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Hope had suffered with the idea that
her body was not perfect her whole life. Of course, when she was
younger, it hadn’t been as prominent of an issue for her. She had
been popular, a cheerleader, Prom queen, a common sight on the arms
of the football captain. But that had been years ago and one child
since, and she felt, more than ever that her days as a head-turner
were done.

Her husband told her simply that she
was full of it, that she was the most beautiful girl he had ever
seen, that she was like she was the very first night they met as
freshman in college. Still, all her husband’s reassurances were not
enough and neither were those of her friends.

“Plastic surgery? For what Hope? You
have the perfect body, the perfect face, the perfect hair. Hell, do
you know how many times I have to pretend I’m you just to get my
husband to fuck me?” Her best friend Meagan had been flabbergasted
when she mentioned her plan during their last phone
conversation.

“Meg, I know you think I look great
because you’re my friend and you’re trying to be supportive, but I
really need to do this.”

Meagan sighed. “Okay, but I wasn’t
kidding about having to be you for my husband. He’s secretly in
love with you.”

She laughed and thanked God for good
friends.

But her doubts continued to plague
her. When she was in the shower, her hands ran over her curves and
felt too much there. When she looked in the mirror, she saw
wrinkles creeping in and lips that looked so thin they seemed
invisible. So, finally, without telling her husband, she set up an
appointment with a doctor she found on the internet.

On the day of the appointment, for
some reason, she set out to make herself look her best. Maybe she
just didn’t want to give the doctor more to pick on then she
already was going to offer. Whatever the case, she chose to wear a
miniskirt and a sheer blouse, both in shades of grey that brought
out her grey eyes. She wore a black bra and matching lace panties
underneath. She put her blond hair up in a ponytail, bringing her
cheerleading days back full force and making her feel even more
depressed.

She grabbed her things and headed out,
thinking that when all was said and done, she would be happier when
she got back home.

The doctor’s office was a posh little
thing, with thick carpets and comfortable, homey furniture in
shades of blue and grey. Sitting down with the forms to fill out in
her hands, Hope felt like she must look like part of the wallpaper
in her grey outfit. It made her hands shake as she wrote down her
information, filling in under concerns you want addressed today
that everything needs to be looked at.

It was another hour before her name
was called, although the office wasn’t that full. There were only
two other people sitting in the reception area, an older lady who
spent her time flipping through the available magazines and another
woman who had brought her young son, who was now running around
with a toy airplane in his hand and making loud swooping noises
with every dip and lift of his hand. So, when her name was finally
called, Hope was more than thankful to escape to the
back.

They did the usual preliminary stuff,
getting her height and weight, taking her blood pressure, asking
background questions on her family’s medical history. She went
through it all while staring at the nurse who had shown her to the
back. The girl had to have at least triple DDD’s stuffed in the
front of her blouse and her lips looked like she could be Angelina
Jolie’s lost twin. When the nurse finally left her with the typical
instructions to change out of her clothes and put on the flimsy
paper robe, she breathed a sigh of relief.

She sat waiting, looking around the
exam room at the various pictures and models of human anatomy. She
had never been very good at handling such things, passing out once
in her college’s biology lab at the sight of a real human lung in
the hands of her teacher. Eventually, she made herself just stare
at her hands and focus on what she wanted to tell the
doctor.

Finally, a knock came on the door and
when she nervously called out, “Yes?” it opened and the doctor
stepped in. At least, she thought it was the doctor, she wore a
white coat, but she felt shocked at seeing a woman step into the
room. “Um, Dr. Letts?”

The woman in the coat smiled a perfect
smile. “That would be me. And you are Mrs. Posey?”

Hope smiled nervously, still unsure of
having a female doctor. “That’s right, a flower in name.” She said
the old joke with a silly little laugh at the end and then forced
herself to sit up and get some control of herself.

The doctor was very attractive, she
saw, and not in the way of the over worked nurse. As she reviewed
the same questions that the nurse had gone over with her, Hope
studied the beautiful flowing dark hair, pulled back into a
ponytail like hers, and her face with the features of a classic
Hollywood movie star, high cheekbones, small, pointed chin, and
large luminous blue eyes that seemed to take in everything at once.
“So, why don’t you tell me what brought you here today?”

The request brought Hope out of her
daze and she thought about her answer before she gave it. For some
reason, she didn’t want to appear shallow in front of this woman,
who seemed so perfect without the help of a single knife. “Um,
well, I’ve had, my whole life, um, certain issues with my
appearance.”

Dr. Letts’ smile didn’t waver and
there was no sign of her thinking that Hope’s feelings were
unfounded or ridiculous. “Okay, well, what specifically would you
like me to address today?”

Hope tried to pinpoint what exactly
she had come here for. “I’ve just felt, lately, that age is
catching up with me, you know, like my weight, my stomach
especially because I was pregnant and my breasts, too, are starting
to sag and my face is looking more worn and my lips are like
disappearing from my face and, it just seems that all together it
makes me older.”

The doctor nodded and scooted her
chair forward, right next to Hope’s dangling bare legs on the
table. Casually, she put a hand on Hope’s knee and Hope was
surprised by how soft it felt. “Okay, well, let’s start with your
concerns about a sagging body. It’s quite natural for women after
having a child, to feel less attractive and feel their body isn’t
what it used to be and that‘s for the simple reason that their body
has indeed changed. How old is your child?”

Hope’s mind stuttered before she could
remember the answer. “Um, he’ll be two next month.”

“Uh huh.” The doctor now put her hands
on Hope’s waist and guided her to turn and then lay flat on the
table. “And how old were you when you became pregnant?”

Hope’s mind fought to calculate. “I
was twenty-four when I got pregnant and twenty-five by the time I
delivered.”

The doctor nodded as she lifted the
paper robe and began probing Hope’s stomach, feeling along the
muscles and making Hope tense up. The doctor looked up with her
blue eyes and smiled reassuringly. “Just relax, I’m just trying to
get a picture of your body’s underlying structure to see what I
might be able to do for you.” Her fingers started moving
again.

Her touch was soft but sure, and Hope
felt a strange thrill building in her. The doctor used her palms on
portions of her, pressing gently in round movements that seemed
more like a massage than an exam. When she moved the gown up higher
and exposed Hope’s breasts, Hope tensed again, the muscles in her
stomach bunching. The doctor stopped her hands and smiled at Hope.
“It’s just a standard breast exam, nothing to worry about.” Her
hands started moving again.

Hope closed her eyes and forced
herself to relax as the doctor’s hands began to press down on her
breasts, moving in tight little circles on her areolas. She found
she was beginning to enjoy the gentle careful touch and her
breathing began to slow and deepen. Then, the fingers began lightly
touching her nipples, stroking them until they were hard and at
attention.

A shudder ran through Hope’s body, and
she found she didn’t want to open her eyes for fear that the touch
of the doctor’s hands on her breasts would stop. The feeling that
coursed through her from her erect nipples straight to her clit was
electrifying. It had been a long time since she had been so
pleasurably aware of her body.

Suddenly, there were lips on hers and
she opened her eyes to find the doctor, her beautiful hair draped
about her face on one side, kissing her. It was such a shock that
she couldn’t really do anything but lay there and let the doctor
keep kissing her. She finally broke away from Hope and then she
stood and took off her white coat revealing her bare breasts
underneath. They were beautiful like the rest of her, natural
looking and firm and round. The doctor moved up next to her again
and took one of her hands and placed it on one of her breasts. “Do
you like how they feel? They’re all natural, all me.” She was
guiding Hope’s hand, having it squeeze it and stroke her nipple. “I
might make my living resculpting the human body, but I love the
feel of the natural body, don’t you?”

Hope did. The feelings that were
running through her body as she let her hand caress the doctor’s
breast were even more powerful than when the roles were reversed
and it was her breast being touched. Slowly, the doctor brought her
hand lower on her body to feel the smooth skin over her toned
stomach, and then she placed a hand on Hope’s stomach and moved
them in rhythm. “See, so beautiful.” And Hope felt the sensations
grow stronger as she touched and was touched at the same
time.

The doctor finally let her hand go
but, keeping her hand on Hope’s body, she trailed her fingers down
until her hand cupped her mound through her panties and gently
squeezed. Hope gasped at the faint touch and the warmth that seeped
through the fabric. She felt the doctor’s fingers catch her panties
and pull them aside and then she felt her fingers slip in further
to glide up and down just inside her pink folds.

The fingers slipped deeper and Hope’s
hands grasped the paper covering of the table, making it crinkle
loudly as her breath became ragged and her body arched up to meet
the doctor’s hand. She felt the fingers begin to explore and she
sighed as she felt her pussy release and clench around them. Then,
the doctor’s fingers found her special spot and tapping lightly and
then faster and harder, she brought Hope to a hard
orgasm.

Hope was writhing from side to side as
the fingers kept moving and then, they slowed again, but a new
sensation was bringing her orgasm around again. The doctor had put
her mouth on her clit and her tongue was stroking the little bud
over and over. Hope’s body was shaking, her stomach muscles tensing
and relaxing in a cycle, her breaths hitching in rhythm to her
body. Her orgasm gripped her again and she moaned loud and long as
the doctor kept her tongue moving in a gentle circle on her swollen
clit.

Then, in an instant, the doctor’s
mouth was gone and the doctor had moved to her side. Looking down
at her, her soft smile touching her eyes and making her even more
beautiful, she whispered to Hope as she took her hand again. “You
look lovely right now.”

She brought Hope’s hand up under her
professional skirt and Hope wasn’t that shocked when her hand
encountered the soft fuzz that covered the doctor’s pussy. Feeling
bold, she moved her fingers in between the lips and pushed them
deeper, making the doctor moan. Feeling elated to have made the
doctor react to her, Hope began to thrust faster. The doctor’s hand
came down on hers and moved her fingers even faster, guiding her
fingers deeper until with a loud yell, Hope felt the doctor’s pussy
clench around her fingers and she felt wetness gushing over her
fingers.

The doctor steadied herself on the
edge of the table for a moment before straightening her skirt and
drawing her coat from the chair and pulling it back on. She finally
pulled another paper robe from a cabinet and helped Hope put it on,
her hands briefly brushing against Hope’s breasts and causing soft
ripples of pleasure to course through her. Finally, when they were
both basically returned to their previous state of dress, she sat
down and took Hope’s hands in her own. “Mrs. Posey, I will do
whatever you pay me to do as long as I find it to be safe, but you
must know that you are a beautiful woman and you really don’t need
me at all.”

Hope felt tears in her eyes. Why was
she just now hearing what her friends and family had been telling
her for years? She smiled and nodded, unable to talk for the
moment.

The doctor stood and headed for the
door. “Well, I think we can consider this consult finished. I hope
it was useful.” She opened the door and closed it quietly behind
her.

Hope got dressed and every touch of
her hand over her body brought back some moment during her time
with the doctor. She found she relished her curves and enjoyed her
breasts and, when she looked in the small mirror in the room before
she left, she saw her face and smiled, seeing the beauty in the
full natural lips that parted over perfect white teeth.
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Constance was amazed at how everything
was coming together. The rehearsal dinner went wonderfully, and now
her best friend and maid of honor was headed on her way over to
Constance’s little apartment to do some final alterations on the
dress. When she got married two days from now, it was all going to
be perfect!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Elmy giggled and rolled her
eyes.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Finally, Elmy put her hands on
Constance’s cheeks and kissed her softly. She pulled back and
asked, “Have you picked up any sex toys for your honeymoon?” That
sent a whole new wave of laughter through the two of them, but when
the giggles died down, Constance stood and walked to her room to
get her new dildo.
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Lyric waltzed into the front room
where her husband was busy watching a football game and sat down
beside him on the couch. She settled into the cushions and waited
for a commercial, knowing better than to interrupt the game, no
matter how exciting her news might be. When the inevitable beer
commercial finally appeared, she took her husband’s face in her
hands and gave him a big kiss.

Rich looked at her, surprised. “Well,
what’s up?”

She wiggled in her seat, her big grin
getting bigger. “It’s something wonderful, but you’ll have to wait
until Friday to find out.”

He looked at her skeptically. That was
four days away, a lot could happen in four days, and Lyric was not
known for formulating reliable plans. There was the time she had
wanted to surprise their neighbor, Mr. Weinstein, with an
extravagant birthday party to celebrate his eightieth year and had,
instead, sent him to the hospital with a heart attack because he
had been so shocked to see twenty people jump out and yell,
“Surprise!”

She saw his look and shook her head.
“Oh, this is nothing bad or dangerous. It has not a hint of the
possibility of a problem.”

He nodded, still not convinced. “So,
nothing like Mr. Weinstein’s eightieth?”

Her face puckered a little and then
brightened again. “No, it’s nothing like that. In fact, this little
surprise is for you. It’s my little gift to your hard work on the
Tillman project.”

The Tillman project had been his baby
at work for more than a month. He was an ad exec, newly promoted,
and it was his first big client. He and his team had slaved over
the best method to peddle an art app, something that, quite
truthfully, had seemed a little ridiculous to all of them, and had
won the company rep over. Just last week, they had gotten word that
the campaign had been given the green light and Rich had been given
a hefty bonus. It had been a great moment for him and he had
celebrated by taking his wife out to a fancy restaurant and buying
her a new diamond drop necklace. Now, it seemed she wanted to
return the favor.

“Rich, you’re looking worried.” She
leaned over just as the commercials were ending and whispered into
his ear. “Don’t.” She gave him another kiss and left him to enjoy
the game in peace.

The rest of the week was increasingly
agonizing for him. Lyric danced around and sang about having a
wonderful surprise, an astounding gift that would leave him
breathless. He tried to ignore her at first, but slowly, the worry
began to seep in. He loved Lyric with all his heart. They had spent
a good five years together and had one great little girl that
looked just as whimsical as her mother, with the long wispy blond
hair and freckled complexion, and he was happy. But, Lyric’s ideas
tended to be half-grown and wild, very unlike the things he handled
or planned. Often, things ended up with unexpected results, like
Mr. Weinstein in the hospital.

Still, there was a seed of excitement
growing in him as well. He knew that, by Friday when he got home
from work, he knew it was then because she had made it clear it
would be an evening surprise, he would be ready to climb the walls.
So, he gave her kisses and prayed that what she had in mind would
be something wonderful that would leave everyone involved safe and
sound at the end.

Thursday night they lay in bed after a
round of sweet and sensuous sex and Lyric had giggled as he held
her in his arms. It wasn’t something guys liked to hear after
love-making, so he spoke to her with a little edge in his voice.
“What is it?”

“I was just thinking about the
surprise for tomorrow and how much you’re going to like it. I mean
if I make you happy, well then.” She had left the thought hanging,
her emphasis on the last two words ringing in his ears, making it
hard for him to get to sleep.

The next morning, he had woken up to
her singing in the shower. It made him smile and he tried to put
all his worries aside and told himself that a woman like Lyric
would never do anything that would cause him trouble. Then he
thought of Mr. Weinstein and the worry lines creased his brow
again.

He went to work and found his thoughts
wandering time and time again. Once, his coworker, Jason, pulled
him aside and asked him what was going on. “Oh, uh, nothing man,
just a late night.” Jason had nodded and given him a look like he
had bedded a bedroom full of wild women. He decided he didn’t have
the fight in him to argue and just smiled slyly in
return.

The drive home he nearly got in an
accident when an old lady pulled out of a gas station into traffic
right in front of him. Granted, the lady was really the one at
fault, but he knew that his reflexes had not been as sharp as they
should be. By the time he pulled up in the driveway, he was feeling
like he was the one who was going to end up with the heart
attack.

He opened the door and everything was
quiet, not even Jolene was there to run and say hi to Daddy. He
walked into the kitchen and set his stuff on the table and grabbed
a beer from the fridge, all without mishap. As he took his first
sips, his nerves began to settle and he laughed at himself for
being such an idiot over his wife’s gift. Then, he heard Lyric call
to him from upstairs and his nerves hit full gear again.

“Hon, is that you? Come on up,
sweetie, we’re waiting for you.” Her voice was full of sugary
excitement, like a kid who is about to spring the world’s best
practical joke on their big brother.

“Um, yeah, baby, I’m home.” Had his
voice just cracked? He downed the rest of his beer and went to the
stairs. He looked up them to see if Lyric was still there, but she
had already disappeared, he assumed, into the bedroom. He started
up.

Then, his steps stopped.
His mind recalled hearing that she had said something about “we.”
What was it she had said? We’re waiting
for you. Oh God, who was waiting? It
wasn’t his birthday. Was it a celebratory party over his promotion
and the success of his first big account? He groaned as he climbed
the stairs, trying to prepare himself for the different scenarios
that ran through his head.

Nothing, though, could have prepared
him for the sight that greeted him when he stepped into their
bedroom. His first thought had been one of relief because the room
was not packed with people waving noisemakers and there was no cake
or balloons in sight. But then he saw what, or rather who was on
their bed and he felt rooted to the spot.

His wife was there, almost naked
except for a little teddy and thong panties which showed visibly
below the hem of the pink teddy. Next to his wife, was her good
friend, Jessica Hunt, and Jessica also had on a teddy, hers in
blue, and thong panties to match. Her thick black hair, such a
dramatic contrast to Lyric’s fine blond, was draped in front of her
face as she leaned down and sucked his wife’s tit, her teddy pushed
up one side to give her access. He could hear the sucking noises
and see her head move slightly as she focused her attention on
Lyric’s breast. Lyric’s mouth was open in a little round “o” and
her eyes were half shut as she looked down at her friend working
her mouth on her.

He was shocked. He was sure Lyric had
never been with another woman before and she seemed so natural in
Jess’ arms now. Rich didn’t know what to do, so he just stood
there. Finally, after what seemed hours, Jess broke away from his
wife and sat up again and the two of them looked over at him and
smiled. Lyric jumped off the bed and ran to his side and stood on
tiptoe to give him a kiss on the cheek. “Hi, honey, surprise.” She
didn’t yell it, just whispered it gently while letting her hands
stroke his chest through his shirt. “This is your gift from me to
you, for all your hard work. Jess agreed to help me put on a show
for you.” Now, she let her hands trail down his arms and led him to
a chair by the bed that had the appearance of being set there
specifically for him to view what would be happening. She gently
sat him down and then unbuttoned his shirt while Jess rolled on the
bed impatiently, looking at Rich slyly with her green eyes flashing
under her heavy lashes.

Lyric finished unbuttoning his shirt
and pulled it off him. “I hope you like it.”

She danced away, her toned legs
showing superbly under the teddy. When she climbed back onto the
bed, he saw her ass flash at him and he felt his cock twitch in his
pants, already getting hard from the moment he saw Jessica with her
mouth on Lyric’s breast.

Lyric got on the bed and this time it
was her lifting Jessica’s teddy, covering her face with the blue
teddy as she moved her mouth down to her heavy round breasts.
Jessica was bigger on top than Lyric, but Rich thought both of them
looked fabulous as he watched them exchange kisses and caresses.
Their hands moved over their bodies, exploring their breasts, the
curve of their toned stomachs, their hips and, finally, between
their legs.

Jessica was the first one to run her
hand between Lyric’s legs and feel the swell of her pussy under the
slim panties. Rich watched his wife gasp and arch her body upward
to press her pussy against Jess’s cupped hand. He felt the thrill
of it as if it were his own body, and his cock pressed painfully
against his pants until he had to shift in his seat to get more
comfortable.

Now, Jessica moved her body down
Lyric’s, rubbing their bodies together and making Lyric squirm.
When she finally lay between Lyric’s legs, her head poised just
above her panties, she turned her head to look at Rich seated off
to the side. She let her eyes travel over his body and stopped
pointedly at his crotch. And then she licked her lips with her pink
tongue. That was the final straw. Rich groaned loudly and lurched
out of the chair, his clumsy hands working at his belt and his
pants as he watched Jessica’s head swivel back around and her mouth
land hot and wet on his wife’s pussy.

Lyric cried out just as his pants slid
to the floor with his underwear following behind. Jessica had now
worked his wife’s underwear down her body and flung them behind
her, not seeming to notice that they hit Rich in the chest. Then,
she put her mouth back on Lyric’s bare pussy and began to thrust
forward, obviously fucking her with her tongue. Lyric groaned and
writhed on the bed, and Rich watched her hands grip the comforter
tightly.

Rich took his cock in his hand and
began stroking as Jessica’s mouth moved more insistently on his
wife. He watched Jessica’s ass from the side as it swayed back and
forth and up and down as her head moved over Lyric. Her ass was
beautiful, round and definitely more than a handful, but taut. He
watched the muscles flex in her ass cheek and stroked
faster.

Then, she stopped again and sat back,
leaving Lyric writhing on the bed, begging for more. She looked at
Rich and waved him forward, a seductive smile on her face. “Come on
over, big man.”

He moved the few steps to the edge of
the bed and, suddenly, his cock was enveloped by Jessica’s sweet
mouth, the head hitting the back of her throat as she buried her
face in his pubic hair. “Oh, Jesus!” He cried out as she moaned
around his shaft and moved her head back and forth and Rich was in
such an ecstasy of feeling that he didn’t even notice that Lyric
had gotten up as well.

Then he felt his wife’s mouth on his
balls, her face fighting for room. Jessica slid up his shaft enough
and the two of them spent the next few minutes licking and sucking
and kissing his cock and his balls. The feeling of two mouths was
overwhelming and he found himself falling forward onto the
bed.

The girls quickly pulled at him to
bring him onto the bed the rest of the way. Lyric climbed on his
chest, while Jessica stayed between his legs. Both of them began
sucking his cock again, Lyric’s heart-shaped ass waving in his face
as she leaned down to put her mouth on him.

 

Jessica now sat up and moved to
Lyric’s side and pulled her up and off Rich. The two of them rolled
onto the comforter to the side of Rich and began making out again,
with Lyric moving on top of Jessica this time. As she moved between
Jess’s legs and put her mouth on her pussy through the fabric of
her panties, Rich sat up and moved behind her and picked up her
sweet ass from the bed and rubbed at it, making his wife moan
against Jessica’s now uncovered pussy. “Oh God, honey, fuck me,
please fuck me!” She looked briefly behind her, her eyes
pleading.

Rich grabbed her waist and pushed his
hard cock between her pink folds, feeling the wet lips part and
then clench as his cock thrust inside her. “Oh God, oh yes, it
feels so good, so good, baby.” She began slapping her ass back
against him, making her pussy slip back and forth over his
cock.

He started to move faster and Lyric
tried to focus on licking Jess, but soon her head was resting
against Jessica’s thigh and she was panting hard. Jessica slid
carefully out from beneath her and moved behind her to where Rich
was thrusting hard and fast into his wife’s tight pussy, making her
yell and holler with each thrust as she got closer and
closer.

But Jessica stopped him with her hands
on his broad chest, and then she took his cock and slipped it out
of Lyric’s pussy. Leaning down to give him a quick suck, she sat up
and turned her attention to Lyric, pulling her up and positioning
her beneath her, with her head at Jess’ pussy and Jess on all
fours, her ass swaying in the air in front of Rich. Lyric didn’t
waste any time, wrapping her arms around Jessica’s waist and
raising her head to put her mouth on her pussy and her tongue deep
inside her. A small groan escaped Jess’ mouth as she looked at Rich
a final time and then let her head drop onto Lyric’s
pussy.

Rich watched the two women sucking
each other, pulling loud moans and screams from each other, and he
saw Jessica’s ass waving at him. With a silly grin on his face, he
moved behind her and took his cock, wet from their mouths and
Lyric’s pussy, and slid it between her ass cheeks. He moved it up
and down along her crack before pressing it against her very tiny
hole. Her body stilled for an instant before she resumed licking
his wife and in that instant he grabbed her hips hard and thrust
deep, sliding all the way into her resistant little
opening.

She screamed against his wife’s pussy,
her teeth and lips pressing hard against Lyric’s clit as he moved
quickly, fucking her asshole fast and feeling the small opening
relax and let him move deeper. She began moving frantically with
him and his wife’s mouth on her clit made her cry out with the
powerful sensation. In just a few thrusts, or so it seemed to Rich,
Jessica was twisting in his grasp and yelling as her ass clenched
around his cock in a tight undulating grip that brought his own
orgasm to the edge.

Before he could come, Lyric moved out
from underneath Jess, and pulled her friend forward and off Rich.
Then the two of them spun around slipped their faces just
underneath his throbbing cock and he exploded over their upturned
mouths and cheeks and noses and chins. He shuddered violently and
would have dropped forward if the girls hadn’t put their hands on
his thighs and held him up. They moved forward and began to lick
his cock clean of the last drops of cum, sucking on his cock in
turns until he couldn’t handle it anymore and he pushed them back
onto the bed, where he fell between them.

Their loud heavy breathing filled the
room and their chests seemed to heave in unison. Jessica and Lyric
curled up against his sides and ran their hands lightly over his
chest, their fingers brushing each other. Eventually, Jessica sat
up and leaned over Rich to give his wife a kiss on the mouth. Then,
she pulled back and gave Rich a kiss on his stubbly cheek. “Thanks
Rich and Lyric that was wonderful. Rich you really know how to fuck
a girl.” Laughing at Rich’s loss for words, she slid off the bed
and went into the restroom, where they heard the shower start,
water pulsing against the tiles.

Rich closed his eyes, relishing the
feeling of complete relief that enveloped his tired body. Then he
heard Lyric chuckling, and he cracked an eye open to look down at
her. “What?”

“Well,” she said, adjusting herself
onto her side and balancing on her elbow so she could look into his
face, “you were pretty worried that I had planned something
disastrous.”

He began to protest but, as he saw her
smile, he gave it up. “You know your ideas can get a little
crazy.”

She pretended mock offense. “Oh, like
this one wasn’t?”

He shook his head and pulled her down
into his arms. “No, no, honey,” he kissed the top of her head,
“this is the type of crazy I like. This is good crazy.”

“Well, then, I’m glad I didn’t set up
the camera, you might have changed your mind.”

He reviewed the last hour or so and
was able to answer her without hesitation. “Honey, I think I like
your kind of crazy, no matter what it involves.”

“Good, because next week is Mrs.
Feeney’s ninety-second birthday and – “

His arms hugged her close. “Okay, let
me amend that. I like the kind of crazy that involves
sex.”

She giggled. “Well, Mrs. Feeney is
quite attractive for her age. I hear she still has almost all her
own teeth.”

Rich picked his wife up and brought
her mouth to his. “Enough. Thank you for my gift. My
once-in-a-lifetime gift.”

Jessica emerged from the restroom to
find her friends laughing so hard they almost crying. She smiled
and said, “Well I was about to head home, but since we’re all still
having a great time…” She pulled her shirt off, and Lyric
giggled.

“Maybe a whole lot more than once in a
lifetime, baby!”
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“Angela, I want you to hear this.”
Susan Benedict opened the door for her friend and neighbor and led
her into the kitchen where a small TV was playing a talk show
hosted by a famous star. The two women listened as the host
interviewed a prominent doctor who specialized in women’s sexual
health.

“I didn’t even know that could be a
specialty.” Angela snickered. Susan shushed her and they listened
more closely.

The doctor was saying that women were
beginning to feel more adventurous in the bedroom and that that was
a very healthy thing with important ramifications for every aspect
of their lives. “Women who know what they want in the bedroom,” the
doctor intoned in sweet inflections, “know what they want out of
it, as well. That confidence makes being happy an easier
choice.”

Susan turned to Angela and tried to
keep a straight face. “Well, Angela, who would have guessed that
the secret to happiness was being satisfactorily
screwed.”

Angela smiled and nodded. “Oh, it’s
logical. After all, a woman who can command her own orgasm, can
command the world.”

They looked at each other a moment
longer before they burst out laughing. Susan went over and opened
the bottle of wine she had just pulled out of the fridge and poured
the fruity nectar into two chilled glasses. The battle had actually
come from the newly installed wine cellar, her husband, Griffin’s
logical addition to the house in honor of his hobby.

Both Angela and Susan were married to
star plastic surgeons who shared a practice. In sunny southern
California, the vain OC, that was a ticket to vast amounts of
wealth. All the plastic that was swiped in order to make one’s self
more plastic was mind boggling at times, but they didn’t mind
reaping the benefits.

Susan brought Angela her glass and
sighed. “I tell you, it’s crazy how everything has to be about sex
these days. I mean, my God, I haven’t exactly been blown out of the
water in bed, but I don’t walk around the next day thinking that my
life is shit because of it.”

Angela took a sip and shook her head.
“No, no, you’ve got it all wrong. The good doctor was just saying
it was a confidence booster.”

“Like an immunization?”

“Very funny. Really though, I do get a
little of the reasoning behind it. I mean, men have always been
freer sexually and they seem to have a lot more on the ball than
most women.”

Susan smirked. “Oh, they definitely
have something on the balls…their brains.”

Angela laughed. “Yes, well, we know
that’s true. Last night, Jason kept pawing at me and I mean, I had
just had the longest day. I told him to fashion something from his
miracle plastic and have some fun with that.”

Susan guffawed. “Oh, that was very bad
of you, Ange.”

“Oh stop giving me that look. I came
around and we had a nice night. The point is, though, that we’re
not wired to need it the same way a man does and . . .”

“Oh, bull. I love fucking.”

“Susan!”

“What, it’s true. The thing I don’t
get is this connection to some super- human infusion that is
supposed to result from it. I can have a very powerful orgasm, but
it has never made me want to go out and conquer
nations.”

“No, of course not, just department
stores and high-end boutiques.”

“You know, Angela, if you’re going to
insist on being a bitch I may have to do something about it.”
Susan’s smile threatened something fun.

“Oh, I’ve got plenty more for
you.”

“Okay, then, but first one more for a
stiffening of resolve.” Susan poured them each another glass and
they drank them down quickly. Angela waited for Susan to show what
her hidden plot was, but Susan just stood and stared at
her.

Susan was an attractive woman. Tall,
elegant with platinum blond hair and striking blue eyes, her large
breasts were deliciously real. In fact, neither one of them had
ever gone under the knife. Oh, people had accused them of having
had every imaginable procedure, but, in truth, they were
authentically beautiful.

Angela crossed her arms. “What is
going on, Susan?”

“Nothing, I’m just trying to decide
just how daring I want to be today.” With that, she suddenly
grabbed Angela’s hand and dragged her from the kitchen to the
stairs. Walking up them quickly, she turned to the right and headed
for her bedroom. When she pulled Angela in and shut the door behind
her, she felt a wild desire flow through her. Angela was staring at
her with her large smoky grey eyes and her black hair falling in
fashionable choppy waves over her high cheekbones, and Susan
couldn’t stop smiling. Stepping to Angela’s side, she slipped an
arm around her waist and pulled her close. Letting her full red
lipstick covered lips brush her friend’s ear, she whispered, “Let’s
fuck.”

Angela’s mouth just formed a little
“o” of surprise before Susan pressed her mouth onto her and thrust
her tongue inside. She was aroused even more when Angela hummed a
little moan as she kissed her, the vibration of it seeming to
travel straight to her pussy.

Susan had always been fairly
adventurous in the bedroom. It was part of the reason Griffin had
fallen for her. Nothing had seemed too far-fetched for her. Still,
she had never been with a woman and the thought of what they were
about to do was driving her crazier than she had been in a while.
“Come on, off with these.” She reached down and began unbuttoning
Angela’s blouse. When enough of the buttons were opened to allow it
to be pulled off, Susan slipped it up and over Angela’s head. She
went back to kissing her, pressing Angela’s body closer to her,
enjoying the feel of Angela’s relaxing form as it molded itself to
her own.

Susan could feel Angela’s shock fade
as Angela began to kiss back and then wrap her arms around her.
Then, Susan pulled away and dropped her head to the two perfect
mounds still suffering in confinement in their lacy bra. Pulling
down with the fingers of both hands, she freed Angela’s full
breasts and began to lick one nipple and then the other, rapidly,
making them harden into two little bullets. Then, giggling a
little, Susan pulled on Angela’s designer jeans. “Honey, I know we
pay for the perfect fit but, my God, these are an organic part of
you.”

Angela smiled in response and let her
hands trail over her body as they made their way to the button of
her jeans. Slowly, she wiggled and moved her hips and ass, freeing
them bit by bit from the denim. Susan felt her breathing grow
ragged as she saw Angela’s bare ass emerge from their confinement.
She had a beautiful ass, gracefully curving up and jutting out from
her legs. Susan stepped forward and kissed Angela again, cupping
her ass cheeks and feeling how they fit the curve of her
palm.

Susan broke away and
guided the now mostly nude Angela to the large bed she shared with
her husband. As she pushed Angela down onto the soft billowy
comforter, she caught sight of herself in the mirror across the way
on the closet door. Her blond hair was a wild halo about her face
and her lips were slightly parted. She smiled. I look just like some porn star. She
focused her eyes on the beauty on the bed again.

Angela was lying on the bed with her
legs slightly apart and her back arched. Her hands were gripping
the comforter as she moved on the bed, waiting for Susan to make
the next move. Susan looked down at the tiny thong panties and
decided they needed to go, but first she leaned forward and put her
mouth on the mound of Angela’s pussy, which was busy playing
peek-a-boo behind the slim covering of the silk fabric. The moment
her mouth touched the light fabric and she breathed a warm sigh on
her friend’s pussy, Angela cried out and reached for her head to
push her against the sweet cleft. Susan lifted her head, though,
and moved her own body off the bed, making sure that Angela’s
desired-filled eyes were watching her every step of the
way.

Now, Susan did a bit of a strip tease,
slowly removing her designer t-shirt and bra with lingering
movements that made her shudder along with Angela. When she began
to work on slipping her pants off, Angela made a little moan and
reached forward to roughly grab at the waistband and rip them down,
shaking Susan’s body back and forth as she fought the denim down
over hips and legs. Leaning almost halfway off the bed now, Angela
wrapped her arms around Susan’s bare waist and buried her face
between her legs, letting her lips brush against Susan’s sensitive
folds.

Susan couldn’t handle it anymore.
Pulling Angela up, she pressed her back against the bed once more
and pushed her own body down on top of her. Feeling their bodies
slide against each other, Susan felt her desire grow wild and let
her hands travel over Angela’s body as it writhed beneath her.
Then, letting her mouth follow her hands, she moved over Angela’s
body, finally returning to her pussy, still covered by the thong.
Lifting herself slightly, Susan grabbed the thong panties and
yanked them down Angela’s legs. Once they had been flung to the
floor, she slid between Angela’s legs once more and let her mouth
fall hungrily on the bare pussy.

Angela’s body arched off the bed as
she groaned with the intense spasm that ran through her body. Then,
as her body let her relax, she spread her legs wide and pushed her
pussy up into Susan’s face, trying to move the tongue deeper into
her aching hole. Susan obliged, thrusting her tongue deep and hard
until, she let her fingers move to take its place and let her
tongue slide up to Angela’s clit. Moving her fingers furiously in
her friend’s wet cunt, she began licking at her clit in a matching
frenzy that was making Angela squirm as her breath caught with the
overwhelming need to come.

Susan could tell her friend was not
far from coming, and she forced herself to pull away. Angela moaned
and tried to reach for her, but she stayed out of her friend’s
reach long enough to turn her body and position her own dripping
pussy over her friend’s panting mouth. Now, mashing her sweet
quivering slit onto Angela’s face, she returned to her friend’s
pussy, licking her clit and fingering her hard until finally, she
felt Angela jump underneath her and felt her mouth groan against
her own pussy. Sitting up, she kept her fingers moving on Angela’s
clit while pressing down on her face, making her friend suck and
lick her as she slid her pussy over her nose and mouth and
chin.

It was just as she began feeling the
first spasms of her orgasm roll through her that she heard the
familiar voice. “What the hell, Susan?”

Susan jumped and slid away from
Angela’s mouth and both women turned glazed expressions toward the
doorway where Susan’s husband, Griffin, stood in his designer three
piece suit and a shocked expression on his face. “Is this, Susan,
is this what . . .”

Susan jumped up from the bed, her legs
still weak from the powerful orgasm that was still sending twinges
from her clit to her fingers and toes and all points between. “No,
God no, honey, we just, there was this doctor and we were just . .
.” Susan forced herself to stop and start again. “You know, babe,”
she moved closer to her husband and put her hands on his pants,
beginning to slowly undo them, “we’ve talked before about having
another person with us.” She had unzipped his pants now and was
pulling them down.

Suddenly, Angela had joined them, not
making any effort to cover herself. “Griff, I’m ready and willing,”
she leaned forward to put her hands on his chest and give him a
quick kiss, her dark hair brushing his cheek, “just as long as we
don’t tell Jason.” With that, she fell with Susan to her knees and
they both put their mouths on his cock, which Susan had just freed
from the restraints of his boxers.

Griffin groaned and put his hands on
each woman’s head, guiding their mouths onto his cock one after
another. Then, Susan, standing up as Angela kept her mouth busy,
took off the rest of Griffin’s clothing and let it drop to the
floor. Finally, reaching a hand down to Angela, the two women led
Susan’s husband to the bed and pushed him onto the covers. Both of
them went back to attacking his cock, licking and sucking his shaft
and his balls together, their moans and hungry groans blending
together.

Then, Griffin grabbed Angela and
pulled her down beside him on the bed. Taking Susan, he put her on
top of Angela and ran his hand down the smooth curve of her spine
down to her ass. “Ah, Susan, I’ve always loved your ass.” He
spanked her hard and she jumped and moved against Angela underneath
her. Griffin moved behind them now and ran his hands along the legs
of both women then, without warning, he thrust deep into Angela’s
pussy, pressing his body against Susan’s on top with each thrust
into his partner’s wife.

Susan began to kiss Angela as her
hands squeezed and caressed her bouncing breasts. Angela was trying
to move beneath her, trying to lift her hips up to meet each of
Griffin’s thrusts. Just as she began to shudder and cry out with
the orgasm that hit her hard and suddenly, Griffin pulled out of
Angela and pushed hard into his wife. Susan gasped as she felt her
husband’s powerful thrust, and also felt Angela’s body writhing
under her. Soon, her moans were joining her friend’s as she felt
her body tense and she came.

Now, her husband pulled out and turned
both girls on to their backs on the bed. Moving up between them, he
put a hand under each of their heads and brought their mouths to
his throbbing cock, plunging into Susan’s mouth first and then
Angela’s until, with a huge groan, he came and spurted all over
their waiting mouths, letting them suck him in turns as his cock
pulsed with the aftershocks of his orgasm.

Collapsing between the two women, he
finally turned to Susan and gave her a look full of questions. She
sighed and shook her head. Angela had gotten up from the bed and
had begun to dress, seemingly unconcerned about the episode. “Sue,
what the hell were you thinking?”

“Well, I was thinking that you have
just enjoyed yourself a whole lot and wouldn’t you like to do so
again? So, mum’s the word.”

Griffin turned to Angela, who was now
dressed except for her shoes. “And what is your take on
this?”

Angela gave a long level look in
Susan’s direction. “I’m thinking that I’m going to go out and
conquer a few nations.”

Susan smiled. “Or maybe just a few
small boutiques.”

The two women laughed. Griffin watched
them for a moment before deciding that he was not going to argue
with this new turn of events. Although, he felt that his partner
might not be as upset as his wife thought he would be. Jason and he
had discussed wife-swapping many times. Maybe he should give Jason
a call and restart the conversation, just hypothetically, of
course. His own smile appeared as he considered the
possibilities.
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It had been a while since
Risa and Laura had spent much time
together, but Risa felt it was definitely time to give her friend a
call. Actually, she could probably walk to Laura’s house since she
lived only around the block, but it was faster to give her a ring
and then come over ready for some fun.

As Risa got settled with her coffee
and the phone, she thought over the years that she and Laura had
been close friends. A lot of people had thought them sisters, the
way they were always chained at the hip from the moment they met in
sixth grade. Their moms had become friends first and had pushed the
two girls together, thinking it would do them some good to have a
friend that would understand what it was like to go through the
world without a father. For Risa, it had been the death of her
father when she was nine that had changed her world and made her
feel so isolated and different. Of course, it hadn’t helped that
her mom had moved them seven times in the next two years, but
losing her dad had been the real blow. Laura, on the other hand,
still technically had a dad, but he had abandoned his family when
Laura was just three and so, she also had no real memory of life
with a father around.

Their moms had been right and the two
girls had formed a deep bond. Now in their late twenties, they
still spent a large amount of time together. Risa had recently
become engaged, but she was still holding onto the small two
bedroom house she had rented when Laura had moved into hers just
around the corner. They had never been very far away from each
other and Risa wasn’t sure what she would do if Greg insisted that
they live somewhere else. For now, though, she and Laura had the
time to spend and Risa wanted to make sure it was spent together as
much as possible.

She dialed and after just two rings, a
sunny voice picked up on the other end. “Well, it’s about time. I
was beginning to think you had eloped and forgotten all about
me.”

Risa laughed. “No way, Greg knows I’d
probably kill him if he tried a stunt like that. I’m not going
anywhere without you.”

Laura’s tone got serious. “Rees,
that’s a nice gesture, but this is your life now. You need to be
with Greg. Anyway, Chris might decide to move his ass and ask me to
marry him, you never know.”

Risa frowned. The likelihood of Chris
Harmon actually committing to anything was a novel idea. Risa let
the thought go. She wasn’t going to start something in that
direction. “Well, I called because I was feeling a real need for
one of our nights. You know, just to relax and chat and get this
whole wedding planning crap off my back for a while.”

Laura’s voice picked up a notch. “Oh
God, I was thinking the same thing. Things at work and school have
just become so hectic and I was missing my best bud.”

“I know, a week is much too long for
us to not see each other.”

So, later that night, after checking
in with her traveling fiancé, Risa gathered her things and made her
way to Laura’s place. They lived in a smaller community in the
Midwest and it was older housing, but it had been a blessing for
the two ladies who couldn’t stand to think of life apart from each
other. They both attended the local college, but Laura was on a
much more aggressive plan, being the more career minded of the two.
Now, to think she was soon to be married, well, Risa couldn’t
imagine it. She was happy to be walking up the drive to her
friend’s house tonight, ready to share their moment before anything
outside intruded.

Laura answered the door before she had
even finished knocking. Risa smiled. Laura was already set for
their evening together. She was dressed in only a pink terry cloth
robe that covered her from her chin to her ankles. Her lovely
golden hair was falling loose in waves over her shoulders and down
her back and her big hazel eyes, which seemed at times to blend in
with her hair, was sparkling with mischief. “Howdy,
stranger.”

Risa stepped in and grabbed Laura’s
hand and pulled her into a big hug. She felt the toned body of her
friend underneath the robe and felt a little jealous. Her own body
was beautiful but a little curvier. She always said that ice cream
was her fifth food group. “Howdy and hey.” It was an old greeting
from when they were into westerns after seeing an old Clint
Eastwood movie. “I brought a little something special.” Risa lifted
a bottle of scented bath oil out of her bag.

Laura grinned and took the bottle.
“Oooh, lilac and hyacinth. Tres chic. Come on, let’s get this show
on the road.”

Laura didn’t have to lead Risa to
their destination, she’d been there many times before. Soon after
they had met as girls, they had both fallen victim to chicken pox.
The girls had begged to be allowed to convalesce together, and so
Risa’s mom had volunteered to let Laura stay in Risa’s room for the
next week while they battled the rotten bumps. During this time,
they had started to take baths together in the large spa tub in her
mom’s bathroom. It had been a strangely relaxing and fun time for
the girls and it was something that, even after their recovery,
they continued to do every time there was a sleepover at one of
their houses, which was fairly often. Of course, when they had
become older, they had only done so when their mothers weren’t
around. It had made it seem even more special and solely their own
time. It had never been anything more than innocent rehashing of
memories, but they knew that it might seem weird to others, so they
had kept quiet about it. Even now, Risa’s fiancé and Laura’s
erstwhile boyfriend had no idea about their shared
baths.

Risa saw that Laura had already
started the bath water and watched her friend add the bath oil that
she had brought. The smell instantly permeated the room and Risa
sighed as she began undressing. She began tying up her long
straight glossy black hair, but decided to let it flow free like
her friend’s, instead. The two ladies slowly slipped into the large
tub and sighed together in perfect harmony, closing their eyes as
they let the warmth envelope them in their private
oasis.

Laura sat up, suddenly, though, and
splashed some warm water in Risa’s direction. “You fink, this is
going to end soon and it’s all your fault.”

There was a tone to Laura’s voice that
made Risa sit up and reach for her. “What are you talking about? I
plan to stay in town. Greg knows that.”

Laura shook her head, but scooted
closer to her friend. “Oh, I know, but do you really think that
he’ll let you come over for bath time once you two are
married?”

Risa frowned. “I don’t plan on letting
him know every minute detail of what I do when my friend and I are
enjoying time together. Laura, I’m not going anywhere.”

Laura shrugged. “Well, don’t worry
about it. Hey, I wanted to show you the wonderful new device I got
to deal with Chris’ neglect.”

Risa looked at her. “What does that
mean? Is Chris being a cheating dick again? I swear, Laura, you
need to dump his ass.”

Again, Laura shrugged and her
shoulders lifting from the water glistened with a wet sheen. “I
don’t mind. He’s only around as much as I want him around. Anyway,
I have my toys, and I swear they’re better in bed than he
is.”

Risa giggled. Laura had always been
much more adventurous than she had ever been. Laura often told her
about her various sex toys. Truthfully, she probably talked about
them more than any boy that had ever been in her life.

Laura jumped up from the tub and water
went cascading down over her lean, athletic body. For a brief
moment, Risa felt a twinge between her legs but shook it off as a
crazy side effect of talking about Laura’s toys. She watched her
friend get out of the bath and walk gingerly on wet feet out of the
bathroom and into the bedroom. In a moment, she returned with
something waving in her hand. She climbed back into the tub and
held it out for Risa to inspect.

“It’s a vibrator that works
underwater.” Laura looked briefly at Risa’s face when she said
this, trying to gauge her reaction.

Risa looked at the long thick
cock-shaped object in Laura’s hand and felt another twinge, and
maybe even a little wetness between her legs. In the bath, it was
hard to tell. Laura pushed it at her. “Come on, hold
it.”

Risa held her palms out and shook her
head no. Laura laughed and leaned forward, touching Risa with the
now turned on vibrator. For the next few minutes, they wrestled in
the water, sloshing waves on the floor as they laughed and pushed
the toy between them. Then Laura, who had gotten on her knees to
menace Risa more effectively, fell forward on top of her instead
and caught the vibrator between their now touching
breasts.

Laura didn’t even hesitate as their
naked bodies slid against each other. She leaned in further and
kissed Risa deeply, pressing her body even closer. Risa tensed at
first and then felt such an overwhelming desire flood her body that
she found herself pushing up against her friend’s naked body,
moaning.

Laura broke away from their kiss and
slipped down further in the tub to let her mouth take in one of
Risa’s nipples. Risa shivered in the warm water as she felt her
friend’s tongue stroke her nipple, playing with the sensitive flesh
and making Risa moan even louder. As Laura switched to her other
nipple, her hand trailed down under the water and between Risa’s
legs, her fingers urgently prodding at her quivering folds and
slipping inside them.

The moment Risa felt Laura’s fingers
begin to move inside her pussy, she grabbed her friend to her and
ran her hands roughly down her back. Laura continued to thrust,
moving her fingers in hard little side-to-side motions that, when
they found her most sensitive spot, made her body instantly tense
and spasm as she came hard, her pussy clenching her friend’s
fingers.

Laura slowly pulled her fingers from
Risa’s pussy and brought her other hand, the one holding the
vibrator, down between Risa’s legs. As waves of sensation rolled
through her body, Risa nearly screamed when Laura pushed the large
vibrator deep in her clenching hole and began thrusting with hard
rhythmic thrusts. Her orgasm roared back and gripped her body even
harder, making her thrash in the water, which emptied even more of
it onto the floor. When she couldn’t handle it anymore, she finally
jerked upward and reached a hand down to Laura’s, stopping her
thrusting with a weak gesture. “Please, oh God, please, I can’t . .
.”

“Then go ahead and fuck me.” Laura sat
back in the tub and put her legs over the sides, thrusting her ass
up and pushing her pussy to the top of the water.

The sight of Laura’s beautiful pink
folds, open and waiting, made Risa shudder as another orgasmic
shock ran through her. She had the vibrator in her hand, but she
wanted, more than anything, to taste those sweet lips and the tiny
little bud above them. Leaning down, her body submerging in the
water, except for her nice round ass and her shapely lower legs,
she buried her face in her friend’s waiting pussy.

She had never been with a woman
sexually before and she never would have thought that Laura would
be the one she’d try something like this with, but as her tongue
worked inside her friend’s sweetness, she had to wonder why they
had never done this before. Laura moaned and moved beneath her and
Risa groaned in response as she pushed her mouth harder onto her
friend’s slit. Finally, she remembered the toy in her hand and,
while focusing her tongue on the sensitive clit of her friend, she
plunged it into her waiting hole and began thrusting with fast,
deep strokes, moving it around in search of Laura’s special
spot.

Laura began thrusting her hips up
frantically, pushing against Risa’s mouth and making water splash
wildly around them. Her movements became more rapid and erratic,
until, screaming loudly as her body tensed and her legs closed
together in a stiff spasm, she came. Her body relaxed and slipped
into the tub, her legs splashing down around Risa as she continued
to fuck her friend with the vibrator. Finally, Laura begged her to
stop, her breath hitching and her body twisting with the
overpowering sensations.

Risa, breathing hard, pulled the toy
slowly from her friend’s clenching pussy and laid it gently on the
floor beside the tub. Then, slipping beside her friend, she took
Laura’s still shaking body in her arms and held her close,
stretching out alongside her and feeling her shivering nakedness
rub against her own bare body. New tremors rose and fell between
her legs and radiating outward as her body responded to Laura’s
trembling. Briefly, their sensitive pussies brushed against each
other and both ladies moaned and sighed, feeling an electric jolt
at the touch.

Finally, after closing their eyes and
letting their bodies settle down, the ladies fell into a light
sleep in each other’s arms. Suddenly jumping awake as the chill of
the cooling water registered in her pulsing body, Risa shifted and
Laura sat up with her. Slowly, without saying a word, they stepped
from the tub and grabbed towels. Laura began drying her own body,
but then stepped over to Risa and began delicately patting her
friend dry. The soft touches sent fresh tremors through Risa and
she turned and returned the favor. With small smiles, they both
went into the bedroom to get dressed.

Later, as they sat on Laura’s bed with
steaming cups of their favorite tea, Risa looked at her friend and
smiled as she raised her mug in the air. “Here’s to lifelong
friends that have much longer to go.”

Laura turned to look at her best
friend, her most important companion. She raised her mug and
carefully clinked it against Risa’s. “And here’s to new pleasures
and new adventures with old friends.”

They each took a sip and then Risa
spoke again. “Laura, I have to know.”

“Mmm, what?”

“Did you plan this, I mean, was this
something you always wanted to do?”

Laura shrugged and put her mug down on
the nightstand and then turned on her side to face Risa. The robe
she was wearing opened enough to let Risa see the familiar round
breasts as they rested against each other within the terry cloth.
Risa forced herself to look at her friend’s face.

Laura smiled and took her hand. “Let’s
just say that I wanted to give you a going away present while I
still could.”

Risa hugged her friend close, feeling
the familiar body as it sent strange new desires through hers.
“It’s not a going away present because I’m not going anywhere. How
could I leave all this behind.” She gave a light squeeze to Laura’s
ass.

Laura jumped a little and then
snuggled closer. “Well, I guess I can tolerate being the side
dish.”

Risa shook her head. “You, my friend,
are the main course. Nothing will change that.”

Laura nodded and answered in a throaty
voice. “Then, let’s eat.”
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