share another quick
laugh.

“You said 69,
right?”

I nod.

“Cool! That
means we’re neighbours.”

“Cool,” comes
my reply, as I realize how lucky I’d been to run into Candy. Not
only is she really nice and funny, but she’s also my neighbour.
Okay, she does have a few odd habits—like holding the hand of a
perfect stranger—but I can’t help but like her.

“Maybe this
won’t be so bad after all,” I think to myself.

“How about that
guided tour?” she asks, pulling me back to reality.

“Sure,” I
immediately agree.

She smiles and pulls me down the
corridor.

 


* *
*



Fifteen minutes later we reach a
large, metal door.

So far, I haven’t been able to
pay attention to anything she’s been saying. For some reason, I
can’t stop staring at her perfectly shaped body. That tight, bouncy
ass. Those firm boobs that are so perfectly moulded in her
skin-tight dress. Her soft, silky…

Suddenly, I realize she just
asked me a question.

“Er… I’m sorry.
I wasn’t paying attention,” I admit.

“I asked you if
you want to see the gym. They usually keep it locked, but maybe…”
she says, trying the door.

It swings open.

“So, wanna
check it out?”

“Nah, not
really. Unless…” I start, suddenly realizing how badly I need to
pee. “Is there a bathroom in there?” I let go of her hand to
point.

“In the
changing room. Why?”

“I really need
to go,” I explain as my hands reflexively move to my inner thighs,
my palms pressing up against my pussy. She glances at my crotch as
I start jumping up and down, my hands still between my legs. I
can’t help but notice her eyes linger for a few seconds.

“Sure, follow
me,” she says, tearing her eyes away.

I must admit, I’m not sure if
what happens next is an accident or not, but I have my suspicions.
She reaches for my hand, but with her eyes no longer on my inner
thighs, she overreaches. Her hand slides past the bottom of my
skirt and I can’t help but gasp as I feel her warm hand against the
bare skin of my thigh. Realizing she aimed too low, she blindly
slides her hand up, effectively slipping up and under my skirt. Her
fingers slide up until they come into contact with my bare pussy (I
know, I should have been wearing panties, but what can I say, I’m a
tease). Her soft fingers linger on my humid cunt for a second,
before she pulls back and grabs hold of my hand.

Her fingers slip between mine as
she pulls me forward. We hurry across the gymnasium and soon reach
the woman’s changing room. Rows of lockers line the walls and a
long wooden bench runs along the middle of the room.

“Which way?” I
demand as I feel my bladder about to explode.

She points right, gesturing to a
long corridor.

“Third door to
the left,” replies my new friend.

I let go of her hand and rush
down the hall. The first door I pass leads to the showering room: a
large open space with showerheads sticking out of the walls. The
second one leads to the sauna. I burst through the third and find
myself in the bathroom. I dash over to the nearest stall and, in a
hurry to pull up my skirt, almost tear it off entirely. I slam my
ass down on toilet seat and let ‘er rip.

“Oh yesssss…” I
moan as the hot yellow liquid flows out of me.

“Oh god! That
felt so good,” I sigh as the last drop falls from my pussy lips.
Just as I start to wipe, the door swings open and Candy walks
in.

“What the hell
are you doing here?” I almost shout as I quickly pull down my
skirt, hiding my private parts.

“Well, if you
must know, I came to pee,” she replies innocently.

I glare at her.

“Couldn’t you
wait until I was finished?” I growled.

“Why, there’s
enough room for the both of us,” she replies, “It’s not my fault
you left your cabin door open.”

“She has a
point,” I can’t help but think, but in my
hurry to relieve myself, I completely forgot to close the stall
door. However, it’s still a little frustrating that she saw me
half-naked.

“Can you at
least turn around?” I ask.

She obeys.

I quickly dry myself off and
pull down my skirt.

“You can look
now,” I tell her as I stand and flush.

She spins around and glances at
me. Our eyes meet. I can see a twinkle in her eyes as a sexy smile
appears on her lips. Still holding eye contact, she glides forwards
and slips past me, into the stall. The smell of her sweet shampoo
flows into my nostrils as her breasts rub against my shoulder. A
second later, she stands behind me.

With the eyes contact broken, I
snap back to reality and stroll over to the sinks, which are just
opposite the bathroom stalls. As I wash my hands, I peer in the
mirror to find a surprising, yet beautiful image. With the stall
door wide open, Candy reaches down and slowly pulls her dress up
around her waist. To my utter surprise, she isn’t wearing any
panties. From my vantage point, I have a clear line of sight to her
smooth, clean-shaven cunt. I watch, totally entranced, as she lays
her bouncy ass on the toilet seat and spreads her legs apart, as if
to show me what she’s working with. I’m not sure if she sees me
peeking at her in the mirror; all I know is that I’m unable to look
away. I can’t help but smile as I study her engorged pussy lips,
even when a golden liquid starts flowing past.

Suddenly, she glances up at me
and smiles.

“Enjoying the
view?” she asks.

I immediately snap back to
reality and quickly look away, embarrassed. I finish washing my
hands, making sure to keep my eyes far away from the mirrors and
wait for her to tell me it’s safe to turn around.

A minute goes by. Not a peep out
of Candy. I’m about to turn around when I hear the toilet flush. I
don’t dare move by fear of being caught peeking again.

A few seconds pass before she
strolls over to the same sink I just used. Because I’m still
standing before it, she has to squeeze between me and the sink. She
takes advantage of the situation and leans forward, forcing her ass
back. Her beautiful bubble butt presses up against my inner thighs.
For some unknown reason—maybe because I’m still under shock of
having been caught peeking at her pussy or maybe because I’m
unconsciously enjoying it—I don’t move. As she lathers her hands
with soap, she begins gently swaying her butt from side to side,
gradually forcing it past my thighs. Before long, she’s gently
rubbing her bouncy ass against my shaved cunt. I just stand there,
letting her butt-massage my twat as she rinses off.

“So, Barbie?”
asks Candy as she turns to face me and grabs both of my hands. I
feel the warm water against my fingers as I peer into her sparkling
blue eyes.

“So, what?” I
wonder.

“So, what do
you think?”

“About…”

“Me.”

“What about
you?”

“Well, do you
think I’m pretty?” she asks, leaning in a little closer to whisper
into my ear, “Do you think this is pretty?”

She twists her wrist, forcing my
hand to slip up and under her dress. My eyes widen in shock as I
feel the back of my hand press up against her soft labia. I just
stand there, unsure of what to do. Do I pull away and risk
offending her or do I stay put and accept the fact that she wants
me to touch her vagina? She soon puts an end to my dilemma when she
starts gently moving my hand around, rubbing her still-humid cunt
with the back of my hand. She peers deep into my eyes, a smile
drawn on her pouty lips.

I take a breath to try and clear
my mind. Once again, I smell the sweet scent of her shampoo. It
calms me down, somehow chasing the doubt away.

“What’s the
worst that could happen?” I think to
myself, as I decide to play along, “It’s
not like she’s gonna kiss me!”

“No, you’re not
pretty,” I say aloud. She’s stunned by my bluntness, until I add,
“You’re fucking hot!”

The seconds the words leave my
lips, I regret saying them. It just feels so wrong telling a girl,
especially one I barely know, how hot she is. Then again, it’s the
truth; she IS fucking hot. The way she dresses and acts would make
any guy instantly fall for her. The only problem is that she isn’t
interested in them; she’s way more interested in me, even though I
can’t figure out why.

She giggles.

“Thanks. And
what about this?” she wonders as she flips my hand around, forcing
my palm against her warm clam. She starts moving my hands in a
circular motion, gradually stretching her lower lips apart. Before
long, I can feel her hot, wet inner pussy pressing out against my
palm. I almost pull away, but can’t seem to find the strength to do
so. She keeps moving my hand around as she awaits my
reply.

“Yes. Your…
pussy is very… er… sweet as well,” I manage to stutter. If it felt
awkward telling a girl how hot she is, imagine how I feel telling
her how sweet her pussy is. And why in the hell did I say sweet? I
could have said anything else. Pretty. Sexy. Even hot. Any of those
would have been better than sweet.

She giggles.

“How would you
know I taste sweet?” she asks.

I shrug.

“Would you like
to find out?” she asks with a wink.

I’m stunned.

“Is she really
asking what I think she’s asking?” I wonder
to myself. My question is soon answered when she starts
laughing.

“I’m kidding,”
she says, still laughing, “You should have seen your
face.”

I chuckle nervously; I’m not
entirely convinced she was kidding.

“Thanks for the
compliments,” she says as she slowly leans forward. I almost pull
back, but relax when I see her veering off to whisper something in
my ear.

“You’re the
hottest, sexiest, most lust-worthy girl I’ve seen in my entire
life,” she passionately whispers to me as she gently leans forward.
I take a whiff at her hair and soon find myself drunk on the sweet
scent of her shampoo. She moves in even closer; our bodies gently
come into contact. I feel her erect nipples poke through the thin
fabric of her dress.

“Thanks,” I
manage to whisper as she lets go of my hands and gently reaches
down for my soft, bouncy ass. I gasp in shock as she quickly pulls
up my skirt and firmly squeezes my bare ass with both hands. Before
I can protest, I feel one of her knees rise between my legs,
gradually making its way up to my warm poon.

“Oh god!” I
gasp as her soft skin makes contact with my pussy lips. Something,
which has never before happened to me—at least not with a
girl—suddenly occurs; I get turned on. I feel my young pussy
quickly grow wet as Candy starts expertly grinding her knee between
my legs.

“What the…” I
start, but that’s all I manage to say. She takes advantage of the
situation and plunges her avid tongue deep inside my mouth. I can
feel her explore my oral cavity, darting her minty tongue in and
out as she does. I’m surprised by her audacity and shocked by the
level of eroticism she’s displaying. A kiss is one thing, but this
is a full-on make out session. Porno style.

I feel my heart thumping madly
in my chest as I stand there, completely petrified. I just can’t
come to grips with the present situation. Taking full advantage of
the situation, Candy continues twisting and turning her tongue
inside my mouth, stimulating it like never before.

Suddenly it hits me; I’m making
out with a girl—okay, she’s the one making out with me, but still.
I tear away from her and stare at her in a mixture of disgust and
wonder. I’m totally repulsed by her actions, but astonished by the
way she made me feel.

“Wha… What do
you think you’re doing?” I stammer.

“Kissing you.
Duh!”

“Yeah, I know,
but what makes you think I want to kiss you?”

She giggles.

“Three reasons.
One: you let me hold your hand. Two: you were staring at my pussy.
Three: you kinda seemed to enjoy it when I kissed you,” she
explains, “Oh yeah, and you rubbed my pussy.”

That pretty much covers it. As
bad as I want to, I can’t tell her she’s wrong; every last word she
said is true.

Suddenly, it hits me.

“Oh my god!
You’re a lesbian!”

“Yeah. So?
What’s wrong with being a lesbian?”

“Well…” I
start.

“Well what?
Being a lesbian only means I like girls instead of guys. Is that so
bad?” questions Candy.

“I... I guess
not,” I reply. I’ve never really thought of it that way. In my
mind, being a lesbian is wrong; it’s just not meant to
be.

She smiles.

“Good. Because
you’re a lesbian too,” she says, then waits for my
reaction.

“What?” I
exclaim, almost chocking on my own saliva.

“Just think
about it. You made out with me and I’m a girl. That can only make
you a lesbian,” explains Candy with a corner smile.

Things suddenly become too
overwhelming. I feel my legs weaken and I’m forced to sit down by
fear of fainting. I take a few deeps breaths to try and clear my
mind.

In and out.

In and out.

In and out.

It seems to work, because I’m
able to gather my thoughts and try and make sense of them.

“Okay. Here
are the facts: I held a girl’s hand. I enjoyed staring at her
pussy. I let her rub my hand against her pussy. I let her make out
with me… Oh my god! I am a lesbian!” I
suddenly realize.

“Am I really a
lesbian?” I ask aloud.

“Yup,” she
confirms, “And a damn hot one, too.”

Candy comes to sit behind me,
with her legs on either side of me and her arms wrapped around me,
a hand resting on each one of my boobs. I give in and gladly lean
against her. I desperately need someone to hug and cuddle with in
this time of truth and revelation.

“But what about
boys?” I ask as I twist my neck to glance at my new, but already
intimate, friend.

“Do you really
think we need them?” she replies with a wide smile on her face as
she reaches down and slowly pulls up my skirt, before lowering her
hand to my warm virgin pussy.

“Mmmmm!” I
can’t help but moan as I feel her avid fingers gently massage my
bald lips. Ordinarily, I would shove her hand away, but with
everything that just happened, I don’t have the strength—or, to my
utter amazement, the desire—to do so. I just sit there and let her
play with my poon.

“I guess not,”
I reply, answering her question.

“I have an
idea,” she whispers into my ear.

I simply nod.

“Okay. Here’s
what I propose: we kiss again. If you like it, we continue. If not,
we stop. Does that sound good?” she proposes while still expertly
rubbing my pussy.

I can hear the two sides of me
fighting:

“No. Don’t do
it,” says my reasonable side.

“Why not?
There’s no harm in trying it,” says my
adventurous side.

“What if she
doesn’t like it?”

“Then she
stops. Duh!”

“But…”

“Shut up. Just
do it!” orders the adventurous side,
effectively winning the argument.

I shrug.

“Why not? It’s
not like we’re gonna have sex,” I tell
myself, not realising how totally wrong I am.

“Okay,” I
finally say aloud.

“Great!”
enthusiastically says Candy as she removes her hand from my cunt
and jumps to her feet.

“Get up,” she
orders.

“Why?”

“Do you really
want to make out in a bathroom?”

“No, I guess
not.” I agree.

“Good. Then
follow me.” She grabs my hand and leads me out of the
bathroom.

We quickly reach the changing
room.

“Let’s have a
seat,” she softly whispers in my ear, before gently kissing my
neck. A shiver travels throughout my entire body as I feel her soft
lips against my skin.

I nod and take a seat on the
long, wooden bench in the center of the room.

“Not like that;
like this,” she says as she straddles the bench and takes a seat,
facing me. I heave a leg up and over the bench and turn to face
Candy. I soon realize that her short dress is being spread open by
her legs, giving me a perfect view of her cunt. I can’t resist the
urge to sneak a peek at her coochie. My jaw drops open as I realize
her engorged pussy lips are spread apart, giving me a glimpse of
her inner twat.

“Come here,
sexy,” she whispers, beckoning me forward with her index finger. I
slowly drag myself towards her, forcing my skirt ride up along my
body. By the time I reach my new friend, my skirt is completely
hiked up to my waist, leaving my pussy and ass fully
exposed.

“Damn. That’s
fucking hot,” she mutters, as she watches my clam slide along the
wooden surface of the bench.

I giggle, embarrassed.

She smiles as she reaches out,
grabs my legs and wraps them around her waist, crossing them behind
her back.

“Ready?” she
inquires as she reaches down, grabs my ass and pulls me up onto her
thighs. I feel my pussy lips press up against the soft fabric of
her dress as we peer into each other’s eyes.

Once again, the two side of me
have quick battle, but my adventurous side soon takes the upper
hand. It seems like I’m gonna kiss Candy after all. I can’t help
but smile when I realize this.

Taking my smile as an
invitation, she releases my butt. Her hands slide up my back, until
she wraps her arms around me. We’re so close that I can feel her
warm breath against my skin as she leans towards me. I suddenly
realize how nervous I am as I watch her approach her head. Her
mouth gradually widens as she grows closer and closer.

Everything happens exactly as it
did in the bathroom except for two small differences. One: it
happens a lot slower than when she tricked me into kissing her.
Second: this time, I actually want her to kiss me. Weird, I know.
My jaw slowly drops open and my eyes close; I’m ready to receive
her.

“Mmmmm!” I moan
as I feel her hot, minty tongue slide past my lips. I can’t help
but produce another moan as she starts massaging my inexperienced
tongue with hers.

Taking a deep breath, I start
kissing her back. I do the best job I can, given the fact that it’s
my first time making out… with anyone. Just like her, I start
playing around, exploring her oral cavity... and loving every
second of it. I can’t believe I’m actually sitting here,
passionately making out with a girl I barely know, with my cunt
pressing up against her stomach and moans of delight slipping past
my lips.

The kiss lasts another minute
before she finally pulls away.

“So, how was
it?” she asks.

My eyes slowly crack open and I
peer at her, a faint smile on my lips.

“It was… cool.
No... Great. No, wait… Awesome!” I stutter, still under the spell
of my first real kiss.

She giggles.

“Wanna keep
goin’?” she wonders.

I don’t even bother answering. I
simply grab her head and pull her in for another long, juicy kiss.
Moan after moan escape our tongue-filled mouths as we passionately
make out. As the seconds pass, I get better and better at the art
of kissing. Before long, I’m almost as good as her. Almost.

“Wanna lose
your virginity?” proposes Candy a few minutes later, once the kiss
finally comes to an end.

“How did you
know?” I wonder.

She giggles.

“I’ve got an
eye for that kind of thing,” she says as she lays a gentle kiss
upon my lips.

“Oh,
cool.”

Another giggle.

“So, what’s the
verdict?”

“Well, I… I
dunno. I barely even know you.”

“You just made
out with me, what more do you need to know?” she
chuckles.

I take a few seconds to
think.

“How about
this? Tell me about your first time,” I propose.

She nods.

“All right.
Well, I was thirteen and…” she starts, but I quickly cut her
off.

“WHAT?” I
almost shout, “You lost your virginity at thirteen?”

She nods.

“Isn’t that
young?”

“Not really, my
mom lost hers at twelve,” she explains as she teasingly leans in
and gently slides her warm tongue over my lips, covering them with
saliva.

I take a few seconds to consider
this as my two sides once more do battle. As usual, my adventurous
side comes out victorious.

“What’s the
worst that can happen?” I tell
myself. “If I don’t like it, I just have
to stop.”

“Okay. Let’s do
it,” I tell her, even though I can’t help but feel like I’m making
a mistake.

“Great!” says
Candy, “But before we get started, you need to promise you’ll never
to tell anyone about any of this.”

“I swear,” I
instantly reply. There’s no way I’ll ever tell anyone—at least not
anyone I know—about what’s about to happen.

“Perfect,” she
smiles, “Because this is your first time, I’ll just tell you what
to do. You just have to swear to do exactly as I tell you.
Okay?”

“I
swear.”

“Awesome. Now
stand up.” she orders as she lets go of me. I slip off her thighs
and onto the bench, before jumping to my feet.

“Take off your
clothes,” she instructs.

“What?” I ask,
shocked.

“Do you want to
have sex or not?”

“Of course I
do.”

“Then strip,”
she says, then adds, “bitch!”

We share a few giggles.

As awkward as the thought of
stripping for another girl and letting her see me naked—besides my
twin sister, of course—is to me, I don’t really have a choice. It’s
either “butt naked” or “virgin forever”. And I don’t count on being
a virgin much longer.

I take a deep breath to give
myself courage and reach up. I fumble with the first button for a
few seconds before undoing it. I move on to the next.

“That’s it,”
whispers Candy encouragingly in her soft, sexy voice, “One at a
time.”

I take another deep breath to
steady my shaking hands and quickly undo the last two buttons.

“Just slip it
off,” whispers Candy.

Another deep breath and I
quickly pull off my blouse. Before it even touches the floor, my
hands travel to my boobs. I cup one in each hand and cover them up
as best as I can.

Candy giggles.

“Now take off
your skirt,” she instructs.

My heart pounds madly in my
chest; sweat covers my boob-filled palms. Another deep breath. I
let go of my breasts and yank off my skirt in one quick movement. I
drop it to the floor and quickly cover up my pussy with one hand
and my boobs with the other arm.

Candy smiles.

“Let me see
that gorgeous body of yours,” she says as she reaches out and
gently uncovers my tight body.

“Oh my god!”
she gasps.

“What?” I
wonder, worried. I follow her gaze to my stomach, where hovers a
birthmark. I’ve long ago gotten used to it, but people are always
stunned when they first lay eyes on it. The bright pink birthmark
is perfectly centered between my pussy and my navel. The
three-inch-high “tattoo” is, believe it or not, in the shape of the
lesbian symbol (two intercrossed female symbols).

“Is it…” she
starts.

I nod.

“A birthmark,”
I reply, an amused smile on my lips.

“It’s like you
were born to be a lesbian,” she says with a quick
giggle.

I have never thought of it that
way—I have always seen it as a sign that my twin sister and I will
forever be together—but that sure would explain why I let things
get this far. After all, I did just strip for a girl I barely
know.

“Maybe I AM a
lesbian,” I think to myself.

Candy has gotten over her
initial surprise and now moves on to more important things.

“Turn around,”
she instructs.

I obey, turning my back to
her.

“Bend down and
remove your sandals.”

I carefully bend down, fully
exposing my pussy and asshole to her eager eyes.

“Fuck!” she
mutters, “Your pussy’s so fucking sexy.”

I can’t hide a smile as I remove
my sandals as quickly as my fidgety hands permit. I stand to find
Barbie in the process of removing her own footwear. We share
another loving… no, lustful smile.

“Do you mind
helping me with my dress?” she asks, standing up.

“Is she
serious?” I wonder, “Does she really want me to undress her?”

She doesn’t seem to be
kidding.

“I… I guess,” I
stutter as I take a step forward. I grab the bottom of her short
dress, but glance up at her to make sure I didn’t misunderstand. A
beaming smile greets my gaze. I shrug as my hands slowly slide up
along her smooth body, dragging the dress along with
them.

A second later her dress joins
my clothes on the floor.

I take a step back and take in
her every detail. My jaw drops open as I see her fully exposed,
perfectly bronzed figure. Her luscious boobs are the perfect size
and shape for me to grab. Mounted atop them are the sexiest brown
nipples I’ve ever seen. I can barely contain the urge to suck on
them. My eyes then travel to her tight pussy. It’s just as I
remember it. I’d found her unbelievably sexy with her clothes on,
but her hotness level easily doubles—possibly even triples—when
unclothed.

“Oh my god!
You’re so fucking hot,” I say, eyes still glued to her.

“Thanks, baby.”
She smiles as she slowly does a three-sixty, giving me a clear view
of her entire body. My breath quickens as I feel my cunt
moisten.

“Can you grab
that pile of towels?” she asks, gesturing to an open locker. It’s
filled with fluffy, white towels. I don’t bother asking what
they’re for; I hurry over and grab a few.

“Thanks, you
sexy bitch,” she says as she grabs the towels I hand her. She bends
down and places the towels on the bench—I can’t help but moan
softly at the sight of her flawless poon and asshole—before lying
down upon them. She’s flat on her back, with her legs spread
wide.

“Ready?”

I nod.

“Sit down,” she
says, pointing to the bench near her legs. I straddle the bench,
sitting between her legs and look down at her.

“Come here,”
she whispers, beckoning me forward with her index.

I lean forward and pull myself
up and over her, making sure to rub my taught body against hers. I
can feel her boobs, mounted by her erect nipples, rub gently
against mine. Our warm thighs massage each other as her stomach
rhythmically convulses at the rhythm of her breaths. I peer down
into her eyes as she reaches down and grabs my ass.

“Come here,
sexy,” she says softly, beckoning me forward with her
eyes.

I lower my head toward hers and
my eyes close, anticipating the kiss to come. It isn’t long before
it happens; our tongues slip past the other’s lips and into their
juicy mouth.

“Mmmmm!” I moan
as I once again taste her minty mouth. The second our tongues make
contact, I’m fully aroused. The second I get turned on, I know I’ve
made the right decision in agreeing to fuck her—or so I thought.
Totally engulfed in the moment, I shift my body and somehow manage
to force our pussies together, before I slowly start gyrating,
forcing our clams to massage each other.

“Mmmmm!” she
moans as she responds. Using the firm grip she has on my ass, she
forces my body to slide up and down. The kiss gets more and more
passionate as our bodies rub together.

“Oh my god!
This is so intense,” I think to myself as I
realize my pussy’s on fire. I still can’t believe I’m actually
doing this; I’m willingly—and eagerly—making out with a girl I’ve
only met twenty minutes ago.

“Mmmmm!” I moan
as our bodies continue to rub together, making my poon warmer with
every rub.

“Mmmmm!” she
moans, breaking the kiss, “You’re so fucking hot!”

I smile as I come to a stop and
just lie atop her soft body.

“So, how was
it?” she asks.

I don’t answer; I just glance
down at her, eyes filled with lust.

“Ready for the
next step?” she wonders. I eagerly nod, avid to get another go at
her gorgeous body.

She smiles.

“Good,” she
says, “now lick my boobs.”

I slide down until my head is
level with her breasts. Her sumptuous rack is right in my face.
Unsure of how to proceed, I peer up at her. She smiles
encouragingly. Throwing caution to the wind, I lower my head, mouth
ajar. My trembling tongue slips past my lips and comes into contact
with one of her erect nipples.

“Oh yes,” she
moans as I give her nipple a quick tongue flick.

I flick it again. Another moan.
I keep doing this for a few seconds until she reaches down and
shoves my head down, forcing her boob into my mouth. I gladly
receive it and start massaging her nipple with my tongue. I’m a
little surprised at the stiffness of her nipple.

“She must be
really turned on,” I think as my warm
tongue continues its dance. Acting on instinct, I start massaging
her free breast with my hand. I play around a little, exploring the
different possibilities. With my hand: rubbing, pinching, tweaking,
pulling… With my mouth: licking, flicking, sucking, biting,
blowing…

As I play around, building my
new ability, Candy moans louder and louder.

Suddenly, she pulls my head away
from her chest.

“I think you’re
ready for the next step,” she says.

“And what is
the next step?” I wonder.

“The
kitty.”

“The
what?”

She takes a deep breath.

“You know, the
kitty… The beaver... The clam… The coochie… The cunt… The poon… The
crotch… The snatch… The twat… The pussy… The vagina...” she
says.

“Oh...” I say,
taken aback by the vast list of synonyms she just gave
me.

“So, you
ready?” she asks.

Although I’ve enjoyed everything
up to now, I’m nervous. The pussy is the last step; the final
frontier. Once I go there, there’s no going back.

“But why would
I want to go back?” I wonder to
myself.

I take a deep breath.

“I’m
ready.”

She smiles.

“Great!” she
says, “Start by gently rubbing my pussy with your
fingers.”

I slide off her and sit up,
before reaching out. My trembling fingers slowly hover towards her
hairless cunt. They make contact. I can feel the heat emanating
from her lower lips as I awkwardly feel around.

“That’s it,”
encourages Candy as I soon get acclimated to the new experience. I
begin moving my fingertips in a circular motion, slowly, gently
teasing her labia. The more I tease her, the more engorged her lips
become. Before long she produces a little pre-cum, which helps
lubricate her steaming pussy, only making my finger massage that
much more enjoyable.

“Oh fuck!” she
moans, “Stop.”

I immediately stop.

“Did I do
something wrong?” I inquire.

“No. Not at
all. It’s just time to move on.”

“To
what?”

Her reply: seductively licking
her luscious lips as she peers into my eyes.



I smile as I lie down on my
stomach, with my head a few inches from her poon. I take a deep
breath, filling my nostrils with the sweet scent of her pussy. I
then slowly exhale, gently blowing on her cunt.

“Oh, shit!” she
moans as a powerful shiver shakes her entire body. Not wasting
another second, I outstretch my tongue and take one long
lick.

“Mmmmm!” I moan
as I taste her sweet pre-cum. “You’re so sweet.”

She giggles.

“Thanks,” she
says as her smile fades, “but stop talking and lick my
cunt.”

A smile curls my lips and I
plunge back into pussy-land. Instinct and beginner’s enthusiasm
blend in a unique and formidable way, creating a powerful weapon
able to defeat even the most stubborn pussies. My tongue darts all
over the place. Flicking. Darting. Licking. Before long, my lips
join the party. Rubbing. Blowing. Sucking. My tongue teases Candy’s
outer lips as only a woman’s can.

“Please
tongue-fuck me. Please,” she begs as I keep teasing her
clam.

I immediately give in, plunging
my tongue deep into her pussy. I feel her vaginal walls stretch as
my tongue slips deep within the blistering volcano that is her
poon.

“Oh my
god!” I think to myself,
“She’s so hot.” I
half-expect to get burned by her scorching hot snatch, but I
bravely march on. My taste buds suck up every last drop of her
pre-cum, filling my mouth with the sublimely sweet
nectar.

“That’s it,”
she moans encouragingly as I begin darting my tongue in and out of
her pussy. “Faster.”

I accelerate the rhythm as I
peer up at her. Our eyes meet. I can see the lust burning in her
eyes, like a ring around her pupils.

“I love you,”
she moans as she reaches down and shoves my head even deeper. My
tongue reaches before unsurpassed depths and my nose gets buried in
her cunt. I can’t breathe, but that’s not important; I’m way to
busy learning the art of cunnilingus to care about breathing. I
keep going for a whole minute before I start running out of air. I
come up and take a deep breath of fresh air.

“You’re so good
at this… You sure you’ve never… done this before?” she
pants.

A thrilled giggle slips past my
lips as I shake my head.

“Think you’re
ready to insert a finger?” she asks.

“Fuck yeah!” I
eagerly reply. Before she can add anything else, I slip a finger
past her burning lips and into her moist pussy. I feel her twat
tighten around my finger as I slowly propel it further into her.
Before long, my entire finger gets swallowed up.

“Oh fuck!” she
moans, encouraging me to continue. I gladly oblige as I begin
slowly sliding my index in and out of her soaked pussy.

“Add another,”
soon begs Candy.

A second finger joins the first
as I keep finger-fucking her. The faster I go, the hotter—and
wetter—she becomes. Before long, suction sounds resonate throughout
the changing room as I keep fingering her faster and faster.

“Oh yes!” she
yells blissfully, “Add another.”

“Really?”

“Just do it!”
she growl between two loud moans.

I giggle and add a third finger.
I can feel her pussy now wrapped tightly around my fingers as I
continue to increase the speed, making her hotter and wetter with
every passing second. Moan after moan flows past her lips, slips
out through the changing room door and into the gymnasium, where
the loud cries of pleasure bounce off the high ceiling and resonate
throughout the large room.

She soon begs for more.

“Add
another.”

“What?” I gasp,
stunned.

“Is she
serious?” I wonder.

I glance up at her, but she
seems as serious as ever. I shrug and add a fourth finger. Her
pussy is so tight around my fingers that I have to constantly
struggle to keep them from sliding out.

“Fuck me,” she
begs with pleading eyes. I force my fingers deeper into her pussy,
soon sliding my entire hand into her. Only my thumb remains
out.

Suddenly, I get an idea. I slide
my hand out.

“What the
fuck?” she almost yells.

“Hold on. I’ve
got an idea,” I explain as I stand up, “I’ll be right back.” I head
down the corridor leading to the bathroom.

“Where are
you…” she starts, but that’s all I hear because I’m already jogging
down the corridor. I soon burst through the bathroom door and head
for the same sink that started everything.

“This should
do,” I mutter to myself as I squirt a large load of hand soap into
my palm and quickly lather both my hands with the viscous gel. My
hands are now so slippery that I have a hard time getting a grip on
the handle as I exit the bathroom. I hurry back to the changing
room and find Candy in the same position I left her in.

“I’m back,” I
announce as I return to my original position.

“What did you
go do?” she wonders.

“You’ll see,” I
reply with a devilish smile as I approach my hand to her pussy. I
bring all my soap-covered fingertips together, forming a cone-like
shape.

“Oh yes!” she
moans as my gooey fingers slip into her cunt. I force my fingers
deeper into her. With a loud suction noise, my entire fist slides
into her clam, stretching it out to the max.

“Oh fuck!” she
yells in a mixture of pain and pleasure as she peers down to find
all five of my fingers buried deep within her.

“Too much?” I
ask. I can feel her stretched pussy struggling to accommodate my
entire fist.

She hesitated for a second, but
then shakes her head.

“Keep it in.
Fist me,” she gasps, her breath short, “Fist me fast and
hard.”

I can’t hide a smile as I pull
out my fist, before sliding it back in.

“Mmm…” she
groans in pain as I force my fist into her vagina.

I pull out my hand, which makes
her moan once more.

“Mmmmm!” she
moans passionately.

“Weird,” I think to myself,
“I wonder if…”

Once again, I shove my fist back
in. Another groan of pain.

Back out. Another lustful
moan.

“Are you okay?”
I wonder, keeping my hand out of her crotch. Each time she groans,
I can’t help but feel guilty. After all, I’m the one forcing my
fist into her cunt—okay, I have a small hand, but still…

“Of course I’m
fine. Why do you ask?” she immediately replies.

I frown.

“Well, it seems
really painful each time I slide my fist into your
pussy.”

She giggles.

“It
is.”

I frown again.

“What? But you
just said you’re fine,” I ask, totally confused.

She giggles yet again.

“Both are true.
It hurts, but I’m fine,” she says as she glances at me. I’m even
more confused than before. Another few giggles flow past her lips.
“It hurts,” she explains, “but I know the pain will soon be
replaced by pleasure. It just takes a while for my pussy to get
used to the new feeling.”

“But I don’t
want to hurt you,” I protest.

“Don’t worry
about me; just keep doing what you started. If the pain gets too
intense, I’ll tell you.”

I’m still a little uncomfortable
with the concept of deliberately hurting her, but she seems to know
what she’s talking about.

“Fine,” I
accept as I slowly, gently slide my hand into her.

She doesn’t groan. I pull out
and try again. Same result.

“I’ve found
the solution,” I realize. All I have to do
is go slow. And that’s exactly what I do. I slide my soap-covered
fist in and out of her as gently as humanly possible. Not a single
pain-stricken moan escapes her—then again, that may be because not
a single moan escapes her, period. I glance up and find her just
lying there, emotionless. She doesn’t seem in pain, but she doesn’t
seem turned on either. I shrug and keep gently fisting her,
until…

“That’s it! I
can’t take it anymore!” she suddenly exclaims as she reaches down.
She grabs my wrist and furiously starts thrusting my fist in and
out of her twat.

“Oh yes!” she
yells in a mixture of pain and pleasure as she continues to
fist-fuck herself with my hand.

I glance as my hand flies in and
out of her pussy as she continues moaning loudly. Hundreds of small
soap bubbles start to appear around her cunt and all over my hand
as the fisting continues.

“I… I think I
got it from here,” I stutter.

“Okay. But
remember this: pain is good,” she replies.

I nod, even though I don’t
really agree with her. She releases my wrists and I continue
fisting her, while making sure to keep up the rhythm.

“That’s it!”
she yells, “Fuck me hard!”

Just as ordered, I keep fisting
her fast and hard, furiously shoving my hand in and out of her
poon. The faster I go, the more bubbles appear. Before long,
everything pussy-adjacent is covered in a thick layer of white
foam.

The faster I fuck her, the
louder she yells—and I don’t mean soft moans of pleasure; I mean
I’m-gonna-piss-blood-for-three-days kind of screams. I can’t help
but feel bad knowing how much pain I’m causing her, but I know
better than to stop.

“She wants
this,” I keep telling myself,
“Remember what she said: pain is good. Pain is
good.”

So I keep furiously fist-fucking
her vagina as she yells at the top of her lungs.

This goes on for a few minutes
before I realize something. Well, two things actually. First thing:
my arm is getting really tired. Second thing: her pain-stricken
screams have stopped, only to be replaced by increasingly powerful
moans. Lustful moans.

“Oh yes!” she
moans passionately as I push through the pain and keep fisting her
snatch.

“I guess she
got used to it,” I think to myself as a
smile appears on my lips.

“Faster,” she
begs, “Faster.”

She reaches down and again grabs
my wrist, helping me increase the fucking speed with my exhausted
arm. My hand flies in and out of her so fast that all I can see is
a blur.

As the seconds tick by, she
moans louder and louder. Before long, her sexually enhanced moans
grow so loud that they travel into the gymnasium, bouncing off the
high ceiling and walls, which only amplifies the noise.

“Oh yes!” she
yells, “I’m almost there. I’m gonna cum!”

Sure enough, I feel something
new. Her inner pussy grows incredibly hot—so much so that I
half-expect to burn myself on her vaginal walls. Soon after, I feel
her fully stretched cunt start to shiver. It only takes a few
seconds for the shivers to turn into an uncontrollable shaking.

“I’m gonna cum.
I’m gonna fucking cum!!!” she yells blissfully as I keep pounding
her cunt.

A second later, it finally
happens; she climaxes. Because it’s the first orgasm I have ever
witnessed, I am unsure what to expect. I have heard about squirting
orgasms, but I was informed that they were very rare. Candy soon
proves that theory wrong. I can’t help but be stunned as I feel
something hot and gooey hit my hand. The sticky substance quickly
gushes past my hand, squirts out of her soap-covered pussy and
sprays all over my face.

“What the f…” I
start, but before I can even finish my sentence, the second wave
comes flying out and lands smack dab in my mouth, chocking me half
to death. I start to cough like a three-pack-a-day smoker,
expulsing the inadvertently swallowed pussy juice from my
lungs.

“I’m cumming!
I’m fucking cumming all over you!” yells Candy as I do my best to
avoid coughing up a lung. Meanwhile, she continues to propel my
fist in and out of her squirting pussy. Wave after wave of her
steaming hot orgasmilk flies past my hand, quickly covering my
entire upper body in a thick layer of cum.

By the time I manage to catch my
breath, she’s halfway through her orgasm. My fist continues to fly
in and out of her as she continues to produce an astonishing amount
of cum. The hot liquid flows up her pussy, around my fist, past her
lower lips before becoming airborne. Most of it lands in my wide
open mouth, swirls around on my tongue before sliding down my
throat, heading for my stomach.

“Oh my
god,” I silently gasp, “She so fucking sweet!”

I can’t believe how incredibly
sweet her cum tastes. I don’t really know how to describe it,
except to say it was sweet—incredibly sweet with a faint taste of
vanilla.

“I guess I was
right when I said she has a sweet pussy,” I
think to myself with a corner smile.

I lean closer as she continues
to squirt her hot cum all over me. With my eyes closed tight and my
mouth wide open, I’m enjoying every second of this new experience.
I gladly swallow mouthful after mouthful of her sweet vaginal
nectar, blissfully moaning with each new swallow.

“Oh yes! Don’t
stop!” she moans, “Keep fucking me!”

I continue the furious fist
fucking as the power of her orgasm gradually begins diminishing.
Wave after wave keeps flying past my fist, but as the seconds pass,
the thousands of cum drops land closer and closer to her. Soon, I
have to lean in close in order to receive her squirting orgasmilk
in my mouth.

Then, it’s all over. With one
final squirt, which lands right in my mouth, her orgasm comes to an
end. My fist slows to a stop. I pull it out and a loud suction
sound resonates throughout the gym.

“Ohhhhh
yesssss…” she moans, before taking a deep breath.

I glance up at her and our eyes
meet. We share a loving smile. Brining my attention back to her
pussy, I lap up a mouthful of her hot, sticky cum, before sliding
up and onto her. I peer down at her as I lower my head. He lips
part to receive my tongue. My mouth cracks open and our lips touch,
just as the load of hot cum I hold in my mouth flows into hers.

“Mmmmm!” she
moans as she tastes her sweet cum. Our tongues start to dance in
this sticky sea as we both produce powerful moans of content. I
feel the hot liquid swish around in our mouths as our tongues
massage each other. The more we make out, the more of her cum
slowly slides down her throat. Before long, it’s all
gone.

“You were
right,” she says once the kiss is broken, “I do taste
sweet.”

We share a quick giggle.

“Did anyone
ever fist you before?” I wonder.

She shakes her head.

“You’re the
first,” she replies.

I smile proudly.

“How
experienced are you… Sexually, I mean.”

“Oh, I’ve tried
tons of things.”

“But never
fisting?”

“Not until now.
But that’s probably because my mom has bigger hands than…” she
stops mid-sentence, realizing she just revealed her
secret.

I’m stunned.

“Hold on! Are
you saying you had sex with your mom?” I blurt out, almost choking
on my own saliva.

She looks away, ashamed and
nods.

“Oh my god!” I
gasp in a mixture of disgust—and yes, I admit it, awe—at the
thought of a mother and a daughter having sex.

“What?” she
asks defensively.

“Well, I dunno.
It’s kind of gross, having sex with your mom,”

“And sex with a
complete stranger is better?” she angrily shoots back.

“I guess I
hadn’t thought of it that way,” I truthfully reply, realizing she’s
right. I still think that having sex with the woman who gave birth
to you is kind of… well, raunchy, but I understand her point of
view.

“How about we
go get cleaned up?” she asks, changing the subject.

“Okay,” I
reply.

We stand up and I glance around.
Everything within a five-foot radius is covered in cum.

“Oh my god!” I
gasp.

She smiles.

“This way,” she
says as she heads off. I’m right on her tail as she leads me down
the hall. We soon reach the showering room; a large open space with
both floor and walls covered in tiles. A dozen showerheads stick
out from the walls.

“I guess they’re not big on
privacy,” I comment, which makes Candy giggle.

“Who needs
privacy with a body like yours?” she complements.

It’s my turn to giggle
nervously.

She heads to the nearest
showerhead and turns it on. Thousands of drops of water crash down
upon her tight body, quickly washing the thick layer of cum away.
Before long, all that remains is the hot water drops clinging to
her beautiful naked body.

“Care to join
me?” she asks, beckoning me forward with her index.

“With
pleasure,” I reply as I stride towards her. I sigh as I feel the
hot water rain down upon us. Candy’s orgasmilk is almost instantly
washed away, leaving my body clean as a whistle—a hot and horny
whistle.

“Come here,”
she whispers in a sexy voice as she pulls me in for a kiss. I feel
her tongue avidly slip past my lips. Once again, I taste her minty
tongue as she starts exploring my mouth. I does not take long for
me to start kissing her back.

“Mmmmm!” I moan
as we passionately make out, the water showering down upon our
naked bodies.

The longer we kiss, the closer
our bodies get. Before long, I feel her erect nipples press up
against mine as our bosoms make contact. In a perfect state of
synergy, we start grinding our bodies together, forcing our boobs
to rub together.

“Mmmmm!” she
moans as we simultaneously reach down and take hold of each other’s
ass. I begin kneading her firm butt in my eager hands as she does
the same. We stay this way for a few minutes, even though it seems
like seconds to me. Why is it that only the good things seem to fly
by in an instant?

The kiss is broken when Candy
suddenly shoves me backwards.

“What the…” I
start as I fall backwards. My back slams into the tilled wall,
breaking my fall. Candy springs forward and our bodies once more
make contact. With one quick movement, she pins both my arms up and
over my head.

“You’re so
fucking hot,” she whispers as we share a loving glance. I can see
all the lust in her eyes as she leans in. Her tongue darts in and
out of my mouth a few times before her soaked body slides down
along mine. She quickly stops; her eyes are level with my
boobs.

“Suck them,” I
hear myself beg.

Nothing more is required as she
dives right in. One of my nipples slips into her mouth and she
begins biting it teasingly.

“Oh yeah,” I
moan as she expertly begins stimulating my nipples. Her head jumps
from one breast to the next, while one of her hands is constantly
busy massaging my mouth-free boob. Licking. Massaging. Biting. She
expertly stimulates my tits like never before.

Moan after moan escapes my mouth
as she continues.

“Damn,” I
mutter, realizing my nipples are so hard I doubt they’ll ever
soften.

The teasing continues, which
only helps make me hornier.

“Goddammit!” I think to myself, no
longer able to bear this constant teasing.

“Fuck me
already!” I say aloud as I reach down and force her head down
towards my pussy. She doesn’t resist; she lets me force her down to
the floor. She takes a seat between my legs, her face perfectly
level with my burning cunt. Too eager to receive my first
cunnilingus session, I don’t wait for her to make the next move.
With my shoulders pressed firmly against the wall, I shove my hips
outward, bringing my pussy right up to her mouth.

“Lick it!” I
order. The forcefulness of the command surprizes even
me.

“Yes, mam,”
giggles Candy as she bypasses all customary teasing rituals. Using
her fingers to spread my lower lips apart, she plunges her tongue
all the way up my blistering hot poon.

“FUCK!” I yell
as I feel the hundreds of nerve endings in my clam go wild. The
sensation of Candy’s tongue avidly darting in and out of my vagina
is unlike anything I’ve ever felt before. It’s the best feeling in
the world, yet I’m unable to describe it. For the first time in my
life, I start to dirty talk. Somehow, the words just slip out of my
mouth, uncontrolled by my brain:

“Oh, yes! Don’t
stop!”

“Faster, you
bitch!”

“Fuck
me!”

“That’s it! Eat
me out like the little nymph that you are!”

“Faster!
Deeper! Harder!”

I’m as surprised as her as I
hear the words pour out of my mouth.

“Damn. She’s
fucking good at this,” I think to myself as
she obeys my every command. She continues eating me out for the
better part of five minutes. As the seconds tick by, I become
hornier and hornier, but something is stopping me from totally
enjoying it.

“What is
it?” I wonder as Candy continues working
her magic on my twat. It takes me a few minutes before I finally
realize what it is; it’s my reasonable side.

“This is
wrong,” it says, “Making her cum is one thing, but this is different; this is
your virginity. Once you lose it, you can’t get it
back.”

“Who
cares?” says my adventurous side, making
its first appearance since it’s last victory.

“She does, and
so should you.”

“But…”
protests the devil inside me.

“But
nothing!” barks the angel
within.

“But…”

“SHUT
UP!” the good side yells, effectively
silencing the evil side.

“Just stop her
before you cum,” begs my reasonable
side.

Finally, I come to my
senses.

“I can’t do
this,” I suddenly realize,
“I’m not ready.”

Meanwhile, Candy continues to
tongue-fuck my cunt with her vast, incestuously acquired, sexual
expertise.

“Oh
no!” I think to myself as I feel my burning
pussy start to shiver. There’s no doubt in my mind that I’m about
to cum.

“STOP!” I yell
as I grab her by the hair and yank her head away from my
crotch.

“OW!” she
yells, “What the fuck?”

I release her hair as she peers
up at me questioningly.

I hesitate.

“I… I can’t do
this,” I admit.

She’s stunned.

“But,
why?”

“It’s just…. I…
I’m not ready to lose my virginity. Not like this,” I
explain.

“But…”

“But nothing!”
I cut her off, “I’m not going through with it and that’s
final!”

Her shoulders slump.

“Okay,” she
mutters sadly. Suddenly, a smile appears on her face, “But before
you go, I have a surprise for you.”

She jumps up.

“Wait here,
I’ll be right back,” she announces as she hurries out of the
showering room.

As I wait for her to return, I
turn off the shower. Moments later, she hurries back, with both
hands hidden behind her back, keeping my surprise hidden. As
awkward as should the situation be, I can’t help but feel
anticipation for the surprise to come.

“What is it?” I
wonder.

She smiles devilishly.

“Turn
around.”

“What?
Why?”

“You’ll see,”
she says with a wink.

“Fine,” I sigh
as I turn my back to her.

Suddenly, I hear strange noises
coming from behind me.

“What the hell
is she doing?” I wonder.

Curious as always, I start to
turn around.

“NO!” she
yells, “Don’t turn around.”

“But…”

“Just be
patient.”

A few more seconds of strange
noises, then complete silence.

“Get down on
all fours,” she instructs.

“What?” I gasp,
stunned by the odd request, “No way!”

“Do you want
your surprise or not?” she asks.

“Duh!” I
reply.

“Then get down
on all fours.”

“Fine,” I
mutter as I begrudgingly get down on all fours and await her
instructions.

“Spread your
legs.”

“What the hell
is she up to?” I wonder nervously, but
still do as told. I barely manage to resist the urge to sneak a
peek as I feel her brush against me legs. Next, I feel her soft
hands firmly grab my waist.

“What the
fuck?” I wonder as I begin turning my head to look at
Candy.

Suddenly, I feel an intense pain
shot through my pussy.

“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shriek as I glance back over to my shoulder
to find a shocking sight. Candy kneels between my legs, with her
hands firmly gripping my waist. A twelve-inch-long, bright pink
strapon dildo is strapped to her waist. The two-inch-wide toy is
shoved halfway up my tight, virgin cunt.

“What the
fuck?” I whimper as tears fill my eyes.

“Shut up and
take it, you fucking tease!” she roars as she shoves the massive
toy all the way in.

“NOOOOO!!!” I
screech as loud as my lugs will allow. The powerful scream bounces
off the high Gymnasium ceiling, echoing the cry back to
me.

She pulls the dildo all the way
out before slamming it back inside me, tearing another painful
scream from my lips.

“Stop!” I beg
her in a cracked voice.

“We both know
you want it, you little slut!” yells Candy as she begins pounding
my tight cunt. Tears roll down my cheeks as she furiously thrusts
the strapon in and out of my clam. The sensation of that large
plastic dong sliding in and out of me makes me fear for my pussy;
it feels like it is being ripped apart.

“Stop… please…”
I beg as tears flow out of my eyes.

Candy ignores my pleas and keeps
savagely pounding away. I’m far too busy trying to keep my vagina
from splitting in half to even realise what’s really happening; I’m
being raped.

“Take it! You
fucking whore! Take it all!” she yells as she propels her waist
back and forth, forcing the foot-long shaft to slide in and out of
my twat, stretching it out with each new thrust.

“Fuck! You’re a
tight little nymph, aren’t you?” mutters Candy.

Powerful sobs shake my entire
body as my so-called new friend joyfully rapes me. All twelve
inches of the rubber shaft are forced in and out of my tight,
virgin cunt as Candy expertly fucks the shit out of my forcefully
penetrated body.

As the seconds turn into
minutes, the pain gradually subsides. My pain-stricken shrieks
slowly die out and all the remains is Candy’s grunting as she
pounds away, a determined look on her face.

Another few minutes go by, until
something odd happens. I feel a twinkle of pleasure spark deep
within my pussy. It doesn’t take long for me to get aroused. I
start moaning again, only this time from pleasure. The pain that
first overpowered me is all but gone, leaving behind nothing but a
growing sense of pleasure and arousal.

“Oh, yes!” I
hear myself moan for the first time since the rape
started.

Candy giggles.

“That’s… the…
spirit,” she pants joyfully as she realizes she’s no longer raping
me. What originally started as forced intercourse has now turned
into full-on consensual sex.

I giggle between two moans as my
former aggressor keeps on pounding my tight twat with all her
might.

“Take it hard
and deep, you fucking slut!” yells Candy as she lets go of my waist
and leaning forward, grabs hold of my shoulders.

“Mmmmm!” I moan
as I feel the large toy continue to slide in and out of my tight
cunt.

“You’re so
hot!” whispers Candy in my ear. Gathering all her strength, she
accelerates the pounding speed, making me moan even
louder.

The dirty talk starts again:

“Oh
god!”

“Don’t stop!
DON’T FUCKING STOP!”

“Pound me like
the bitch that I am!”

“Faster!
Harder! Deeper!”

It doesn’t take long before I,
once again, feel an orgasm quickly building inside me. This time,
no voice inside my head comes to stop me. It seems like I’m going
to lose my virginity after all…

Suddenly, Candy pulls away; the
large strapon pops out of my tight twat, leaving me desperate for
my first orgasm.

“WHAT THE
FUCK!?” I bellow as I glance back at my new friend. Candy just
kneels there, a wide smile on her face. She spits in her hand and
starts lubricating the strapon.

“Why did you…”
I start, but before I can finish, Candy, using a hand to guide the
toy, propels it forward. The large shaft comes into contact with my
tight asshole.

My eyes widen in shock.

“Oh, fuck me!”
I mutter, terrified at the thought of what is to come.

“With
pleasure,” replies Candy.

I suddenly realize what I just
did; I gave her the go-ahead to butt-fuck me.

“Wait!” I
yell.

Too late. Candy tears me a new
one—literally. She shoves the large dildo all the way up my tight
butt, ripping it open like never before.

“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shriek as tears once more flood my
eyes.

Not wasting a second, Candy
pulls back. She foot-long toy slides all the way back out before
being forced back in, once again tearing a powerful scream from my
lips.

“OHH
GGGOOOODDDDD!!!!!!” I shout as a tear rolls down her cheek, landing
on the tiled floor with a soft thud. She can feel Candy fervently
thrusting the big toy all the way up my tight butt. The pain is so
intense that I can barely breathe. It literally feels like my
asshole is being ripped apart.

“Take it, you
slut! TAKE IT UP THE ASS!” bellows Candy as she doubles her
efforts, somehow managing to increase the speed. The foot-long
shaft slides all the way up my ass:

“Mmmmm!” I
squeal as another tear rolls down her cheek.

It slides back out.

I sigh.

It slides back in.

“Mmmmm!”

And back out.

Another sigh.

As the seconds turn into
minutes, the same odd phenomena as before occurs; my moans of pain
gradually transform into moans of pleasure. The pain has almost
entirely vanished, leaving behind nothing but a growing sense of
pleasure and arousal.

“Don’t stop,” I
beg as I get turned on for the first time since the ass-fucking
began.

“That’s what… I
was… waiting for,” pants Candy as she yet again increases the
fucking speed. I can’t believe how fast she’s moving.

For the third time this morning,
the dirty talk joins the party:

“Don’t stop,
you bitch! Don’t fucking stop!” I yell.

Candy giggles as she gladly
obliges and continues fucking my now slightly looser asshole.

“Fuck me! Fuck
me hard!” I beg as she continues to pound my butt. Back and forth
it goes.

Back and forth.

Back and forth.

Back and forth.

“Oh yes! I’M
GONNA CUM!” I yell. I can again feel the unique feeling of an
orgasm growing inside me.

“She better
fucking let me cum this time,” I silently
rage, as my body starts to shiver. Although I’m new to this, I know
I’m right on the edge; just a few more seconds. Three. Two.
One…

Suddenly, she stops.

“GODDAMMIT!” I
yell, “Why did you stop?”

She gives me a seductive
smile.

“I have to
upgrade,” she explains.

“Upgrade?”

She nods as she grabs something
from the ground. It’s another large dildo, identical to the one
strapped to her waist.

“What the…” I
mutter. I had not even noticed the second toy until now. She
unstraps herself just enough to slip the second foot-long dildo in
an especially made hole, right above the one that contains the
original toy. She fastens the strapon back into place and peers
down at her two huge, rubber cocks.

“Ready?” she
asks.

I can’t help but hesitate at the
sight of those two large toys dangling between her legs.

“I… guess,” I
stutter.

“You’ll love
it. Trust me,” she says encouragingly.

“She’s been
right about everything so far…” I think to
myself, then add aloud, “Okay. Bring it on!”

Candy giggles.

She uses her hands to press one
dildo up against each one of my holes.

“Ready?”

“Fuck
yeah!”

She grabs my waist and with one
quick and powerful thrust, shoves both toy all the way up my pussy
and asshole. Strangely, there’s no pain, but the simple fact of
having a two-inch-wide shaft in each one of my holes stretches me
out to a new extent. The double dongs are so tightly crammed into
me that Candy has to grip my waist firmly to keep the toys from
slipping out.

With a grunt, she starts
pounding away. The sensation of those two huge toys being
repeatedly—and simultaneously—shoved in and out of me tears the
most powerful moans ever from my mouth.

“Faster, you
fucking nymph! Faster!” I order.

Candy obeys as she struggles to
keep up a good rhythm. The sheer strength needed to maintain such a
rhythm would make any normal person pass out from exhaustion, but
not Candy. No, she’s a pro.

“Do you… want
it… you bitch?” pants Candy.

“I do… I want
it… I fucking… need it,” I reply with the rhythm of the
pounds.

She eagerly fucks on,
stimulating my pussy and asshole like I didn’t even know was
possible.

It doesn’t take long for me to
feel the orgasm build inside me.

“I’M GONNA
FUCKING CUM!” I yell as I reach the edge; just a few more seconds.
Three. Two. One…

It finally happens; I cum.

“Oh yes! Yes!
YES!!!” I moan as I feel my cunt start to shake and shiver
madly.

The first wave flows up from
deep within me. I slides past the pink dildo and up my pussy, soon
reaching the outside world. The hot, gooey wave sprays out my
toy-filled pussy, covering both Candy and me in hot pussy
juice.

“That’s… it…
Fucking… cum… all… over… me,” pants Candy as she keeps ramming her
fake cocks into my tight holes.

The hot sticky liquid flows out
of my pussy while my new friend eagerly pounds away. Moan after
moan of total bliss ripple past my lips as I experience the first
orgasm of my young life. The waves keep flowing out of me, like a
tsunami.

“Oh… yeah…
Keep… cumming,” encouragingly pants Candy, her hands squeezing my
waist while she propels her hips back and forth, giving me the
pounding of my life.

“FUCK! That
feels sooooo fucking good!” I yell as my orgasm rages on. Millions
upon millions of drops fly out of my clam, covering every inch of…
well, everything within a five-foot radius: the floor, the wall and
obviously Candy and me. A large puddle of hot, sticky cum quickly
forms around us.

The seconds tick by, where all
that is heard are the powerful moans of both Candy and me as we go
at it with no bars held. An endless flow of dirty talk escaped both
our mouths. First it’s me. Then, it’s Candy.

It takes a whole minute for my
orgasm to finally begin diminishing in intensity. By then we’re
both covered in a thick layer of hot cum.

“Oh yesssss…” I
moan one final time as the last wave flows out of my
cunt.

With one last thrust, which
forces the large toys all the way up my cunt and ass, Candy pulls
out. I let out a relieved sigh.

“Holy shit…
That’s a lot… of cum,” pants Candy as she releases my waist,
leaving two cum-free handprints behind. I glance around and realize
she’s right; there must be at least a few litres of cum scattered
around us.

“How the fuck
did I squirt so much cum?” I wonder, but
before I can ask her, Candy moves on to better things;
kissing.

She slide in the puddle of cum
and quickly finds herself flat on her back. She slides backwards,
slipping between my legs, where she stops for a few seconds. Her
lips travel up to my cunt and she sucks up a large mouthful of hot
orgasmilk. She then slides on and stops when her head is level with
mine. Her cum-covered hands reach up and pull my head down.

I close my eyes as my lips part.
My tongue avidly plunges into the sea of hot cum that she holds in
her mouth.

“Mmmmm!” I moan
as I taste my sweet cum for the first time. Just like Candy’s cum,
my pussy juice is incredibly sweet. Unlike hers, mine has a faint
taste of caramel. I taste so good that I can’t help but suck up all
the cum for myself.

“You’re a
little cum thief, aren’t you?” teases Candy as she breaks the
kiss.

We share a quick giggle as we
pull apart and take a seat in the large puddle of cum. The next few
minutes are spent catching our breaths, gradually recovering from
the intense fuck-fest.

“So… how was
it?” asks Candy.

I don’t reply.

“Oh my
god!” I think to myself,
“I’m no longer a virgin!”

With the inhibition cloak that
is sexual arousal lifted, I begin to think straight again.

Suddenly, it
hits me, “I just lost my virginity to a
girl!”

The reality of the situation
starts to weight down heavily upon me. I start to realize how wrong
everything that just happened really is.

Suddenly, the two sides of me
are back.

“What have you
done?” asks my reasonable side.

“You have to
get out of here,” says my adventurous
side.

For the first time since… Well,
ever, my two sides agree on something. That can only mean one
thing; what I did was really bad. I have to find a way out of here.
And fast.

“But
how?” I wonder.

“Lie,”
proposes the devil from within.

It seems like the only option,
so I give it a go.

“I have to…” I
start, but can’t come up with anything. Candy glances up at me and
waits for me to continue.

“…go,” I
finally finish.

My new friend is stunned.

“Why?” she
wonders.

“Why… Because…”
I say, struggling to find a suitable lie.

“Tell her you…
you…” stutters the angel from within, not
used to lying.

“You have a
surprise for her.”

“What good
will that do?”

“Seriously?
Are you a moron?”

“What?”

My adventurous side ignores her
rival.

“Just do
it!”

With no other option, I give it
a try.

“I have a
surprise for you,” I lie.

“Really?”

“Of course,” I
lie again, “Now close your eyes.”

“Okay,” she
says as she closes her eyes. I glance at her and can’t resist the
urge to lay a gentle kiss on her soft lips.

“I’ll be right
back,” I say as I stand up and hurry out of the showering room. I
head down the hall and quickly reach the changing room. I wipe away
all the cum I can with the few clean towels that remain and slip
into my blouse and skirt.

Scandals in hand, I head into
the gymnasium.

“I’m no longer
a virgin,” I think to myself as a smile appears on my
lips.

 


By now, if you haven’t stopped
reading to go throw up (I know, the story I told is quite graphic
and could sicken even the most strong-stomached seaman—and no, I
don’t mean semen, lol), you understand why I couldn’t tell this
story to anyone I know. But I had to tell someone. It’s too big of
a secret to keep to myself.

I hope the guilt will diminish
with time. But for now all I can do is try to forget it … Still,
she was fucking hot ;)
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By the time she finishes
reading, the old lady’s eyes are filled with tears. Oddly, she
wears a wide smile. A tear trickles down her cheek as she sets down
the pages, stands and shuffles to her room.

She grabs a picture frame from
her bedside table. It’s a picture of when she was young. Her
eighteen-year-old self is stunningly beautiful: Long, platinum
blond hair. Surprisingly curvaceous body, filled out in all the
right places (yes, I do mean boobs and ass, lol). She wears a
surprisingly short and moulding outfit that consists on a pink
blouse and a matching mini-skirt. A clearly visible, bright pink
birthmark seems to float above her pussy, in the shape of the…
lesbian symbol.
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Luz (The lesbian tale of an 18-year-old
virgin)

Rookie (The incestuous tale of a lesbian police
officer)

 


Bestiality:

Fuckin' Wolf (A tale of bestial behavior and virgin
lust)

Pussy vs. Pussy (A tale of bestial behavior and virgin
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*New stories will be added
every few weeks, so check back every so often.

**To view the
author’s profile, please click here or visit
Smashwords.com.
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