
        
            
                
            
        

    
Licking Lesbians:

Five Explicit First Lesbian Sex Erotica Stories

by

Ellie North, Lora Lane, Kaylee Jones,

Sofia Miller, and Riley Davis

All Rights Reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced in any form or by any means, including scanning, photocopying, or otherwise without prior written permission of the copyright holder. Copyright © 2016 DigiSmith Press

FREE GIFT!

Click here to sign up for our newsletter

and get a free Erotica Audio book!


Table of Contents
 

1. My Notebook of Revenge: Lesbian Revenge Sex with My Ex's Girlfriend by Ellie North

2. Frankie The I.T. Girl: Hot First Time Lesbian Sex at the Office by Lora Lane

3. Office Party with a Twist: Lesbian Sex with the Boss by Kaylee Jones

4. My Doctor's Skilled Hands: First Time Lesbian Bondage by Sofia Miller

5. Not Just Another Wedding: Lesbian Seduction at my Best Friend’s Wedding by Riley Davis


1. My Notebook of Revenge: Lesbian Revenge Sex with My Ex's Girlfriend by Ellie North

Miranda is having a bad day. Her (ex)husband Keith, eternal asshole, roasts her in court in order to cheat her out of the money she is owed from their marriage. Meanwhile, he flaunts his gorgeous new girlfriend, Camille, in front of her like a trophy. Miranda had hoped that Keith would change his mind, but her time in front of the bench only serves to drown that hope like she drowns her sorrows that evening. But when Camille shows up at her door, late at night, Miranda can’t figure out what this goddess could possibly want from her. After all - what could Miranda have to give that Keith hadn’t already taken?

I gazed at myself in the mirror, my hands planted firmly on the marble countertop. My auburn hair was drawn into an austere bun at the back of my head, and I had ensured that my eyebrows were perfectly shaped, my makeup perfectly applied; I could find no fault in my appearance. Then why did I feel so vulnerable?

Get it together, Miranda.

I cursed, reaching into my bag for a tube of lipstick. I had already applied it liberally only half an hour before, but it never hurt to apply more war paint. Then, I smoothed out the one or two tiny creases in my dress, and prepared to walk out on shaky legs. I was glad I had worn heels, needing the height, but the unsteadiness they caused was certainly a drawback.

The door to the bathroom swung open just as I approached it, nearly hitting me in the face. I flailed backwards, managing to stay upright after a couple moments of swinging my arms wildly.

“I’m so sorry,” the intruder said.

I looked up to meet sea green eyes. It was her.

“That’s okay,” I said, plastering on a fake smile. “You just startled me, is all.”

I watched my husband’s—ex-husband’s, I supposed—new girlfriend sidle up to the mirror. She was everything I had always wished to be, and I hated my husband—ex-husband—for rubbing it in my face constantly that he had upgraded.

And what an upgrade. Camille was tall, very tall. I supposed she must have been at least six feet without heels. In heels? She was practically a skyscraper when compared to my measly five foot six. Those long, tan legs stretched for days. I, being of Irish descent, couldn’t hope for a tan if I sat outside in the Bahamas all summer long. Camille’s features were sharp yet feminine, and her blonde hair looked perpetually sun-kissed. That was one thing I wouldn’t trade, though—my own hair. Keith may have gotten a leggy model with beautiful, pouty lips, but I would always have my fiery mane.

I made an attempt for the door again.

“Miranda,” Camille called from behind her.

I spun on my toes, fixing Camille with a questioning look.

“You look really great.” She smiled. “You’re going to do great out there.”

What kind of psychological warfare is this? I thought. Is she trying to undermine my confidence?

Camille looked so genuine though; her mouth grinned, but not in the way I had seen in her photo shoots. It was reassuring, kind.

I nodded to the taller girl, pursing my lips together in what I hoped was a smile. I ducked out of the bathroom and proceeded down the hall, feet complaining the whole way.

When I reached Courtroom B I paused, trying to decide whether it was worth going through with it. I could always disappear, I mused—cut my losses and vanish forever.

I sighed. It didn’t matter how far I ran; Keith would always find me. There was nothing that would get between that man and this divorce.

I entered the room with my head held high, trying desperately not to slip on the tile floor. I walked with purpose, with poise, straight past the rows of my former friends and relatives, all the way to the front of the room. I went to the table where my lawyer stood, nervously shuffling papers.

That’s not a good sign…

The beady-eyed man looked at me from behind his thick spectacles.

“Ah, Melissa,” he greeted. “How are the children?”

I glared at him.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I said flatly.

The man looked down again, reshuffling, and pulled another folder out from his files.

“Ah!” he exclaimed happily. “Miranda, not Melissa. Sorry for the mix-up.” He smiled jovially at me, seemingly presuming that all was well. “All these ‘M’ names. And you’re all getting divorced! I’m sure you can see how a mistake like that could happen.” 
I ignored him, taking the moment instead to ask God for a little bit of courage. I wasn’t a religious woman by any token, but it seemed, at that moment, that a potentially fictional deity was more likely to help me out in that room than my bumbling fool of a lawyer was.

I shot a glare at my husband. Ex-husband. He had been the one to insist on taking care of my lawyer for the proceedings.

“It’s not fair,” he had said, “that I get to hire the best lawyer that money can buy, but you’re forced to use a state-funded attorney because you don’t have any of your own money.”

I would have been better off at Legal Aid. I had accepted it, though, at the time. I had also chosen not to mention that I used to have money. The inheritance I received from my parents’ death, unfortunately, had been somehow ‘lost’ with his other investments in the Crash in 2008. I had never invested it.

Why not mention it then? Why allow him to walk all over me? I had asked myself these questions many times in the recent months. The answers were as silly as the questions were obvious. At first, it was the hope that he would change his mind. I had always been full of hope. Then, when that ran out, it was wishful thinking that kept me going; the kind of wishful thinking that would see him take pity on me, allow me some sort of recompense for my years of service at his side.

The fact that my lawyer had revealed himself to be a bumbling fool, right around the time that it became too late for me to find another lawyer, had already stoned those particular dreams. Keith has been so kind the entire time. Well, as kind as one can be when leaving one’s wife.

“It’s for the best,” he had said. “You have so many dreams. I don’t want to hold you back. And I have my dreams too.” More importantly, he had said, “I will always love you.”

I had been so stupid to believe him—to think for even one second that he had been interested in doing anything for anyone other than himself. That’s what happens when you’re in love, though. You hear what you want to hear, and you believe what you want to believe, regardless of what evidence lies in front of you.

That realization had hit me hard the first time my lawyer had screwed up. It had just been a small paperwork issue, but all the same I was damned sure that Keith’s lawyer wouldn’t have made the mistake. It was then I first knew that Keith was out for me, and what had started as a simple dividing of assets had turned into a full-blown attack on my character and constitution. Keith was out for blood.

Across the aisle, he smiled at me; it appeared sweet, but I knew it was a thinly veiled smirk. He looked so handsome in his tailored suit, tall and regal, even in the small courtroom. His salt and pepper hair showed his age, but he had always looked so young. He had been mine, and when he wanted to move on he was conscious of the fact that he had lost the other thing that had been mine—my inheritance. He was there to make sure that I would never see a dime of it.

I glanced backwards as the doors opened, admitting Camille just before the judge took his seat. She hurried along the aisle and Keith glared at her, furious that she was late.

I smiled. After all, you had to take the victories where you could.

Camille shifted along the row of benches behind Keith, finally choosing a spot close to where he sat. Her face was drawn; she looked decidedly unhappy to be there.

That didn’t surprise me. After all, how much fun could it be catching a glimpse of your future? What bothered me most was that I could have seen this coming, too, if I had been smart. After all, hadn’t I been in the exact same situation only five years ago? How stupid I had been, how young. I wanted to reach out to Camille and urge her to run. I couldn’t hate her, though lord knows I had tried. It was impossible to hate someone when you had once been in her shoes.

I remembered exactly how sweet the forbidden fruit had tasted when Keith first seduced me. I remembered his divorce proceedings with his first wife. I remembered how he had left her penniless. More than anything, I remembered how that woman had stared at me with hollow eyes. I remembered feeling guilty but not judged, like she was too world weary to hand me the torch of blame. Now I was in a similar position.

Keith, of course, was careful to cover his tracks while he was still in a relationship. I had no solid evidence that he was with Camille while we were together, just like Cassandra had had no evidence of our lunchtime trysts and late night texts. It wasn’t until a few months after our separation that he went public with her. He was smart like that, always cautious of the law. I should’ve known better than to marry a psychopath.

The proceedings went exactly as I had known they would, deep inside, from the moment he told me that he wanted something else. To the last, I had hoped. If wishes were horses, beggars would ride.

I got almost nothing. I was lucky to leave with the designer clothes on my back. I watched solemnly as his lawyer systematically destroyed every claim I had to the remnants of our life together, destroyed my credibility in front of ex-friends, ex-family, and my ex-husband. I walked out with my head high though–knowing that despite what it felt like then, my life wasn’t over. I was only twenty-six after all. I was too young to be divorced, in my mind, but also too young to give up all hope.

I spared a glance at the peanut gallery as I left. Camille had the oddest expression on her face, one that I doubt Cassandra had seen from me when she left after her day was over. It was more than just pity, and it certainly wasn’t relief. I don’t know how to explain it, exactly, but she looked at me like a resolved sister. I felt silly for it, believing that my dreams were getting the better of me once more, but she didn’t look like a woman who had just won the right to be with the man she loved. She looked like a woman who had just climbed to the top of a mountain, and was preparing for a steep and rigorous descent.

***

I was drunk. After all, what better way to celebrate your anti-nuptials?

I staggered into the living room of the crappy apartment I had been renting for the past year, pizza box in one hand, and bottle of wine in the other. Why bother with a glass? I collapsed onto the couch, feeling something hard and rectangular beneath me. I rolled to the side and pulled out my notebook.

Ah yes, I mused, my notebook of revenge.

I grinned evilly, remembering the night my best friend and I had crafted a hilarious (and quite cathartic) list of all the things I could do to get back at my husband. Ex-husband.

Not that I’m in a position to actually follow through with any of it.

A knock on the door pulled me out of my drunken reverie. I looked at the pizza box in my hand. I wondered if perhaps I had ordered more by mistake.

“Just a minute!” I slurred, finding a spot on my coffee table for my food, notebook, and wine. I checked to make sure I was wearing pants and then stumbled to the door. I opened the door and leaned against it, swaying back and forth slightly.

“Oh dear,” Camille observed. 
My face immediately turned beet red. Here was this siren, dressed casually but tastefully in a pair of dark skinny jeans and a mauve blouse, and I was wearing pajama shorts and a t-shirt stained with pizza.

“Wha—what are you doing here?” I sputtered. The door swung towards her as I failed to remember to stand up straight.

She put out an arm to steady it, grimacing. “I came to talk,” she explained. “I would come back at a better time but there isn’t really one.” 
Intrigued, I did my best, drunk version of a welcoming gesture and leaned back to allow the door and I to swing inwards.

Camille chuckled and entered, slinking past me gracefully. I closed the door behind her.

She sat on the couch, and I couldn’t help but notice that her dignified presence actually seemed to class up my apartment a bit. And damn, she looked good. I had never been with a girl, besides the typical college make-outs one would expect of the nerdy girl in high school who suddenly got hot before college, but in that moment I found myself wondering how her lips tasted. I shook my head in an attempt to clear it.

She ignored my strange behavior, instead patting the spot on the couch next to her. I obliged, enjoying the sensation of her denim jeans on my bare thigh a little bit too much.

“I’m going to be succinct because I don’t have the time to be messing around.” She fixed me with a hard stare, her eyes green and unyielding. Even in the shitty lighting of my apartment she looked good. “Do you hate Keith?”

I didn’t know what to say. “I…” I looked down at my lap. “I hate what he did to me.” That seemed like the best answer.

“Okay, perhaps I should be more direct—do you want him to pay for it.”

I reeled back, suspicious. “Is this a trick?” I accused. “What are you trying to achieve here? What else could that bastard possibly want from me?”

I went to grab at my wine, suddenly feeling anxious for a drink, but Camille grabbed it from my hand.

“Miranda, honey, I need you to sober up by tomorrow, and if you drink through the night that’s not in the cards for me.”

My brow furrowed. “Camille, just tell me what’s going on.”

She sighed, rubbing her temples. “Here’s the deal, Miranda.” She looked up at me again, placing her hands on either side of my face to look me squarely in the eye. “Your ex-husband, my current boyfriend, fucked you over, just like he fucked over my mom. Let that sink in for a moment.”

I let it sink in.

“Nod if you’re understanding me so far,” she continued.

I nodded.

“Keith is a piece of shit and I have just ruined him. He’ll be going down for insider trading within the week. I also procured a hefty sum of money that my mother and I want to share with you. If you accept my offer though, we need to leave.”

I stared at her. I gulped.

“When do we need to leave?”

Should I have been questioning her more? Probably. Did I care at that point? Absolutely not. I had lost everything. My parents were long dead, I had no siblings, and I had given up my career to be Keith’s perfect wife.

Camille smirked at me. “I wanted to leave tonight but we can wait until the morning. Keith’s gone until midday tomorrow but he won’t find out what I did until at least tomorrow night. We’ll be halfway to Mexico by then.” 
“Mexico?” I said groggily, the last batch of wine I had drunk slowly settling in. “Shit, are we like Thelma and Louise’ing it outta here?”

“A little something like that,” she said, smirking. “Now let’s get you to bed, we’ve got a long day tomorrow.” 
I murmured something incomprehensible as she hoisted me up off of the sofa, allowing her to lead me to my bedroom. She didn’t comment on the mess—god bless her. Instead, she tucked me in sweetly and asked where she could find the spare blankets and pillows. I slurred out their location and she got up to leave.

“Camille, one more thing!” I cried after her. She stopped by the doorway, leaning against it with her arms crossed, a mischievous smile gracing those full lips. “Why help me? Why not just disappear? Why take the risk?” 
“Like I said, Miranda,” she said, “he did this to my mother too. She gave me up for adoption when she was a teenager, and I only found her a couple of years ago. It was the hardest thing she ever had to do, she told me. Giving me up, that is. But you know what she said was almost as hard?” 
“What?”

“Watching Keith’s wheel of psychosis take another turn with you.”

I didn’t know what to say to that; it was probably the nicest thing anybody had ever said to me—and meant it, at least. Keith had said his fair share of bullshit sweet-nothings.

“Good night, Camille.” I decided that would have to convey my sentiment for now, until I was sober enough to thank her properly. 
“Good night, Miranda.”

When I awoke it was clearly early morning. So early, in fact, that the winter sun had not yet risen above the horizon. Damn, though, was I ever thirsty.

I hobbled up into a standing position, beginning my slow journey across the room. Although tired, I couldn’t say that I felt particularly hung over. That was a relief. I made my way into the kitchen, downing three glasses of water greedily once I got there. I filled the glass again and turned to retreat back to my room.

It was then that I saw Camille, lying on the couch with reading glasses perched on her nose. Like a tidal wave, memories from the night before hit me in succession.

Shit, I realized. It wasn’t all some freaky dream.

Camille dropped her head to the side to look over at me, smirking as she did so. It was only then that I noticed what she was reading.

“Don’t read that!” I said, pouncing forward. I tried to pluck the notebook from her hand but she was much faster than me. She stood on the couch and held it away from me. Even when I got up on the couch next to her, trying to scramble up her lanky form, I still was unable to reach it. “That’s personal!” 
“You have a wicked imagination,” she teased. “I particularly enjoyed idea number three.” 
I blanched. “You made it that far?”

“It was only third on the list, babycakes,” she snickered. “Oh, don’t be so embarrassed. I’m sure we’ve all made a list of ways to get back at our ex at some point or another.”

“Camille,” I whined, “give it back!”

She dropped me. When I say that, I don’t mean she was carrying me and she put me down. I mean that she kicked my leg from underneath me, causing me to fall back on the pillowy couch like a sack of potatoes.

She didn’t waste a moment. Clambering on top of me, she pinned me down while she read from my list. I was almost too embarrassed to listen.

“Idea number one,” she read. “Cut his break lines.” She smirked down at me, her face only inches from mine. “I like that you’ve added a little side note: could possibly go to jail—maybe not.”

I groaned in frustration, unable to move. She was slight, but damn was she strong. Pressed against her as I was, my senses were pervaded by the smell of coconut and hibiscus. She smelled heavenly.

“Idea number two,” she continued. “Order a bunch of pizzas to his house, extra anchovies.” She chortled. “I like that he had the anchovy rant with you, too.”

I scrambled against her, not wanting to listen to the third item. She held me stronger.

“And finally,” she said, grinning wickedly. “Idea number three: fuck his girlfriend.”

I was suddenly conscious of our closeness, and her intense eyes on mine. “I...I was drunk,” I stammered. “So very drunk.”

“Are you sure?” she asked. Her voice was low, suddenly sultry. She looked down at me through half-lidded eyes, and I felt heat pool between my thighs. 
“Yes?” I squeaked.

“It would be an awfully good way to get back at him,” she drawled. “Don’t you think?” She let go of my wrists, running her hands slowly down my arms, then further down my side. I was only wearing a t-shirt and pajama shorts, and felt suddenly self-conscious about how pert my nipples had become.

“I’m…not…” I tried to say, but the sensation of her hand gliding across the skin of my hip, where my t-shirt didn’t cover, cut me off.

“What was that?” she asked.

Her face hovered mere centimeters from mine. She dragged her hand lazily back up my side, her fingernails lightly scratching my exposed skin once more. I shivered.

“You’ll have to speak up darling,” she whispered seductively. She bent to my ear. “Do you think it would be a good way to get back at that smug prick?”

Her lips just barely grazed my earlobe when she spoke, her voice no more than a sultry breath. I could feel her fingertips on my hip, sliding up my shirt inch-by-inch, leaving goose bumps in their wake.

“Yes…” I moaned, unable to contain myself.

Camille drew back from my ear, fixing me once more with that sultry stare. “I thought you’d never ask.” 
She dipped her head, crashing her lips against mine. I felt her weight adjust on top of me as she settled down. Her sizable breasts pressed against mine, and she slid her denim-clothed knee between my legs. Her tongue licked at my lips and I opened my mouth, which she probed greedily.

A shudder ran through me then, as one of Camille’s hands slid up under my shirt to capture my breast. She ran her fingers over my erect nipples, teasing them. As she did this she ground her leg into my crotch, eliciting another moan from me.

“Do you like that?” she asked breathily. 
“Yes…” I hissed as she ground her knee into me again. I could feel myself getting wet, and I rode her knee in wild abandon as we kissed.

She stretched upwards for a moment, removing her tank top to reveal a lacy black bra. I admired the smooth plane of her belly, the roundness of her tits as they spilled over the top of the cups. She reached down to pull my shirt off of me, and as my breasts spilled out she smiled like the cat that got the cream.

Camille bent her head down and captured one of my nipples in her mouth, sucking and nipping on it. I looked down to see her staring up at me, that same smile still etched onto her face. She moved to my other breast, reaching her hand down the top of my shorts. When she grazed my slit with her fingers I arched my back, and she clamped down her teeth gently on my exposed nipple.

Electricity shot through me. Then she slid a finger in. Her deft fingers probed me, teasing my entrance while also rubbing across the nub of my clit.

I moaned again.

Camille moved her face back to mine, bringing me in for another passionate kiss, as she thrust a finger inside of me. She worked on my clit at the same time as she thrust, and I could have sworn her hands were magic. I felt an orgasm building, but she pulled away before I could finish.

I looked at her quizzically, but she just stood quickly and discarded the rest of her clothes. Her breasts jiggled as she released them from their confines, and then she slid her jeans down those long, tanned legs. When she was finished stripping, she crouched down and pulled my shorts off of me. Then, she pressed me back into the cushions of the couch, lifted my legs in the air, and settled down between my thighs.

She didn’t start slow, as I had expected. She devoured me hungrily, like she was starving and the honey between my legs was sustenance. She licked up and down my slit, occasionally plunging her tongue inside of me, as she stared into my eyes to gauge my pleasure. I dipped my head back and let out a loud moan; I had never had such amazing head before. It was like she knew exactly where I wanted to be touched, when I wanted to be touched.

She began to focus on my clit, licking and suckling on the little nub of pleasure in a way that caused my orgasm to build again. When she stuck a finger inside of me I nearly lost it. My breathing was ragged as she thrust one, then two fingers, in and out of me, rubbing my G-spot with every stroke. I began to push towards her fingers, feeling the need rising and rising. I was approaching the peak of that blessed mountain, and I was going to ride her fingers all the way there.

She picked up the speed of her thrusts. My breasts jiggled as I bounced backward and forward on the couch, feverishly approaching my climax. Sensing I was nearly there, she licked faster than ever before, finally pushing me other the edge. 
My eyes watered from the pure pleasure of it, and I ground myself down on her fingers to eke out my orgasm for as long as possible. Again and again, waves of pleasure slammed into me, my whole body shaking from the release.

When I finally came down, she was still between my thighs, looking up at me with that sly grin on her face. She pulled her fingers out of me, brushing them lightly across my lips before she sucked on them seductively. I licked at my lips, slowly, tasting the sweetness of my own juices. I wanted more.

“Your turn,” I said, smiling coyly.

“I’m afraid not,” she sighed, standing. “We’ve got places to be, a man’s life to ruin.” She bent down to give me a peck on the lips as she grabbed her clothes, putting them on quickly. 
“Right,” I confirmed. I stood and walked towards my bedroom. “What does one pack for an extended vacation to Mexico?”

Camille pulled me back toward her before I could leave, wrapping her an arm around my middle and resting her chin on my shoulder.

“I can tell you one thing,” she whispered in my ear. “You won’t be needing many clothes.”

I smiled. For the first time in months I felt like things were about to take a turn for the better. I felt like my wrongs had been righted, like I had been avenged. Most importantly, I felt hope.


2. Frankie The I.T. Girl: Hot First Time Lesbian Sex at the Office by Lora Lane

Anyone who has ever been an object of affection for someone else would know the way I felt recently when coupled with a coworker. On a few occasions I have been in that position but never in the same way as this. Long story short, the person who had it bad for me is a girl. I didn't even know she was interested until we were forced to work late together one night. What happened that evening wound up being one of the hottest and most amazing nights in my life. 

Don't you just have to love work? No, you don't. Okay, maybe a few lucky people love what they do every day but I certainly don't. Work has its place in life. It pays the bills, it gives me something to keep busy with during the week and it grounds me in normal life a bit as well. All in all I view work as a necessity that serves its purpose well but I could do without it and it certainly doesn't really matter where I work or who with. My work life underwent a change recently however.

For background purposes, my name is Jessica and I work with computers. You know, I'm an I.T. guy with boobs and long blonde hair. I also happen to be gifted with good genetics, meaning I am a couple of inches over five feet six inches tall and can basically eat nearly anything I want and keep a great body. That gets me a lot of attention from the other computer geeks at work. I mean, it's not like I am the only girl in history who has been good at computers but in my personal circle of the world, it makes me fairly unique and gets me a ton of attention.

Things changed a bit a few months ago however. The place I work is one of those mid-size companies that is views as a small company by everyone other than the boss – who views it as being only weeks away from exploding on the world's stage at every moment. Because the big guy views the place as god's gift to fabric or whatever other products we specialize in, he decided recently that I needed help with the brand new fancy network we were installing. He actually believed that after five years of keeping his precious company from certain death via network problems that I couldn't handle whatever new tech the new system had to offer – and he was wrong.

But bosses don't generally listen to the smaller people in their company and despite my best protests, he hired the new I.T. specialist to aid me with the new system. He was going to come by a few times each week and teach me things I didn't know about it or something like that. In the end – because I didn't really have a choice – I decided to go along with it. By the time the first meeting was scheduled, I had actually worked myself into a place where I was almost excited to learn something new. That was until the guy walked in.

He was not a he, but a she – an I.T. guy with boobs like me. Sure there was a bit of irony in the fact that I naturally assumed it would be a guy coming along to teach me things but that wasn't why I didn't like her. Frankie walked in a few inches shorter than me with her brown curly hair pulled back into a stubby pony tail. She wore old brown boots that might have once been fashionable, blue jeans and a black sleeveless t-shirt. To complete the look she wore dark rim glasses that were clearly the cutest thing she had ever put on. The rest of her was a living 'what-not-to-wear' bulletin to the world around her.

I know what you're thinking. By my description she probably sounds cute, quite attractive even and you think I was just jealous. Most would naturally assume that my problem with her came down to another case or one girl feeling threatened by another girl of equal or greater intelligence arriving on the scene. That wasn't it though. Oh, I had a problem with her and a big one. It just wasn't a physical thing. It was more that I could clearly see she was a nice, likeable, smart and capable person who could do exactly what I could do. Sure, I might have reacted a bit because I wasn't the only girl around anymore but most of it came down to me worrying about my place within the company itself because the girl was good.

Frankie knew her stuff but I couldn't let myself like the way she went about her work. She wasn't like me. Sometimes she was nice, sure, but other times she was abrupt or even rude in the way she interacted with me and others. They didn't seem to notice as much as I did but trust me, it was true. Frankie did her job so well that it was hard even for me to find fault with but two things did bother me. She was too direct in her discussions with me and unprofessional in a very surprising way. At least it seemed completely unprofessional at the time.

The trouble really started when we were two months into our time working together. It was around then that Frankie started coming by every day instead of a few times each week. The more the boss asked her to come by the more she assumed she was in control of, which led to her assuming she could tell me what to do. The first real confrontation happened when I decided to let her know exactly where I thought she stood.

“Are you going to come over here so I can show this to you?” Frankie demanded. “It's difficult for me to teach this to you when you refuse to be taught. Get your shit together Jenkins.”

I stood up and glared at her in disbelief, “Excuse me! What gives you the right to talk to me that way? If it matters to you at all, I was trying to finish this email that I was sending to the CEO of Fiberworks before I started following your every wish.” I trotted over towards her, “Now that I have my so-called shit together, why don't you stop bossing me around and start doing your job.”

At first I expected her to hit back with just as much heat as I gave her but she didn't. Instead she smiled at me and flung a single strand of curly brown hair out of her face. “Good, you're here. Now,” she leaned over and began to show the right way to go about running the software she had brought up to the screen. I only kind of paid attention partly because I already knew how to do most of what she was doing and partly because I was angry.

After months of holding it inside I had finally let go of a small part of the frustration I had felt and Frankie didn't seem to mind at all. Instead she just kept showing me things as if she was only doing her job while I was about to lose my head completely. Just looking at the way she bent over the desk chair and the way she was typing so fast to show me whatever she wanted to show me made me even more angry. Finally I just stopped looking and allowed my focus to go out the side window of the office.

“Jenkins? Jenkins! Are you listening to me at all?”

I can still feel the warmth that came to my cheeks as I realized that I had completely missed whatever she had said to me. At the time I knew what I should have done. The right thing for me to do would have been to admit I was daydreaming and to ask her to repeat what she had said. The way she yelled my last name and embarrassed me however would not allow me to do the right thing. Instead the red that had crawled onto my cheeks exploded into my second angry outburst of that morning.

“Where do you get off calling me Jenkins like I'm a linebacker or something? My name,” I got closer to her, “Is Jessica. You may call me Jessica and that is all you may call me! Do you understand me?”

Frankie's cheeks flared a non-blushing shade of pink and I saw a different look in her eyes. I just knew she was about to come back at me with something. She stood closer to me for a second but only so that she could back up again and take a breath, “I'm sorry Jessica. Now, Jessica, did you hear what I said that I needed you to do? I realize that you don't see me as a supervisor over you and that is fine Jessica but you need to learn the hidden intricacies of this software and you need to learn it in the next few weeks. Were you listening to what I was teaching you just now or do I need to repeat it, Jessica?”

It's not all that difficult to figure out where the conversation went from there. What could I do but admit I hadn't heard her and ask her nicely to repeat herself? Frankie might not be a supervisor but that day she proved to me why she was the one teaching something to me instead of the other way around. In truth, my blowout and the way she reacted actually helped the two of us. Maybe it just helped me but either way, we didn't argue all that much after that.

As far as the software goes, she was right that I needed to learn a lot more than I thought I did from her. After that day I did just that and all was going extremely well. Don't get me wrong, we were never friends in any way, didn't share lunch or chat over coffee. We did work well together however and it meant that things were going well for the company and for me all the way around.

That one popular saying suggests that all good things must end and the feel-good times between Frankie and I most certainly did end not all that long ago. At least it seemed like we were having the worst argument we could have until things took a most unexpected turn. Allow me to explain how the situation was set up first.

The moment that Frankie had prepared me for was right around the corner, or rather it was right around the other side of the weekend. We were switching from the old network to the new one starting first thing Monday morning. According to what she told me, I knew Frankie was planning to work on preparations over the weekend. Network changeover is always nasty so I wanted to have a little fun instead so I would be ready for what was coming.

But of course nothing like that happened.

Trevor is the name of the hunk of man who I was planning on seeing that Saturday. Whether we are serious about each other or just a pair of people who enjoy hanging out and relieving tensions – so to speak – at the end of the night depends on who you ask. Trevor would probably quickly say that we are fairly serious. A little too quickly. For me, it seems that we are somewhere in-between. We are not just friends who bang against each other but we certainly aren't serious about each other either.

Anyway, I dressed up nicely for the evening with tight jeans, a loose and fancy red top with an open back and sequins all over, cute little boots and all the right jewelry to finish it off. I even fished my creative little bra out so that I could wear the top and did my hair to the nines. I was in my car on the way to the chosen meeting place – our favorite restaurant – when my phone rang. It wasn't a number I had saved but it was one of those I knew I knew and didn't like and I felt anxious as I pressed the button to answer it.

“Jessica?” came the all too familiar voice, “I hope you don't have plans.”

I cringed. It was my boss.

“Jenkins? Jessica, you there?”

As much as I wanted to yell into the phone that I did have plans or to just end the call, I regrettably said, “I am, sir. What's going on?”

“How are you this weekend?”

After pausing for a moment and wondering why any boss would ask that question when calling on the weekend I just said, “Fine.” He went on this long rant about how great things would be with the company just as soon as the new network was up and running. It would bring in more money and everyone would prosper. It all just went on and on and on until I thought I was going to either be sick or scream at him to shut up. Neither would have been a very good option since I really had no option whatsoever.

Finally he finished with his sales pitch and hit me with the directive he had driven towards the entire time. "Jessica, I need you to go in and help at the office tonight."

"I thought Frankie was handling the prep," I said barely hiding my irritation at the entire matter.

"She is but she called and has a problem that only someone who knows a lot about the old network can fix. This is critical to the changeover not causing too much downtime this week Jessica. It will be a great help for you to run over and help out. Okay?"

I reluctantly agreed and pulled over both to turn around and to text Trevor that we would have to reschedule. He took a bit to reply that he understood which probably meant he didn't. But I couldn't really blame him for that because I was having trouble understanding too.

How could such an expert like Frankie – and she had proven herself very knowledgeable about all sorts of network issues – run into a problem so dire that it couldn't wait until Monday? Why couldn't it at least have waited until Sunday? Maybe Sunday afternoon so I could have time to recover from another wild night with Trevor?

Rehashing all the things I hated about going in on that Saturday or any make-believe options that I wished I had only made me more angry so I forced myself to stop and accept that the company needed me and it would pay off – literally – in the end.

By the time I pulled up to the office, I had nearly calmed to the point that the pulsing of my blood through my veins would not be easily heard from a block away. I was still miffed though and having to walk in to see that smug and confident little smile on Frankie's face was not going to help matters. Unfortunately I still had to go inside.

The office was nice enough, especially the room we were going to use for the massive network upgrade. Other than monthly meetings – during which I usually ended up standing to one side trying not to go to sleep – I rarely stepped foot in the room, much less with the ability to possibly enjoy one of the comfy couches that they positioned to one side of the space. All the same, when I walked into that room and saw Frankie sitting on one of those couches just waiting for me, I nearly lost my mind.

Luckily I was able to hold it together long enough to walk across the room, heave a heavy sigh and smile as I said, "Why, Frankie, how nice of you to sit here and do nothing so that I could be called in to do your work for you! How will I ever thank you enough?"

Frankie smiled an obviously false smile, "Well, how very bitchy of you Jessica. I am fine by the way and how are you this fine evening?"

Responding in kind would be all too easy in the mood I was in that night so instead I simply shook my head, put my hand up towards her and walked on towards the computer monitors that rested on the far side of the room. I tossed my purse – clearly too small to hold anything but an I.D. and a napkin – on the desk and sat down to begin working.

There was only one problem.

"Let me know when you finish brooding so I can tell you what the problem is and what I need for you to do."

And there it was – the problem – spoken so simply by Frankie from her comfy perch behind me. I knew everything there was to know about the old system of networking that we were about to switch away from except for whatever the problem was at that moment in particular. Still, I wasn't about to just give in, turn around and ask her.

"I've got nothing but time and I know my way around this old heap," I said as I started clicking away at the layers of security that protected the inner workings of the network's main CPU, "I will figure it out eventually."

Frankie made a huff noise and scampered over to stand just behind me, "Wait! Stop, you'll lock us out for good!" When I kept going she grabbed the chair I was sitting in and forcefully rolled me away from the computer. "Christ! Don't you ever just listen? What's your problem anyway?"

I flew past my tipping point before I even walked into the room so when she drug me across the floor in the rolling chair I planted my feet and spun around to face her. "My problem is you! You volunteered to take the weekend work on yourself in front of the big boss man just so you could plant your cute little ass on that sofa and call me when it came time to do the real work. I'm not like you, Frankie. I have a life! I actually had plans tonight which I had to cancel because you like your spot on the couch!"

Frankie always replied with the most irritating niceties but not that time. That time she came up to me, face to face and yelled right back, "For your information I have worked my fingers to the bone all freaking day while you were sleeping it off all morning and getting ready for a booty call tonight. How dare you waltz in here and act like I've been doing nothing all day. Do you really think I have nothing better to do than sit here all day on a Saturday just to irritate you?"

"Yes!" I said bluntly.

"Oh my god," Frankie said with her hand planted on her head, "You are such a bitch sometimes. Why don't you just spin your hot ass around, sit in the damn chair and let me show you the problem that I cannot seem to get passed."

I pointed my finger in her face, "Don't tell me what to do Frankie and don't talk about my ass."

She grinned as if she knew she had gotten to me and loved it, "It's kind of hard to ignore Jessica – the way it rounds perfectly into those sexy legs of yours."

"Shut up, Frankie," I said as I turned around and started back towards the network

"Oh, now you're trying to tell me what to do," Frankie said as she hurried to cut me off before I reached the chair, "I sense a double standard. Or maybe you just like to play hard to get."

Forced to stop my forward progress, I sighed heavily. "Okay, what, you want me to admit that I need you to tell me what to do? Fine, Frankie, please tell me what to do so I can fix this damn thing and get away from your little bitchy butt."

Frankie tilted her head to one side and smirked, "Oh, you're giving up too quickly. I find it much more of a turn on when you bring out the claws." She shrugged and took a step backwards, "You want me to tell you what I need from you?" Frankie stepped forward and lightly shoved me, "Make me."

I was nearly in shock. Did she really just shove me? I knew she was acting strange but that was too far. Lifting my hands up as if in surrender I said, "Frankie, I don't think that was a good idea." Something about the way she was staring at me made me feel a bit uneasy but I couldn't put my finger on what it was. She approached closer again and I refused to meet her gaze.

"What's the matter Jessica? You were all ready to get all over me moments ago but now you're all scared of me? Do I intimidate you? Maybe I do."

Something in me switched at that point and I directed my stare right at her while pushed against her smaller frame, "I'm not intimidated by anyone." With my finger suddenly in her face, "Let alone you. Now show me what the problem is!"

She didn't come back with anything but she didn't back away either. Something about the look on her face was strangely different as she finally licked her lips and quietly said, "How bad do you want to kiss right now?"

The shock easily showed on my face as I looked at her in a very odd way and replied, "Um, none at all."

She still didn't back away and in fact pushed closer to me as she said, "So just me huh?" Before I could ask her what she was going on about or try to convince her to stop messing with me, Frankie reached and grabbed the back of my head and slammed her lips against mine with force. My hands flew out to the sides and my eyes widened in shock as her other hand grabbed my butt. I began to protest and she finally pulled away and licked her lips.

She said, "Not so bad huh? Ever kiss a girl before Jessica?"

"What?" I stepped backwards but she came right after me, "No."

"Really?" she said, "I have. Done a lot more than kiss a girl too. You ever fantasize about being with a girl Jessica?"

I continued to back away and tried to ignore the excitement of the moment that was building. "No," I lied, "No I haven't."

Frankie continued to stalk after me as I backed across the room slowly, "I think you have fantasized about being with a girl."

"What?" I could feel the red tone that had risen to my cheeks and my breath was short as I backed into the conference table and stopped. "What are you getting at? What do you want?"

Frankie didn't stop until she was rubbing against me, forcing me to lean backwards. She glared at me with a sultry stare and said, "I think you know." With that she charged towards me, driving me back into the edge of the table. This time when her lips came towards mine she pulled my head towards hers and I felt her tongue wanting to explore my lips. She gripped my hair tightly and I moaned aloud. The moment I did she pushed her tongue into my mouth and despite my surprise, I returned the kiss after a few seconds.

Her other hand was on my breast and I couldn't believe how hard my nipples were already. I groaned a little as she nibbled on my lip and pulled away. With a single jerk, before I could protest the kiss at all, she lifted my top off completely and threw it to the side before taking her shirt off as well.

I watched in shocked excitement as she removed her bra then glared at mine and moved to take it off next. Still in shock, and more turned on than I could have imagined, I didn't object when she lifted me onto the conference table and pushed me backwards. I was laying with my back stretched out on the table and my knees bent at the edge of the table. Frankie reached and unbuttoned my jeans and began to slowly pull them off. With one hand I reached for hers in a weak attempt to stop her but she merely pushed my hand away and I didn't protest again as she removed both my jeans and my shoes.

She lightly grabbed my foot and I felt her warm breath on my toes as she whispered, "Just relax," and began to kiss the top of my foot, working her way upwards. To my surprise, I found it very easy to relax because each time her lips touched my skin it sent a wave of tingles up and down my body. The kisses were delicate but she wasn't going slowly at all.

Frankie's breathing was heavy and her kisses of my shin because a breathy smooch of my inner thigh and then she licked her way up the rest of my inner thigh. I figured she was going to take it easy and tease what she wanted to do but I was wrong. With a sudden movement she rose up above me, pulled my legs up at the knee and shoved them open wide. Her nails scratched at my thigh as she jerked my panties over to the side and placed her hand on my pussy.

I thought for sure that when she took it that far I would have revolted and ordered her to stop but nothing could have been farther from the truth. My breath caught as she rubbed her fingers across my slit, quickly moistening me in the process. It was nice and slow at last but not for long as she surprised me again by shoving a finger and then two fingers into my pussy.

Groans left my lips as she increased her pace and began pinching my nipples at the same time. Everything she did was aggressive and all of it felt amazing, like I would never have imagined. By the time she lowered her mouth to aggressively suck on my nipples – her fingers shoving inside of me at a blistering pace – I had completely forgotten that I had ever been with another woman before. All I knew was that she was making me feel amazing.

It went on for a wonderful few minutes like that and just as I felt an orgasm beginning to build, she moved up my body again. Her lips danced over my neck and then she whispered into my ear, "If you liked that then you're going to love this."

Slowly she worked her way down my chest, paying close attention to my nipples, breasts and finally my stomach on the way down between my thighs. I kept them spread wide apart as she pulled my panties to one side again. Inexperienced though I was, I knew well what she was about to do but even knowing and being excited about how it may feel didn't prepare me for how great it was.

She started with her tongue circling my pussy as her finger worked easily towards my clit then licked her way back up my slit to where she was licking around my clit and her finger went down and entered into my wet pussy. I was lost to pure erotic bliss as she showed me the absolute best that oral sex could be. Before she could even get deeper with her finger or begin a quicker pace, the orgasm I had felt before built up quickly once again. This time there was no stopping it as my body jerked with the force of the climax.

Frankie licked it all up and rose up to lick her lips as well. She stood off of the table and for a second I worried she might be finished but all she was doing was removing the rest of her clothing. I quickly sat up and pushed my panties off and she climbed back up on the conference table. Leading me backwards towards the center of the table, she lifted one of my legs up and intertwined her hips with mine so that our legs were over one another and our pussies were only an inch apart.

I propped up on my elbows as she did the same and then she moved towards me. She rocked her hips up and down and I began to follow her lead. For the first time she threw her head back in pleasure which showed it felt just as good to her as it did to me. Our pussies rubbed against each other for another solid few minutes before I felt another orgasm build more quickly than the last.

We continued the motion until Frankie was yelling even louder than I was towards the ceiling. Finally she clinched closer to me and looked at me and I knew she was ready to cum. Words weren't needed as I quickened the pace along with her. Shortly we both climaxed at almost the same time and collapsed on the top of the table.

I don't know how long we laid there but after several minutes I was the first to get up and put clothes back on. You might think it would have been weird in the room after the wild sexual encounter but actually the two of us got along and worked together better than we ever had before. Apparently Frankie had wanted to do something like that with me since the first time she saw me. I hadn't been but I certainly would have if I would have known how great my first lesbian encounter was going to be. Needless to say, I am in no hurry for Frankie to be anywhere but the same office as I am and I cannot wait for the next all-night emergency to hit.


3. Office Party with a Twist: Lesbian Sex with the Boss by Kaylee Jones

Gina is becoming more and more aware of the strange little looks from her assistant, Cathy.  She finally puts together what those looks mean, and she pushed the boundaries just a little.  Will Cathy take the bait or is Gina just imagining everything?

I was bound and determined to finish one last report before I left that evening, but all day long things just kept coming up and interrupting my entire thought process.  It was starting to drive me insane, and I was about to call it a day when my new assistant softly knocked on the doorframe of my office.

“Hiya boss,” she grinned.

I waved halfheartedly and sighed heavily.

“Boss?” the young woman knitted her brows together.

I smiled weakly and beckoned her to enter.

“I’m sorry, it’s not you, Cathy.  Just been one of those days.”

She nodded as she perched on the edge of the chair in front of my desk, “It seemed that way, Gina.  Anything I can do to help?”

I studied her young face, its smooth skin, bright eyes, and full lips.  I found her intriguing and I had no idea why.  She wore men’s slacks and button-downs, and kept her hair closely cropped.  She certainly did not look like any other assistant I had ever had, but she was smart and competent and eager to please.

She’s not a damn cocker spaniel, I chastised myself, she is your very sweet and capable assistant.  We just don’t pay attention to the odd looks she gives you when you think you aren’t paying attention…

“Well, I was trying to finish this last report before I headed out, but I just think I’m better off facing it fresh in the morning,” I finally replied.

“That makes sense.  Is it anything I can help with?”

“No, that’s very kind of you to offer but I think I have to handle it myself.”

She nodded, “If you want to stay, let me know and I can stay too.  We can order dinner and knock it out.”

I laughed, “So to speak?”

Her cheeks flushed pink and she studied her black oxfords sheepishly.

“I’m only joking, but I appreciate the offer.”

She headed out for the evening, and I decided to take half of her advice.  I ordered in dinner from a nearby Italian restaurant that actually delivered, and set about the task at hand.  I was yanked out of my spreadsheet by the jangling phone and I darted to the lobby to retrieve my long-overdue meal.  When the scent of fresh garlic bread hit my nose, I realized that I had not had lunch.  I tipped the delivery boy generously and carried my overstuffed bag back to my office.

I spread out the containers on my desk and surveyed my feast.  I was grateful to be the only one in the office since I had ordered so much food.  The antipasto plate looked amazing, and my Caprese salad was calling my name.  As I chewed a bit of one of the garlic knots, I topped a thin cracker with slices of prosciutto, a wedge of provolone, and thin strips of roasted red peppers.  I was not too concerned about working late; after all I was salary and had no one waiting at home other than my little kitten.

I repeatedly try to tell myself that these were just the years to focus on my career, but I was just hesitant to admit to myself or anyone else that I was just not interested in dating.  I had signed up on several of the dating sites.  I suppose my picture was nice enough, and my profile garnered me a little attention.  But the few dates I had been on were so terribly boring that I found my spreadsheets more titillating.

It was so bad that I even dreaded going home for the holidays to face the questions from my three married sisters.  Not that I didn’t love my family or the insane brood of nieces and nephews, but I was just in a different place than everyone else on the planet.  I liked my cozy little life.  I had a tidy two-bedroom, a sweet cat, a good job, and the ability to do whatever I wanted within reason.

I was halfway through my Caprese salad when I realized that I had completely spaced out from my spreadsheet with all my ruminations.  I refocused my eyes as the balsamic-soaked mozzarella eased my growling tummy.

By the time I polished off the marinated mushrooms, prosciutto, and provolone, I was finished.  I fired off the final presentation and packed up for the evening.  There really was no one left in the office besides myself, so I headed out without having to wish anyone a saccharine good night.

As I opened the door to my inviting little apartment, my poor little cat screeched to the entire complex that she was overdue for dinner.  I laughed as I set down my purse and laptop bag, and walked immediately into the kitchen to open a can of her favorite wet food as an apology.  She wolfed it down as I changed into a tee shirt and yoga pants.  It was still relatively early, so I poured myself a glass of red wine and curled up on the couch to watch television.  As soon as I selected a terrible movie from the 80s that was already about half-way through, my content little fur baby curled up in my lap to accept my apology.

About an hour later, the credits rolled and I gathered a very sleepy ball of fur so that we could head to bed.  I deposited her on the bed then washed my face and brushed my teeth.  When I returned to the bedroom, I laughed when I saw that she had opted to sleep on my pillow for the night.  I pulled an extra one out of the closet and stretched out next to her, dozing off as she purred happily in my ear.  As I drifted off, the strangest thoughts floated through my mind.  I was seeing Cathy’s face over mine, her smooth skin warm against my own and her green eyes dancing at whatever my other hand was doing.

****

I was a little nervous to see Cathy the next morning, given my thoughts from the previous night.  My dreams had extended from those thoughts and were even less appropriate for a boss about her assistant.

I arrived early, but still not earlier than her, and I strode purposefully into my office.

“I have to finish that report,” I clipped off each word.

She looked at me curiously, but did not respond.

I shut my office door behind me to keep up the pretense of being busy, and sank into my chair behind my desk.  I rested my cool hands against my warm forehead and took several deep breaths.  I stayed hidden in my office for the next several hours, afraid to look Cathy in the eye.  She had done nothing wrong except give me a few odd glances.  Sure, those glances happened to be at bare legs or my blouse when I bent over but that didn’t mean anything.  Right?

Just before lunchtime, I took a deep breath and finally emerged to pick up a sandwich downstairs.  As I headed to the elevator bank, I caught a whiff of Cathy’s cologne and realized that she was following me.

“II you’re busy, I can run get your lunch,” she offered.

I stopped and turned towards her, “I appreciate that, but I can use the break.”

She nodded and kept walking with me.

“You okay, boss?” she smiled.

“Yeah, just busy lately.”

“Dinner in the office last night?” she asked with a smirk.

I nodded, “How did you know?”

“Saw the receipt on your desk this morning while I was tidying up.”

“Ah, I don’t hide my secrets very well, do I?”

She looked at me sideways and wiggled her eyebrows, “Such as?”

It was my turn to flush pink, “T-Too many hours in the office.”

“Uh huh,” she nodded but I could tell she did not believe me.

We rode in the elevator together in awkward silence as I stood ramrod straight and she lounged against the wall of the car.

She finally broke the silence, “So… you looking forward to the office party on Friday night?”

“What?  Oh shit, is that this week?” I had completely forgotten about the event.

She chuckled, “Yup, just after work here in the office on Friday.”

“Well crap.  Yeah, I guess I’m going but obviously not looking forward to it.”

“Why’s that?  Open bar you know…”

“Oh that’s never a good idea at a work function,” I cautioned the younger woman.

“No?  What do you think might happen?”

Cathy crossed her arms over her chest and I could not help but notice the way her arms filled out the shirt sleeves.  Her figure was muscular but trim, and despite the fact that she wore her shirts loose, she seemed to have nice curves underneath.

My heart thudded in my chest at the idea of looking at her that way.  Not just the fact that she was my assistant, but she was another woman period.  It made me nervous but I can’t say that it bothered me.  The entire scenario was new to me, and from the little gleam in Cathy’s eyes, she seemed to know something that I was still unaware of.

The elevator finally came to a halt, and we headed our separate ways to forage for food.  I beat her back to the office, and shut my door again.  My body felt flush and my heart was racing.  And she was the cause.

The rest of the day went uneventfully.  Well as uneventfully as it can when your entire world is in question.  But the work part, now that was uneventful.

I curled up with my kitten that night and asked her the question that had been rolling around in my mind all afternoon.

What is going on with me and Cathy?

Silly little ball of fur just looked up at me and squeaked.

For the rest of the week, I tried to just button up everything and stay professional.  But Cathy was not helping.  She seemed extra attentive those days, and it just made me more and more nervous.  And her eyes were definitely wandering.  On Thursday I even tested my suspicions, and wore a skirt that was a little shorter than normal.  When I sat down, it easily rose to mid-thigh on my toned legs.  That day she really was in my office quite a bit.  She was very careful not to be too obvious, but she made a point to stand next to me when we spoke rather than across from me.  And her eyes did wander to my exposed thighs frequently.  It made my heart flutter and my skin tingle.

That evening I headed out right on time to run a few errands before the party the next day.  I stopped a bought a new blouse for under my suit.  It was not quite professional enough to wear on its own, but would be fine under a jacket.  It was dark blue and fitted to perfectly hug my firm breasts.  It had several buttons up the front, so for day time I could make it more modest.  And for the party, I could make it less modest.  I also stopped and had my toenails painted shiny bright red.  They would look amazing in the pair of peep toe heels that I rarely wore.

I was going to push the girl to the limits and see what happened.

All day Friday, I played it cool.  I had the extra button done up to hide the cleavage that my push-up bra produced and I kept my feet tucked under my desk to hide my bare toes.  Cathy was dressed nicely in her black slacks and maroon button-down, and it looked as though she had taken a little extra time with her feathery brown hair.

At five o’clock, she poked her head in to my office.

“You ready, boss?”

“Sure, just give me five minutes.”

She nodded and disappeared back around the corner.

I slipped out of my jacket and ran a brush through my hair before popping one additional button loose.  I dabbed on a slick pink lip gloss and grinned at my reflection in the compact mirror.  It was a now-or-never moment.

****

When I stepped out of my office, Cathy’s eyes went wide as they scanned my revamped outfit.  The dark blue silky top hugged the curves of my breasts and with the additional button unfastened, I was showing a generous amount of cleavage.  My skirt skimmed over the swell of my hips and stopped about mid-thigh.  My shiny red toenails peeked out of my high-heeled sandals.  She shuffled nervously in place with a goofy grin on her full lips.

“Shall we?” I grinned at her with my hip cocked to one side.

She nodded eagerly and gestured to the conference room with a sweep of her arm.

The room was not really decorated, but the table was covered with an amazing spread of delectable food, and the back credenza was covered in liquor, wine, and mixers.  Cathy and I hit the food first, loading down our plates with cheese cubes, fresh fruit, marinated mushrooms, shrimp salad, and crostini.  We stopped at the ‘bar’ next to grab a glass of wine.

We huddled into a corner and watched the room.  Everyone was milling around aimlessly and making the kind of small talk you make with people you see every day.

“Wow, this is really awkward,” I whispered to Cathy.  She smirked back at me.

“Want to make our own party?” she whispered back.

I looked into her green eyes for a long moment and nodded.  She grinned and snatched two open bottles of red wine from the counter and we crept out with our food and our complimentary wine.  We ended up heading back to my office where we spread out our bounty on my desk after shutting my door.  We both took up seats in the chairs outside of my desk area.  It seemed entirely too formal for me to sit actually at my desk.  She set one bottle in front of me and one in front of herself.

“What?  No straws?” I joked.

She laughed, “Drink it straight.  So to speak…”

I paused mid-swig to stare at her, confused and intrigued by her pun.  Her cheeks flushed but she did not look away.  I set the bottle down and took a deep breath.

“Any assumptions you are making are true,” she offered.

I raised one eyebrow at her, “What do you mean?”

“You know what I mean,” she dodged the question.

“Cathy, what are you trying to say?”

She set her bottle down and leaned over with her forearms resting on her knees.  She was still avoiding the direct question.  I think I jumped a little when I felt her fingertips graze my leg.

“Gina,” she breathed softly.

I held my breath but could not make myself pull away from her touch.  It sent tingling ripples from the point of contact throughout my entire body.  Her fingers slid higher and I shivered at her whisper touch.  She was openly caressing my leg now, stroking softly from my knee to the hem of my skirt.  I suppose she was brazened by my lack of distress.

My whole body was alive with radiating heat, and it was starting to collect in my core.

“Cathy?” I asked quietly.

“What is it?”

“What are we doing?  I-I-I’ve never…”

She nodded, “I know.”

Cathy moved to kneel between my parted thighs and slowly threaded one hand to the nape of my neck.  When I felt her mouth touch mine, I sighed and parted my lips to her exploring tongue.  She felt soft and tasted of red wine.  I wrapped my arms around her shoulders and returned her tentative passion.

She sighed softly into my mouth just as her hands crept up the outside of my thighs.  She had nearly pushed my skirt to my waist and I was grateful to have worn nice panties.  They were red lace to match my bra.  She paused and pulled back from kissing me.

“Cathy?” I was worried I had done something wrong.

“I just have to see these,” she grinned as she unfastened the remaining buttons that held my silky top against me.

When she slid the blouse off my shoulders, she exhaled loudly.

“God, they are amazing,” she breathed as she ran her hands lightly over the outer curves of my breasts.

Unconsciously, I arched my back into her hands and her fingers gripped my full breasts firmly, her thumbs taunting my taut nipples through the lace, rubbing the scratchy material against my sensitive flesh.

She raked her nails around my ribs until she reached the clasp and with one practiced flick, she popped my bra open.  I wriggled out of the lingerie and as it fell away from my skin, she fell forward to nuzzle against the warmth.  I laced my fingers through her hair and held her against my body as her tongue teased my nipples back and forth.

“Cathy,” I moaned softly, relishing the feel of her soft skin against mine.

While most guys like breasts, they tend to make quick work of them during sex and prefer to move on to the main course.  Cathy, however, took her time.  She was attentive in her teasing, urging each tight rosebud to a diamond-hard point before sliding to the other one.  Back and forth she tormented them until I was writhing in my chair.  Finally, she wrapped her hands around the soft globes as she kissed her way down my smooth flat tummy.  I leaned back against the chair and slid slightly forward, my legs now nearly wrapped around her completely.

When her licks and kisses reached the waistband of my skirt, she stopped and bent over to the floor.  I felt her tongue brush against my calf and I squirmed from the tickling.  She slowly licked and nibbled her way up one leg and back down the other, then repeated it all over again.

I could feel my heart pounding and the heat in my bloodstream was nearly boiling over.  The top of her nose lightly nuzzled the wet spot on my red lace panties and I bucked.

“Oh god,” I murmured.

She paused in her torment and looked up at me.

“Gina?  Are you sure?”

I nodded since there was no way we were getting out of this now.

Cathy hooked her thumbs into the strings on my hips and slid the damp lace down until I was spread out and bare in front of her.  She tossed the panties somewhere and again I was grateful for personal maintenance.  I knew that I was smooth and silky save the small triangle at the top.

She kissed the joint of my thigh, mere millimeters from my throbbing pussy.  Back and forth, from side to side, rendering it very difficult for me to breathe.  I finally felt her tongue swipe lightly up the smooth lips of my pussy and I groaned loudly.  She licked and nibbled every drop, every fold, until I was digging my nails into the arm of the chair.

The tip of her tongue grazed my aching clit and I had to bite back a scream.  She flicked and circled and teased.  My legs were shaking and my tummy trembled as she slowly worked me towards the edge of the cliff.  I felt her shift and was close to begging her not to stop until I felt her slide two fingers deep inside my wetness.

She curled and twisted them inside me, pressing against that soft ridge within me.  When she found that spot, she rubbed just as she caught my taut little clit between her lips.  As her fingers pushed against me from the inside, she flicked her tongue against the swollen surface hard and fast.  I teetered on the edge, enjoying everything almost enough that I did not want to finish.

But then it exploded out of me.  I bucked and writhed and dug my fingers into her scalp as I soaked her face and the chair.  I’m sure I mewed and groaned but I can’t remember from the force of it.

She eased me down slowly and withdrew with a goofy grin.  Cathy rose up to her knees and stroked my hair out of my eyes gently.

“Oh god,” I moaned, fighting to find oxygen in the very warm room.

She nuzzled my neck and I clasped my hand to the back of her head to hold her against my body.

“Wh-Wh-What can I do for you?” I muttered hazily.

She chuckled softly, “Nothing at all.”

“No, I must.  You made me feel amazing.  I want to do the same for you.”

She kissed my throat and stroked my tummy as she whispered back, “Are you sure?”

I nodded, running my fingers through her feathery soft hair.

“I’ve just never…” I admitted quietly.

“We’ll start slow,” she grinned at me.

She moved back to her chair and suddenly I was awake and alive with wanting to please her.  I crouched down in front of her, still wearing nothing but my skirt and heels.

“God, that outfit is killing me,” she moaned.

I pressed my palms against her legs and slowly ran them up her thighs.

“What do you like?” I wanted to know how to please her best.

She partially sat up and unbuttoned her shirt, letting it slide off her arms.  I knew she was toned, but I loved the slight bulge of her biceps and her taut stomach.  Her breasts swelled under her tank top, small and perky and perfect.  I ran my hands over everything I could touch and she quivered beneath me.

When I raked my nails up under her undershirt, she groaned and arched into me.  I was surprised when I felt the lower curve of her bare breasts.

“No bra?” I giggled.

“Nah, I don’t have enough to make it worthwhile.”

I shoved the shirt up to her neck and engulfed one stiff nipple in my mouth, teasing and tormenting her the way she had done to me.

“Oh they are perfect,” I whispered as I moved from one to the other.

My hand teased one while my tongue tasted the warmth of her skin.  Finally I ran my lips down her flat stomach, feeling the slight ripples of her abs.

“You are gorgeous,” I breathed.

She flushed pink and could not meet my admiring gaze.

I fumbled a little with her belt and slacks, but she helped me along.  She wriggled her slim hips as I yanked her pants and underwear off in one swoop.  I bowed my head to taste her but she squirmed away.

“Another time,” she mumbled and slowly guided my hand to her wetness.

She felt smooth and warm and slippery under my fingers.  Despite my toe-curling orgasm from just a little earlier, I was very aroused to feel how much she was turned on.  I slid my fingers around in the wetness, making her hips shimmy and buck.  I must have been teasing her something fierce although that was not my intention at the time.

I felt the tiny nub yearning for attention and I massaged it lightly, eliciting a beautiful moan from her lips as her eyes closed.  I felt her tight hot opening and slowly slid one finger inside her.  I marveled at the feel of her pussy muscles clenching against my invading finger, as though they did not want me to ever leave her body.

I slid my finger back and forth, watching as her hips started to buck in rhythm.  My thumb naturally fell against her swollen clit and I managed to rub it while I fingered her.  Cathy was making the most amazing little gasping noises, and they were growing quicker and quicker.  I did not know what to watch for but suddenly her body went rigid and the muscles gripped my finger tightly as she groaned from deep in her chest.  When her body fell back into the chair, I slowly withdrew and rested my head on her chest as she had done with me.

After we both came back to our senses, we struggled back into our clothing and surveyed the food and wine.

“I’m starving,” I blurted out.

She laughed loudly, “So am I!  Let’s finish this and go get some real food.”

I looked at her and brushed a stray hair from her forehead.  As I studied her young face and sparkling green eyes, I could not help but kiss her.

“It’s a date…  But I think we got it backwards.”

She laughed as she popped a strawberry in her mouth.

****

So as you can obviously tell, Cathy’s and my first date was a touch unorthodox.  Not to mention she was my assistant and I was her direct boss.  After we finished the food from the party, we ended up at a wonderful little Mexican place and spent several hours actually getting to know each other over tacos and guacamole.  Luckily that had been a Friday night so we both had the weekend to think things through.

On Monday morning, she strolled into my office acting surprisingly normal.

“Good morning,” I smiled up at her.

She shut the office door behind her.

“Cathy?  Really?  Now?”

She laughed, “No, I do have some self-control.  It’s difficult not to rip your clothes off, but I’m a big girl, I can deal with it.”

I laughed.  I liked and appreciated the fact that she was dealing with it directly, instead of acting like Friday night had never happened.

“So now what?” I addressed her just as directly.

“I think I might apply for a different position here at the bank.”

“What?  Why?  Because of me?”  I was horrified to think I had run her off.

“Yes, because of you.  I want to keep seeing you, and I think it would be best if we didn’t work directly together.  I want to ask you out, formally and officially.  Will you have dinner with me?”

I stared at this attractive young woman who was clamoring to date me.  And for the life of me, I could not invent a reason to say no.  I didn’t want to.  I wanted to go out to dinner with her; I wanted to laugh myself silly at the movies with her; I wanted to make her pancakes on Sunday mornings.  Those were the thoughts that I had spent my weekend with.  It was not a straight or gay thing; it simply boiled down to the fact that I wanted to spend more time with her.  Yes, I did want to hold her hostage in my bedroom until she begged me to stop pleasuring her.  But mostly I just wanted to get to know her more.  But I knew it was way too soon to blurt all of that out.  So I went with the simple answer.

“Then I accept,” I grinned.


4. My Doctor's Skilled Hands: First Time Lesbian Bondage by Sofia Miller

I really wanted my first time to be special.  That’s why my boyfriend and I had waited so long.  But now I was ready to try something new, and I wanted to reward his patience.  I didn’t know much about my body--I had always been a very good girl.  So I did what any responsible girl would do:  I made an appointment with Dr. Ruth, a highly recommended gynecologist.  I was nervous going in, worried about revealing myself to a complete stranger.   But I never expected her expertise to come at such a high price:  Giving her complete control of my body.  But once she got her skilled hands on me, it was a price I was more than willing to pay!

I was nervous at the doctor’s office in my white, paper gown, waiting for the doctor as I sat on the table.  I was 20 years old, and I’d never been examined down there before.  But my boyfriend and I had been talking about taking the next step a lot lately, and I felt I was ready to let him be my first.  We’d been together since senior year of high school, and he’d been so sweet to wait for me all of those years.  So, I made an appointment with a gynecologist who went by Dr. Ruth.

“You’re in good hands,” my friend had said, giving me her card with a wink.  She knew how nervous I was to go in.  I knew I probably should have had my first gyno appointment years ago, but having a stranger touch my body filled me with butterflies and nerves, so I’d put it off.

Those nerves were overtaking me now.  I obsessively checked the back of my gown to make sure it was closed.  The minutes ticked on and I felt more anxiety with every stroke of the clock, but finally, the door swung open and Dr. Ruth appeared.

“Oh, dear.  You have your gown on backwards,” she said in her deep, authoritative voice.  She was a severe woman in her mid forties, beautiful, but cold in demeanor.  “It needs to open in the front so I can do the breast exam.”

“Oh--you do a breast exam, too?”

“We have to be thorough,” she said, pulling on a rubber glove and letting it snap on her wrist.  “Let’s get you suited up the right way.”

I waited for her to leave so I could change, but she only stared at me.

“Do you need to be given instructions?  Well, alright,” she said with an exasperated edge in her voice.  “Come, stand in front of me.”

I got up, my legs shaking, and stood before Dr. Ruth.  She towered over me--she must have been 5’11.  I was just barely 5’1.  I went to college on a cheerleading scholarship, and they always had me at the top of the pyramid because I was so petite.

“Now untie your gown,” she instructed, and I did so, sliding out of it awkwardly as I held my breasts with one hand so she wouldn’t see.

“Dear, how did you expect me to conduct an exam with your panties still on?” she said with a wry smile.  She pointed to my white, cotton panties and said, “You’ll need to take those off.”

“Can’t you...turn around?” I said, my voice nearly a whisper.  I was so nervous.  I’d never undressed in front of anyone before.

“I’ll be seeing everything very soon.  Better to just face the dragon.  Take them off.”

I tried at first to remove them one handed, my right arm still clutching my breasts.  Unfortunately, my thin arms were no match for my heavy, double D’s--they were impossible to hide!  I could hear Dr. Ruth getting impatient with my squirming, sighing as she was, tapping her foot.  So I took in a deep breath, let go of my breasts, and quickly pulled my panties off.  I stood naked before Dr. Ruth for a moment, but all at once I panicked and hid myself as best I could with my hands again.

“Now get back up on the table and put your feet in the stirrups,” she instructed.

“Am I--I’m sorry--am I not supposed to put the gown back on the other way?”

“I’m looking at your chart,” she said, looking over my medical history.  “This is your very first gynecological exam?” she asked.

“Yes, it is,” I was wildly uncomfortable standing there, naked.

“The first exam is always the most thorough.  No gown.  Just get on the table and put your feet on the stirrups.  This way I can examine you head to foot.”

I didn’t relish the idea of having my body examined so thoroughly.  I was overwhelmed already.  But I took comfort from how sure of herself Dr. Ruth seemed.  She was the doctor, afterall.  So I did as she said:  I hopped up on the table, awkwardly, and put my feet in the stirrups.  The cool air conditioning blowing between my legs shocked me.  I had never felt so open and vulnerable.  My knees instinctively tried to close, and my arms hugged my big breasts protectively.

“Legs apart, arms over your head,” she said, pulling on another glove.  I did as I was told--it was excruciatingly vulnerable.  But to my surprise, she bent over me, a tender look on her face, and she said, “You have nothing to be embarrassed about.  You have a gorgeous body.  And I’ve seen my fair share.”

I blushed, embarrassed and happy at her kindness.  But once again, my limbs, acting of their own accord, modestly tried to hide me.  My body wasn’t used to such attention.

“I can see you’re going to need a little help relaxing,” she said, smiling.  “Now, I have to examine your body.  There’s no choice about this.  Do you understand?”

“Yes, I do--I’m sorry, I can’t help it!  It’s just a reflex!”  I felt like a little kid.  This is what grown up women do! I shouted at myself.  Stop being so afraid!

“We’ll just have to make sure your reflexes don’t get in the way, then,” she said.  She grabbed an arm and began tying it in a restraint, and then moved on to the other.

“...Is this necessary?”  I asked.

“Yes it is.”  No more discussion about it.

She came down between my legs.  She sat on a stool, and I couldn’t quite see her, but I felt her reposition the stirrups wider.  “Tell me if it’s uncomfortable,” she said.

“I’m a cheerleader.  I can do the splits,” I said.  I was just trying to make conversation, but I immediately regretted my words when she pressed the stirrups so wide my legs made a straight line.  I was wide open and on display.

“I should be able to get a great view, now,” said the voice between my legs.  “Your chart told me you’ve had no sexual partners?”

“That’s right,” my voice shook.

“But you engage in oral sex?”

“No--we haven’t done anything….down there.” I said.  It was all so embarrassing!  Answering questions about oral sex while she stared between my legs.  I felt her gloved finger graze my mound softly, and I jumped a little, surprised.

“But your pussy is so smooth,” she said, petting me.  “I assumed you were showing off the view to somebody.  Who do you shave for?”

My pussy. Do doctors say “pussy”?

“Our uniforms--when we do high kicks you can see our bikini lines,” I stammered out.  “We all get waxes together once a month.”

“Do you like getting waxed?”  she asked.

“I mean...it’s not as bad as people say it is.”  Why was she fixated on this?

“I can see your pussy getting wet when you talk about it.”

“Uh...I mean...I’m just nervous,” My voice was rising shrilly with nerves.  She laughed, a low, sultry laugh.

“There’s no need to be nervous.  Let me start the breast exam.”  She stood up and walked to my side, grinning mischievously.  She thinks you’re being childish--she’s laughing at you!, I said to myself.  Just act like you’ve done this before.

She ran a hand over my left breast, softly, letting her thumb graze my nipple.  “These are beautiful,” she said admiringly.

“Thank you,” I said, blushing with embarrassment.  “They’re--you know--they’re always getting in the way.  Sometimes I think they’re too big for my frame--”

“Honey,” she said, putting her hand on my face sweetly, looking into my eyes with compassion.  “Please, relax and trust me.  You’re so nervous, you’re shaking.  Do you think you can relax?”

“I don’t...I don’t know.  I don’t know what’s wrong with me.”

She put a hand on my breast again, but this time she grabbed my nipple between her thumb and forefinger and squeezed gently.  I gasped sharply as the sensation shot straight to my open pussy like a lightning bolt.

“Your nipples are so hard.  You’re nervous because you’re aroused.  But that’s okay.  It’s a perfectly natural response to being touched.  You can’t help it.   It happens all of the time.”

“It does?”

“Yes, it does.  It’s simply part of the examination.  The best thing that you can do is trust me and let it happen so I can examine you.  Do you trust me?”

“Yes, I do.”

“Because for the rest of our time together, I can’t do my job unless I have full control of your body.  Do you give me full control of your body?”

Her fingers were rolling my tender nipple back and forth in a way that made me dizzy.  I didn’t think this was normal--this couldn’t be normal, could it?  Nobody ever tells you about this part of the exam.  Maybe they were just embarrassed?  I couldn’t think.  I could only feel--I was beginning to sweat, and my down there was contracting in a way I’d never felt before.

“What--what are you doing?”  It was hard to think in words, let alone speak them.

“I’m checking your reflexes,” she said as she gave my now almost pained nipple a squeeze.  “Now give me your consent to do what I need to do.”

“Yeeessss….” I said in a long, gasping sigh.

“Good girl.”  She gave my breast a little spank, right on my straining nipple, to give her words emphasis.

Dr. Ruth sat on the chair between my legs.  My hips were starting to hurt, and I was anxious about what would happen next.  She inserted one finger inside of me and began to feel around, gently.  “It feels good in here,” she said.  “I think you’ve got a very healthy pussy.”

“That’s good,” I said.

“It’s extremely tight,” she slipped in another finger, and it hurt a little.  I’d never had anything inside of me bigger than a tampon, and her fingers stretched me a little.  She slid them in and out, and I couldn’t help but feel my body get warm.  “And it’s very responsive.”  She slid in another finger, and I winced in pain.

“It will only hurt for a minute,” she said.  “I assume you’re planning to have sex with your boyfriend soon?  That’s why you’re here?”

“Yes,” I said, trying not to betray how good I felt.

“There are certain things your body needs during sex.  I don’t want you to let him forgo his duties and take advantage of you just because you’re inexperienced.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

She slid her fingers out of me and let one graze towards my bulging clit.  She began rubbing it slowly, and I couldn’t help but let out a sigh.  “That feels good, doesn’t it?  When I rub your clit slowly like this?”

“It...yes, it’s fine,” I said, though my face was red and my head was swimming.

“I can see your little fuckhole start to open up,” she said.  “Before he inserts himself inside of you, he’s going to want to open you up by stimulating you here,” she said, pressing down hard into my clit.  My pussy spasmed.

“Is this...is this normal?”  I asked.  “You doing this?”

“Doing what?” she asked, as she grabbed me by the lips and stretched me open.

“What you’re doing…”  It was hard for me to talk.

“What am I doing?” she said, innocently, and I felt something hot and wet press against my slit.

“I don’t...I don’t know…” I stammered.  My body was vibrating.  My hips began to buck of their own accord.  I felt the thick, stiff wet thing dance on my clitoris.  Then two soft pillows pressed down and began sucking on my gently.  She moaned, and I realized she had her mouth on me.

“Aaaaah!” I cried out.  It was more sensation than I had ever felt in my life.  Every cell in my body felt vibrant and insane.

“What am I doing?” she pulled away to ask again, before diving back in, this time letting her tongue thrust deeply inside of me.

“You’re...you’re licking me…” I said.

“What am I licking?” she let one finger enter me to hold her place, and kept it there as she focused her tongue on my clit, flicking quickly and wetly.

“You’re licking my little clitty….” I breathed out.

“Do you like it?”

I was embarrassed….How could I tell her what I really felt?  I had a boyfriend!  What was I doing?  I mean, I wasn’t a lesbian, or anything.

“It’s okay…” I said.  Then her gloved hand came down hard on my clit in a mean little spank.

“Don’t lie to me, you little slut.  Your pussy is gushing for me.”  She shoved two fingers inside of me, roughly, and withdrew.  She stood up and walked up to me, then smeared the thick cream from her fingers onto my nipple.  She pressed my big, full breast all the way up, until my nipple came near to my mouth.  “Stick out your tongue and taste it,” she said.

“This is...this isn’t…” I was so confused.  I didn’t know what to do.

“If you don’t lick it up, I’m not going to continue playing with your pussy,” she threatened.

It shouldn’t have had any effect on me.  I shouldn’t have wanted her to continue playing with me--it was all so strange.  But nonethless, at her words, I suddenly felt panic.  I realized I couldn’t possibly let her stop now--my pussy was actually throbbing.  I stuck out my tongue, and tasted the clean, viscous cream on my titty.

“Good girl she said,” pressing my tit further towards my mouth.  It was so big that even though it was a stretch, with her help I could take the whole of my fat areola in my mouth, which I did.  I began sucking up the cream hungrily, and when it was clean, I kept right on sucking.

“You’re a hungry little slut, aren’t you?” she asked.  I responded by continuing to tease my nipple, flicking it with my tongue as I sucked.  I was embarrassed at my behavior--it was humiliating to have her see me like this--but I truly couldn’t stop.  I had no control--I just wanted more sensation.

“Did you like the taste of pussy?” she asked.

“Yes!” I gasped, as she released my breast, letting it fall out of my mouth and back down to its rightful place.  She reached between my legs, inserted two fingers, and began petting me from the inside, digging at just one, perfect spot that made my wide-spread legs shake uncontrollably.

“Oh, oh, oh!” I cried out, my voice rising.  She withdrew her fingers, this time with even more of my cream on them, and slid them into my mouth.  I sucked myself down, hungrily.

She bent down and put her mouth to my ear.  Her breath was hot and made me tingle everywhere.  She said, in her low, vibrating, authoritarian pitch, “Now, when he’s licking your pussy, getting it ready for him to enter you, do you know how to instruct him?  Do you know what someone is supposed to do with a pussy?”

“No...I...I don’t think I could,” I said.

“That’s because you’ve never eaten a pussy before,” she breathed.  “But you’re about to.”

“No...no, that’s too much.”  I couldn’t eat her pussy--I just couldn’t!  I was scared, I didn’t know what I was doing.  It was too much--I had to put a stop to this.  “Maybe we should finish the exam?”

But she was already disrobing, and to my disbelief, underneath her white coat, her crisp button up, her pencil skirt, she was wearing black stockings, with garters that attached to a belt, a retro 1950’s style bra, and no panties whatsoever, her gorgeous, pussy rosy and glistening right before my eyes.  “I think I know what’s best for you,” she said, climbing up onto the table, straddling me, crawling up, her body so close to mine, until she was kneeling, a knee on either side of my head, her open, dark slit hovering over my face.  It was gorgeous.

“You have to learn to ask for what you want,” she said.  “Now tell me what you want.”

“I can’t,” I said.  “I can’t say it.”  God, how I wished my hands were untied.  The sight of her rose colored pussy was making my own jump and spasm.  I wanted so badly to thrust my fingers inside, do to myself what she had done to me just moments before.

“I see you aching for it.  Don’t lie to me.  What do you want?”

“I don’t want to want you…”

“But you do, don’t you pet?”  She moved her hips back and forth, and I was entranced by the view.  I wanted to thrust my tongue inside of her so badly, taste her, gulp her down.  “So beg for it.”

“Please…”

“Please, what?”

“Please let me tongue-fuck you!” I said. I had no idea where those words came from, but one thing was certain:  I didn’t care about modesty anymore.  I didn’t know what I was, I didn’t know if this was right or wrong, I only knew that if I didn’t bury myself in her pussy immediately, I would lose my mind.  I felt on the verge of tears, I wanted her so badly.  Then she unhooked her bra, and two beautiful breasts came tumbling out.  Viewing them from below, dangling above me gloriously, made my hips buck.  My body felt nothing but tragic longing for her body.

“Please!  Please!” I cried, my voice trembling.  “Sit down, please.  I want to taste you….”

“Do you promise to be a good pet and make me cum in your mouth?” she asked.

“Yes!  Please!”

“Will you do everything I say?” she asked.

“Yes, I want your pussy so badly!”

“And you’ll do anything for it, won’t you?”  Her pussy began to descend upon me.  It smelled as fresh as the ocean as it came nearer and nearer my mouth.  My tongue strained to meet it, eagerly.  When her clit was mere millimeters from the tip of my tongue, she swung her leg over my body and jumped off the table.  “You’ll have to earn the privilege of tasting my pussy, pet,” she smiled sinisterly.  “We still have work to do.”

She sat back down between my legs and I waited with anticipation.  I heard a buzzing, and something hard and vibrating traced along one of my lips, down, down, until I realized she was pressing it right up against my virgin asshole.  I realized it was entering me.

Whatever the device was, it was thicker than I originally thought.  She was working it in slowly, and I felt myself stretch, then tear a little, and I cried out in pain.  Bit by bit she worked it in, and I felt myself fill with  the giant vibrating rod.  I felt a little like I had to go to the bathroom.  But more than that, I felt my whole body shake with vibrations.  Next I heard the tear of duct tape, which she placed over the device and adhered to my cheeks, securing the vibrating monster deep inside of me.  My body bucked against the restraints, though with my legs spread as they were, I couldn’t move too far.  Beads of sweat were streaming from my forehead, and I felt a wave begin to rise within me.  My mouth opened, and an animalistic howl escaped my lips.  She laughed at me, and I felt ashamed, but there was nothing I could do.  The sensation was too great to ignore.

Next, I felt something cold and metal, something like tongs, begin to slide into my open pussy.  I’d never felt so full in my life.  They went in deeper and deeper and I felt something break with in me.  The sensation was sharp and painful, but Dr. Ruth said, “Just relax….” and I let the pain wash over me and quickly subside.  I felt them begin to pry me open, stretching me wide.

“I don’t think I can take it,” I said, my voice broken and hoarse.

“You can and you will, she said,” and the cold metal stretched me wider, wider, wider than I thought I could stretch--and then stopped.  My pussy was pried open and waiting as the vibrations in my ass rippled through me.  Then, to my immense pleasure, I felt something warm and viscous being poured into me--thick and slow like honey.

“Oh my God, what is that?’ I asked.  I felt it pour into me, my pussy brimming and dripping with warmth.  I spasmed, and I felt a rush of it overflow and my ass cheeks, slow and hot like lava.

“It’s an all natural-lubricant.  This is what you’re going to feel when your boyfriend cums inside of you,” she said.

“I want more of it…please…” I pleaded.  She stood and dribbled the liquid out of its jar and onto my naked body, up my stomach, between my breasts, my neck, on my face.  She smeared it with her fingers, massaging my breasts with it and said, “You’re such a little slut and you didn’t even know it, did you?”

“I want to taste your pussy…” I moaned.  It was torturing me.  The smell of it was lingering in my nose.  My mouth watered at the thought of tasting her.

“Are you making demands now?” she said, sternly, walking back to my pussy.  She ripped the cold metal from my pussy swiftly, leaving me vacant and wanting.  Then she spanked my clit hard.  “How badly do you want it?”

“Ah!  Please!” I moaned.  The sting mixed with the vibrations brought me so close to the edge, I wondered if I wasn’t having some sort of attack--I had never felt this wild before.  She dove down between my legs and began sucking at my clit furiously, taking my whole pussy in her mouth, drinking me in.

I was completely out of control now.  I opened my mouth and a scream emerged the likes of which I’d never heard come out of me.  My spread eagle legs were shaking uncontrollably as she sucked with all of her might and began fucking my ass with the huge vibrating rod.  I was raw and wild, wanting more, more, more.  But all at once she stopped.

“I need to keep going!  Don’t do this to me!”  I cried.  I couldn’t take it.  It was torture--sheer torture.

“You’re going to cum, my pet,” she said.  “But not yet.  Now do as I say--you’re almost there.”

She climbed up onto the table and repositioned herself over my face, but this time she dropped down immediately, and I felt suffocated in her dripping wet pussy.

“Breathe through your nose, and open your mouth,” she instructed, perfectly composed.  “You’re going to kiss my pussy--just like you kiss your boyfriend.”  She let up the pressure a little bit by raising up slightly, and I pressed my lips into hers, parting her with my tongue, running it slowly up and down her watering slit, and pressing it into her opening.  It tasted just a little bit sweet.  I loved the smooth, slippery feeling of her on my tongue.  “Kiss me deeper,” she said.  She leaned down and put a hand on my wrist.

“If I untie your hand, will you do exactly what I say with it?”  she asked.

“Yes…” I hissed into her vagina.

“Be a good girl for me.  Keep licking.”

She tasted so incredible.  She trickled steadily into my mouth as I kissed her, and I drank it down, feeling her seep down my throat and to the very core of me.  My clit was throbbing, my pussy was contracting again, and I felt like I could cum right then.  My hand was now free, and it lunged for my aching pussy.  But all at once Dr. Ruth grabbed my blonde ponytail and pulled, harshly, eliciting a yelp of pain from me.

“No touching,” she said.  “Just feel it.  I want your hand to hold me open.”

I spread her with two fingers and plunged my tongue as deeply into her as I could go, feeling the walls of her close in, grasping and pulling at my tongue.  I thought about my boyfriend.  If he could see me now, this gorgeous older woman straddling my face while I laid back, my legs straining, the pussy he’s never seen wide and open, my ass filled up, my cheeks shaking with the vibrations.  He would never believe it.  Not in a million years.

“Will you cum on my face?” I pleaded, turning my face to the side so I could talk, her wet pussy grinding onto my cheek.  I wanted her all over me.

“Has your boyfriend ever cum on your face?”  she asked.

“No.”

“Have you ever even seen your boyfriend exposed?” she asked.

“Never.”

“And you never will.  Isn’t that right?”

“I don’t want him anymore,” I heard myself say.  “I don’t care about him.”

She stood up on her knees and began playing with herself as I watched.  My free hand reached up and caressed her beautiful ass.  My cunt was on fire, and I was squirming beneath her, watching her open up, watching her pussy beat like a heart before my very eyes.  She rubbed her clit quickly, her face a little flushed, but still perfectly composed.  She looked down at me with dangerous, smiling eyes, which closed just as a rainstorm began to fall from her powerful pussy.

Instructions be damned, this was my chance.  My fingers lunged at my aching fuckhole--that’s what it was to me now--a place for her to fill-- and dug in deep.  Two fingers, then three, plunged in and out and I gushed right along with her, a pool of myself forming beneath me as my mouth opened with a scream.  Her cum rained down into my mouth in droplets that I caught with my tongue like snowflakes.

Eventually, the rain died down, and Dr. Ruth removed herself from the table, graceful as a ballerina even with her tall and powerful frame.  She untied my hands and feet, and my legs ached as I tried to put them together again after being so stretched out.  I slid, wobbily, drunkenly, off of the table.

“I need my clothes,” I said, reaching behind me to remove the tape that held in the giant vibrating rod.

“Stop right there,” she said.  “Don’t even think about removing that.  Pick up the hospital gown and put it on the right way.  Open in the front.”

“What?” I said, confused.

“I said no touching and you touched yourself,” her eyes were stern.  “And I didn’t tell you to remove that, and you tried to anyway.  You need to be punished.”

“You...you want me to go home like this?”  My face was glistening with her cum.  My legs were sticky.  My hair was a mess.  And now, she wanted me to drive home in a hospital gown, open in the front.

“You’ll put on the gown,” she continued.  “You’ll drive to your boyfriend’s house.  You’ll tell him you can’t see him anymore.  And you won’t remove that vibrator until it’s done.  You’ll retrieve your clothes at your follow up appointment with me.”

“I can’t do that!” I cried.  “What will I tell him?  He’ll want to know why!”

“Simply tell him the truth.  Tell him you’re my little slut and you belong to me, now.  Isn’t that right?”

I didn’t want to hurt my boyfriend that way.  But I knew she was right.  I couldn’t go back to him and I belonged to her.  Vibrations continued running through me and my head was in a haze.  I would do what she said.  It was what I really wanted, deep down.  I wanted him to see me like this.  I wanted him to know who I was.

I picked up the gown and pulled it on.  There was a tie at the top, which Dr. Ruth manipulated into a bow.  The rest hung open in a V, revealing my cleavage all the way down.

“Now put on your panties,” she instructed.

As soon as I did, I felt them grow wet and soiled with me.

“Now go.  I’ll be sending you the date for your next appointment.  Be on time.”

I know I should have been planning my speech to my boyfriend.  I should have been preparing for how I would explain myself.  But as I drove home, people staring during red lights, all I could do was envision Dr. Ruth writhing above me.  It was a waste of time to spend the drive finding a way to soften the blow.  Instead, I prayed for more rain.


5. Not Just Another Wedding: Lesbian Seduction at my Best Friend’s Wedding by Riley Davis

It was always another wedding. Another friend, another co-worker, another family member. And I was always a bridesmaid or just a guest at the singles’ table.  My love life was in shambles but I still had to watch people blissfully in love and pretend to be happy for them. Then at my best friend’s wedding, the one wedding I had been dreading due to having no date, something happened. I found some bliss for myself that I would never have expected…

I lay in bed, staring up at the ceiling. My stomach was rolling, having spent half the night kissing the porcelain throne. Hailey’s bachelorette party last night was a fucking blast. I didn’t expect to have as much as fun as I did. Maybe that is the trick. Not to expect too much and then you get more than you thought you would. The only thing that sucks is now I am paying big time. And I didn’t have much time to recuperate. Today was our final dress fittings, even though all the alterations are complete, Hailey wants to make sure we all look perfect. Then it was the rehearsal at the church and the rehearsal dinner. Tomorrow was the big day so of course the day was full of pampering at the salon complete with hair, nails, and massages. Then off to the big event.

Did I mention that I hate weddings? I used to not hate them. When I was a little girl, I dreamed of my wedding all the time. I would be in the most gorgeous gown with lace and beads covering the front of the dress, and a long train that would trail behind me. Flowers would be everywhere, rose petals falling from the sky, and calla lilies decorating every inch of the church. My Barbie’s would reenact my wedding, Barbie being the most gorgeous bride and Ken being the handsome groom. But then I grew up and realized true love is bullshit.

I shouldn’t be a total cynic. It works for some people. Just not me. My high school sweetheart broke my heart, leaving me for his new boss, her tits so big I am surprised she didn’t fall over. I tried a few more relationships but decided fuck it. It’s just not worth it. Why end up with a broken heart at the end after all the work you put into it? I then began just thinking of myself and fucking my way through college. Let me tell you, it was the best experience. I wasn’t tied down and I enjoyed plenty of men. And since then, I have slowed down on my sexual experiences but I still don’t commit. It’s not worth it.

As part of my punishment for being such a naughty girl, I get to watch everyone in my life get married. And I mean everyone. I feel like it is a curse. That is why I am calling it a punishment. But that’s okay, as hard as fate may punish me, I give it right back by fucking the next guy even harder and dirtier. I smile to myself at my last memory. That was fun. Anyway, family member after family member, co-worker after co-worker, and friend after friend. They all got hitched and then the babies came. I just wasn’t ready for that; didn’t think I would ever be. So I put on a happy face and went with it.

This weekend’s wedding is slightly more special. Hailey and I have been friends since third grade when we met by chance on the playground. A girl was pushing her around and I came to the rescue. We have been locked tight since. I am the head bridesmaid in this wedding, Hailey’s sister being the maid of honor. I took a deep breath and tried to calm the waves of nausea in my stomach. I needed to fix this hangover from hell so I could get on with today’s activities. Thankfully we didn’t have to meet at the dress fitting until three so I had plenty of time.

I slowly rose from bed, making my way to the kitchen. The room was spinning and I still felt slightly drunk. Shit. This was not good. I don’t even remember how many drinks I had last night, or shots. I had lost count. I think we all lost count. I quickly swallow some ibuprofen and chug a few glasses of water to get myself back to being hydrated. Then I get back in bed and pass back out.

****

My hangover was better when I woke up for the second time.  I made it through the dress fitting and the rehearsal and now I was sitting at dinner. I was at the head table with all of the bridesmaids and everyone kept rehashing last night. I didn’t want to think about it. It made my stomach turn thinking about all of the alcohol we consumed. How ironic of me to think that as I take a swig of my wine. Wine is different than hard core shots. “Jackie! Earth to Jackie!” Shit. I snap out of my head and look to see Katie, a fellow bridesmaid, calling my name. “Sorry, off in my own world.” Katie laughed. “I’ll say. You are quiet tonight. Did you have fun last night?” Katie is Hailey’s friend from college but I am well acquainted with her as well as we have done a lot of partying together. Hailey’s big group of friends from college always mingled with my group of friends. “I did have fun. I am just paying for it today. Can’t party like we used to.” I smiled at her. “I know; I was so hungover this morning. Remember the days where we could party all night and then just hop out of bed in the morning and start all over?”

I shook my head, laughter taking a hold of me. “Yes, yes. Ah those were the days. I feel so old now.” Katie giggled. “Me too, sister, me too.” Hailey then came sweeping over to our table, her eyes wide and bright. She looked so happy, it made me happy to see her that way. Hailey never stopped believing in love. She was determined to find it for herself and she did. She deserved it. Matt was a great guy for her. They were perfect together. “Ladies, ladies. Time for the toasts. Are any of you planning on making one?” She looked around the table at us.

Hailey’s sister, Jen, raised her hand. “I am going to.” Hailey smiled at her, going over and giving her a hug. “Thank you lovie, I didn’t think anyone was going to.” “Don’t worry,” Jen said as she patted Hailey’s arm. “I would always have been your backup.” I sighed a quiet sigh of relief. Not that I wouldn’t want to make a toast for Hailey, I just sucked at public speaking. I would fuck it all up, especially if I had a couple of drinks in me.

As the conversation swirled around me, I glanced around the room, taking in my surroundings. A striking woman caught my attention across the room. She was staring at me intently. I broke my gaze, her stare making me shift in my seat. It is so intense; I wonder if I know her. Why else would she be looking at me in that way? I glance back at her and she is still looking at me, her eyes looking like they want to devour me. I feel a sizzle of lust roll through me. I have never felt lust for a woman before, the feeling is strange, but hot at the same time. She is gorgeous with long, blonde waves tumbling down her shoulders and back. She has a tight silver sparkly dress on, her cleavage pushing out of the top. She doesn’t look to be here with anyone. She is just sipping her drink and staring at me. Suddenly, she smiled, her eyes darkening. I looked away then, feeling really unsure of what was going on. I have never been with a woman before and the way this woman was making me feel was scaring the shit out of me. It was such a foreign feeling, but one I wanted to explore. When I looked back over, she was gone.

The night continued on without much action and I was ready to fly out of there. I was meeting my latest fuck buddy at my apartment in an hour and I was beyond ready to get my rocks off. This guy was a funny one. His name was Joe and I met him at a bar a few weeks ago. We first just talked a few times and then had dinner one night. He took me back to my apartment and we fucked like bunnies. I swear, I asked that man if he had energizer batteries in his back. He just kept going and going. I must’ve cummed over ten times that one night. And he could eat me out like a champ, practically making out with my entire pussy. I was hooked.

We have been meeting up for sex every couple of days and it has been blissful. I was itching to go see him now, alcohol fueling my horniness. He just sent me a naked picture of himself and that almost tipped me right over the edge. His body is pure muscle; he works out constantly from being in the army. The dinner finally wrapped up and after saying my goodbyes, I scooted out.

****

I walked up to my apartment steps and there was Joe, grinning at me from the steps. “Hey there sexy lady. What brings you out here?” I smiled and shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t really know, some guy called me and told me to meet him over here.” Joe narrowed his eyes playfully, “Really. Some guy? And who is this guy?” I stood right in front of him, letting him drink in my short mini dress and stiletto heels, my legs traveling up for days. “I think he may be standing right in front of me.” I lean down to show him my cleavage and next thing I know, Joe stands, sweeping me into his arms and carrying me into my apartment. I squeal in delight.

We spent the next four straight hours fucking each other’s brains out. I thought I was going to explode from the pleasure. I had no idea I could cum that many times in such a short time frame. And so did Joe. He would get hard so quickly after orgasming. It was insane. My mind was spinning. Maybe Joe could be something for me after all…

Nah, what was I thinking??

The next morning came quickly, and Joe had to scoot out early to go to work. I was glad as I needed to be at the salon by eleven. I showered and dressed, downing a few cups of coffee in between. I made it to the salon just on time, Hailey excited to see me. She came rushing to the door, sweeping me inside with a huge hug. “Oh Jax, I am so glad you are here. I need you.” I hug her back, surprised at her gesture. She usually only acted like this when she was drunk. I pulled back, looking into her face. “Are you okay, Hailey? Wedding nerves?” She nodded, her eyes misting. “I have only had one glass of champagne and I don’t know if it was the bubbles or what but I am totally emotional right now.” She begins to breath fast, her chest beginning to hyperventilate. “Okay hunnie, it’s okay. It’s normal to feel this way. Today is a big, important day. Let’s just sit down and calm down.”

I brought her over to where our area was, only a few others here so far. I plopped her down and we all looked at her with concern. Joe’s mother, Cecilia, asked if everything was okay. “What’s wrong Hailey love?” Hailey barely smiled as she collapsed into her chair. “I just feel so emotional.” A new dam of tears burst through, pouring down her cheeks. I went over to her, rubbing her back. “It’s okay, sweetie, it’s okay. It’s just the overwhelming feeling of everything. It’s a big day, you have done a lot of work to get here as we all have, and now it’s here and it can be scary. This is a huge step for you and Matt. But I have every confidence that it will work out. You two are perfect for each other. He fulfills what’s lacking for you and you do the same for him. Who wouldn’t want that? Just take a deep breath and try to relax. You have an amazing day ahead of you.” Hailey nodded as she smiled through her tears up at me. “You are right Jax, you are right. Thank you so much for being here for me.” She stood up and we hugged again.

The rest of the morning and afternoon continued without a hitch. We were primped to the nines, every inch of us beautified. It was so relaxing, I enjoyed myself completely. I also was feeling quite good from the mimosas the salon kept bringing us. We kept getting refill after refill. After the salon, we headed over to state park down the street from the church. Hailey rented the two cabins sitting on the property for our dressing areas and then we were going to take pictures throughout the park. It was gorgeous outside, not hot at all and perfect for outdoor pictures. Then the limo would take us to the church and finally to the reception at the country club. I was ready to party again.

****

We had all just arrived at the country club and we were waiting in the wings to be announced into the reception. Most of the guests were already in there, enjoying cocktail hour complete with appetizers. The wedding was gorgeous, Hailey and Matt were such a beautiful couple. The pictures we took were stunning in the park and the church ceremony was breath taking. I must say, I was enjoying this wedding. I was so happy to see Hailey so happy.

A few moments later, the DJ began announcing us and the cheering began. We all made our way inside and the party was underway. Course after course of dinner came through, toasts were made, and the drinks were endless. Halfway through dinner, I must have had at least four glasses of wine already. I was feeling quite fuzzy. Across the way, something, or I should say someone caught my attention.

It was the woman again and she was looking even more stunning than last time. Her hair was pulled up this time, just a few tendrils hanging down around her face. She had on a long, shimmering gold dress, the neck split down very low, showing ample cleavage. She was sitting at the singles table, again showing no signs of a date, and again staring at me like she hadn’t eaten in days and I was the only food she craved.

I finished up the last course of dinner and decided to get a breather outside. The woman never let up her intense gazing at me and I was starting to feel slightly uncomfortable. Plus, it was a little stuffy in here with everyone talking, eating, and dancing. I figured some fresh air would do me good. As soon as I stood up, I felt my buzz kick in and I grasped the table for support to steady myself. I giggled to myself, the alcohol coursing through me. Shit how many glasses did I have?

I made it to the door and stepped out onto the deck, the cool breeze from the water hitting my face instantly. It felt so nice, I immediately sighed in relief. I walked over to the edge, where you could see a great view of the water, and leaned against it. I closed my eyes, letting the breeze caress my face. I felt the air shift next to me suddenly and I knew someone was standing next to me. A woman in fact, her perfume smelling divine.

I opened my eyes and sure enough, it was the woman who kept eye-fucking me. And she was staring right at me. Her eyes grew even darker as I stared back at her, afraid to say anything. She whispered, “Hi,” and then reached out and touched my arm. I jumped at the contact, the electricity from her touch shocking me. “Hi,” I whispered back, unable to form any other words.

She smiled, licking her pretty pink lips slowly. “I know, I am being totally creepy, but I can’t help but to stare at you. You are the most gorgeous woman I have ever seen and I feel totally drawn to you.” I flush, her words filling my core with desire. I have never had a woman say that to me before. She reached out once again, this time offering her hand for me to shake. “I’m Piper. Nice to meet you. And you are?” I shook her hand, the same electricity flowing through me. “Jax. I’m...I mean, I’m Jackie. Jax for short. Nice to meet you.” Jesus, Jax, shut the fuck up. You sound like an idiot.

Piper laughed, her whole body shaking. “Do I make you nervous, Jax? I just was admiring your beauty. Nothing more, nothing less. I am not expecting anything. Let me guess, you are straight as an arrow right?” I nodded at her and she grinned. “I knew it. I just can’t help who I find beautiful. I just wanted to meet you is all. Nothing is expected.” I smiled, feeling myself relax. I knew I wouldn’t have had to do anything but that being said, I feel the pressure is off. “Well thank you for thinking I am so beautiful. You are stunning as well, Piper.” She smiled, her while teeth perfect and straight. “Thank you. So are you a friend or family of the bride or groom?”

“The bride; she is my best friend from elementary school. And you?” Piper chuckled. “I am actually the wedding planner.” We both laughed out loud at that, me not expecting her to say that. “Really?” I asked her, unable to hide my shock. It’s not strange, I just never expected her to say that. She nodded. “Yes, but I am also a good family friend of the groom. His mother and my mother are good friends. So I was a family recommendation and therefore, invited.” “Well, I love what you have done with the preparation. It has been a beautiful wedding.” Piper’s eyes gleamed at me and I felt myself flushing again. She let her eyes trail down my body, desire quickly flashing in them.

After running them down my entire body, she snapped them quickly back up to my face without missing a beat. “Would you follow me? I want to show you something.” Show me something? What the hell could this woman want to show me? But I found myself nodding and following her as she walked off the deck, down the stairs leading to the grassy lawn below. There were chairs and tables set up in various locations around the area, a few patio spots, and even an outside bar that had a few people milling around it. This place was absolutely gorgeous. If I were to ever get married, it would probably be here. Wait, what? Did I just say that? I shook my head to clear it. Must be the alcohol.

Piper was leading me around the front, but once we rounded the corner we entered a side door. She slid a card in that unlocked it and my eyebrows raised in question. She already was ready to answer me, “I am a member here. Certain doors can be accessed with our member card.” “I see, so you’re a member like Matt’s family? Is that how your mothers are friends?” “Yes, they mingle here together a lot. I’ve known Matt for a long time, he’s like a brother to me, he’s a good guy, and I am really happy for him. Hailey completes him.” Warmth flooded through me at her genuine words. Piper was really sweet to say that.

As we walked through the member’s area, I noticed there were several activity rooms and member private rooms down here. There were also a couple of fitness areas and an indoor pool and sauna. I bet this place was expensive as hell to be a member of. Finally, we stopped at a door called the Art Room. Piper slid her card in and the door opened. She flicked on the lighting and the room illuminated with a soft, gold glow. I stepped inside and closed the door behind me. As I turned around, my eyes searched the room, and I gasped at the beauty. There were several paintings of all different flowers in various states of bloom and in various containers. There were vases, baskets, plates. The paintings were so gorgeous. But on top of all of that, there were gorgeous real flowers everywhere too. In the same vases, baskets, and plates. It was amazing. “Oh wow, Piper. This room is stunning.”

Piper smiled at me. “I created this room.” My eyes flicked to hers and she registered the shock but admiration on my face. “Wow. Just wow. You are an amazing artist. Thank you for showing me this.” I looked back at the paintings, letting my eyes travel over them. Then I felt a hand on my arm. Piper pulled me towards her and leaned in, letting her soft lips fall onto mine. I leaned back in shock, my eyes wide. I never expected her to kiss me. Piper’s eyes searched mine, wanting me to approve, to kiss her back. I never thought I would, but fuck it. She was gorgeous and I wanted to taste her.

****

I closed the gap between us, crushing my lips to hers. Our hands flew to each other’s faces, the strong desire pulling us closer together. We frantically kissed, each one hotter than the previous. I slipped my tongue inside her mouth, wanting to explore and taste inside. Piper was delicious, sweet and inviting. Our kisses deepened growing hungrier by the second. Piper’s hands slide down my sides, feeling the silkiness of my dress. She made her way back up, cupping my tits and massaging them. I moaned into her mouth, biting softly on her bottom lip. I broke away, my breath heaving.

Piper stared at me, the lust so thick for each other. My eyes traveled down to her tits, I wanted to see them, touch them. They were straining inside her dress. I placed my hands on top of her shoulders and slid her straps down her arms, letting my hands follow. She slipped her arms out of her dress, and I pulled it down to her waist, revealing her gorgeous tits. Her nipples instantly stood erect from the cold air and I couldn’t wait to taste them. I cupped her tits first, rubbing and massaging them, letting my thumb rub over the nipple again and again. She threw her head back, moaning in pleasure. I took the pass to her neck and let my mouth attack it, kissing and licking and sucking all over it. I slowly trailed my way down her neck, over her chest, and to her beautiful tits. I kissed, licked, and sucked on them, causing Piper to buck against me, desire growing strong and deep. I sucked on her nipples for so long, swirling my tongue around them over and over again.

Piper moaned as I moved my mouth down her belly and had my hands begin caressing her tits. I slid her dress all the way down, revealing just her thong underneath. Even her thong and legs were gorgeous. I slipped her thong down and started at her gorgeous hairless pussy. I couldn’t wait to taste it. I wanted this woman screaming my name. I pulled her down onto the floor, laying her down gently in front of me. “Mmm, Piper, you are absolutely delectable.” I bend her knees and then have her flatten her legs towards the ground, her bare pussy open in front of me. I began licking her clit, sucking and flicking it with my mouth and tongue. Piper hissed and moaned above me, bucking her hips into the air. This only fuels me more, as I let my tongue slide up and down her clit, darting into her hole. She was so wet and tasted delicious, sweet just like her mouth did. I kept at my attack until a few moments later, Piper was screaming my name as her orgasm crashed through her. I slid my finger inside her, slowly moving it in and out as she came, causing her to orgasm again. I didn’t stop as she rode the orgasm out, another one breaking free.

When Piper had finally settled she sat up, a huge grin playing on her face. “Holy shit, Jax. That was the best oral sex I have ever had. And you don’t fuck women?” I laughed. “Nope, this is my first time.” She shook her head at me. “Wow. Now let me return the favor. Lay down, you hot little thing.” I began to lay down but Piper caught my arm. She brought us both to our knees and she began undressing me, slowing unzipping and removing my dress. Once it was off, she slipped off my bra and thong, her eyes never leaving my body the entire time. She then laid me down gently, kissing my mouth as her hands traveled down to my tits. She kissed me, deeply and passionately, while her hands cupped and massaged my tits, pulling and prodding at my nipples.

She broke her mouth away and slid down to my tits, taking each one in her mouth, sucking hard on my nipples. I gasped, the sharp sensations going straight to my core. I was going to orgasm so quickly. I was already so turned on from Piper. She kept going at my tits, driving me wild. I was getting so built up I was going to need a release soon before I would explode. Piper then began drifting down my stomach, her mouth finally reaching my sweet spot. She went right in, her tongue tracing my seam, her fingers spreading my lips. She licked and sucked on my clit, my body trembling from pure lust. Her mouth felt amazing, I began bucking my hips as if I was fucking her mouth.

Piper then stuck her tongue inside my hole, as deep as she could go, and began fucking me with her tongue, in and out. I gasped, the sensation so different yet so good. I knew I was going to come any time now. I could feel it building, I was right on the edge. Next thing I knew, she was back to sucking my clit, her fingers now inside me instead of her tongue. She pounded me in and out, sucking on my clit hard. I finally couldn’t take it anymore. I let go and my orgasm ripped through me, waves and waves of it crashing down. I rode the orgasm hard, Piper never letting up speed, until I felt another one build quick, and came crashing through me again. I was shuddering from the sheer intensity of it.

I collapsed against the floor as the orgasm died away and Piper collapsed right beside me. She looked at me and I turned to look at her. “Wow, Jax, since when did you become a lesbian? You sure do know how to eat pussy and get your partner off while she’s eating yours!” We both laughed, this experience being one for the books.

And you know what? Even though I kept having my men fuck buddies, I also now had a woman fuck buddy.

Thank you for buying this erotica collection.

Click on the image below for a free Erotica Audiobook offer, when you join Audible for a 30 day trial.
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