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		Chapter One

		

	
		`What am I doing here? What the hell am I doing here!' Audrey asked herself as she stared at the next question on the intake form.

		`How often do you masturbate?'

		Her choices were from less than once a month to more than once a day, in five increments; NEVER, was not an available selection. She didn't know if she should write it in, leave the question blank or choose the lowest frequency available.

		`How did I get myself into this?' Audrey asked herself.

		Of course she knew how she’d come to be filling in the form in the psychiatrist's office in preparation for her first appointment. She should have known that there'd be some embarrassing questions. It’s sex therapy; isn't it reasonable to expect questions about your sex life? This day was turning into a bad dream Audrey thought.

		`If it doesn't get any results I just won't bother pursuing it... but she could use it, nevertheless. It's been a month since Greg and Audrey broke up she could call him and tell him that she'd taken his advice... maybe he'd be willing to give it another shot.'

		"Miz Simms," the voice made her jump.

		The waiting area for the psychiatrist was small and very elegantly furnished. The lighting was subdued, so much so that she had difficulty reading the in-take form Randi the receptionist had given her on her arrival.

		The examination room air was cool on her skin and it occurred to her that she was as exposed as it was possible to be. There was something about that thought that made everything sort of clench.

		Audrey found herself looking down at her melon sized breasts resting on her rib cage the nipples projecting from their pebbly caps. They hadn't been firm and pert since she was fifteen—they were too big and heavy for that. She found it embarrassing how out of proportion with her narrow chest they looked.

		Her nipples had been tingling more and less intensely since she was filling in the form in the waiting room. Exposed to the cool air they had now begun to itch. Her head was still reeling and her pussy felt abandoned as she gazed at her own boobs.

		One of the doctor's hands entered her field of vision. Her finger tips very gently touched one of Audrey’s kidney bean sized crinkly nubbins. The jolt that went directly to her cookie was not exactly unexpected. She had experienced the intimate connection of those parts of her body before. Nevertheless she was surprised that she had touched her there and she cried out both from the sensation and the shock.

		"They're very sensitive aren't they?" she asked rhetorically as she moved across and applied a similar gently caress on her other nipple.

		Her whole body heaved and it felt like her pussy had gone into spasm. It was yearning, begging for attention.

		"I know you said that you don't masturbate, but do you ever stimulate your breasts... play with them?" she asked not much above a whisper.

		"Uh... uh... sometimes," She replied and was surprised to find that her vocal chords worked.

		"When do you touch them?"

		"Usually when I'm... uh... oh! in the shower," she groaned.

		They were both staring at her chest and the itching was becoming unbearable.

		"When they're all soapy and slippery it... uh, it feels... uh, really good," she felt she had to explain.

		"Show me... show me how you touch them," Doctor Mohr encouraged.

		Audrey’s hands were shaking and she was embarrassed out of what little was left of her reasoning mind. The sensation was similar to times she'd done it before but different too. She cupped each boob and squeezed gently feeling the long rubbery hard nipple pressing into her palm.

		Out from the hard lump that was throbbing at the apex of her crease came little waves of heat that merged and joined with the pleasure sensations that seemed to come not only from her nipples but even from the palms of her hands. She was ashamed of the fact that she was groaning but she couldn't stop the sounds that vibrated up from her core.

		"It feels good... doesn't it?" Doctor Mohr asked in a croaky tone.

		"Mmmm..." was the sound she made.

		"Wet them... wet your fingers... and touch your nipples," the doctor advised.

		She sounded breathless. she brought each hand to her mouth in turn and was surprised to find out how much saliva she had. Carrying a finger load of spit each hand returned to its respective tit and applied its slippery cargo to her crinkled areola.

		`There... there it is... that's what was missing,' she realized and grasped the firm long nips, pulling and squeezing.

		A lightning bolt struck directly on the knot above her vagina and her heels dug into the padded stirrups pushing up towards it.

		"I'm going to attempt to retract the hood of your clitoris," Doctor Mohr announced breathlessly; "to see... uh, to check for adhesions."

		Her hands were on Audrey’s vulva pulling her even further open. The pressure she was applying to her hypersensitive slippery tissues was upward and causing the waves that had been flowing back and forth from her crotch to her breasts to get much hotter.

		"Good... good," she sighed. "Your clitoral glans is exposed... I'm going to check its rigidity."

		By this time, her head was spinning so wildly that she could hear the doctor speaking but couldn't comprehend what she was actually saying. When her finger made contact with the burning hard knot the entire world stopped for an instant and then it exploded.

		The huge hot bubble that had been pressing in her belly erupted sending scalding hot waves out to every part of her body. In reflex she squeezed as hard as she could on her nipples which seemed to add a tingling electric charge to the waves. She was jerking and twitching while a world class fireworks show exploded in her head.

		Gradually the heat began to decrease and the waves were smaller, merely ripples of warm satisfaction caressing her. She heard some groaning and she didn't think it was her but she was so immersed in the deep pool of bliss that she couldn't be completely sure of anything. She seemed to be in some altered state. Paralyzed and semi-conscious she was vaguely aware of the gown being closed over her nakedness.

		As her brain began to function again she came to realize what had just happened. `I'm cured!'

		Suddenly she was in love with Krystal Mohr (later she would conclude that it was just extreme gratitude). Her senses returned slowly. She opened her eyes and saw the doctor standing over her. She thought that she looked flushed. She stroked her hair gently.

		"Well we've established that there is no physiological barrier to your sexual satisfaction," she pronounced. "In case you weren't aware you just had a nice little climax."

		"Little!' her brain screamed. `I don't know if I can stand a big one.'

		"The nerve pathways used by your body for orgasm are like most other bodily functions. The more they are used the stronger and more effective they become."

		Audrey thought she could see the disbelief in her eyes.

		"When you're feeling up to it you can get dressed and I'll see you in the office."

		She loaned Audrey a book on masturbation and told her to go home and practice.

		"Call Randi and make an appointment for about two weeks from now," she said as she handed Audrey the book; "then we can start working on your psychological issues."

		Audrey was sure her feet didn’t actually touch the ground until she'd gotten out of her car in the parking lot of the Market Fresh.

		***

		Due to the length of her Doctor’s appointment, Audrey couldn't get to the market until just before it closed, so of course the line was endless and he got stuck behind two women whose loud, stupid conversation put her in a murderous temper. She was never in the best of tempers anyway, Audrey - a restaurant critic known for the weary, elegant savagery with which she murdered almost every business she reviewed.

		With the line still backed up down the frozen food aisle, one of the young cashiers flipped her light to "POSITION CLOSED" and walked to the customer service counter, where she leaned against a counter and began to pass the time with another young girl shuffling papers. The women in front of Audrey broke off their conversation and watched the cashier with hatred.

		"Oh, that's nice," one of them said. She turned to Audrey and added, confident of her accord, "One of those little human touches that keep us coming back for more."

		Audrey had conceived her own erotic love and hatred of the Market Fresh employees, but she immediately turned it on the presumptuous crybaby in front of her. She was still basking in the glow of her orgasm from

		"Damned unfair," she said. "Tragic, really. If they're not chopping off the wrong leg, or bombing your ancestral village, they're closing their lanes."

		She stood her ground. "I didn't say it was tragic," she said. "I just think it's a pretty shitty way to treat your patrons."

		"Reprehensible," Audrey said. "Heaven will take note."

		She sucked in her cheeks but stared past her and said nothing. Audrey saw that the other woman, her friend, was looking in the same direction. And then the cashiers stopped what they were doing, and the customers slowly turned, and silence came over the market. Two women wearing black ski masks and black Lululemon’s were standing to the side of the door.

		One of them had a pistol pressed against the guard's neck. The guard's eyes were closed, and his lips were moving. The other woman had a sawed-off shotgun.

		"Keep your big mouth shut!" the woman with the pistol said, though no one had spoken a word. "One of you cashiers hits the alarm, you're all dead meat. Got it?"

		The cashiers nodded.

		"Oh, bravo, " Audrey said. "Dead meat." She turned to the woman in front of her. "Great script, eh? The stern, combative poetry of the perilous classes."

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		She looked at her with sinking eyes.

		The woman with the shotgun pushed the guard to his knees. She handed up the shotgun to her partner and yanked the guard's wrists up behind his back and locked them together with a pair of handcuffs. She toppled him onto the floor with a kick between the shoulder blades.

		Then she took her shotgun back and went over to the customer service booth at the end of the checkout lanes. She was short and stocky and moved with peculiar slowness, even languor.

		"Let her in," her partner said.

		The woman with the shotgun opened the door and sauntered up to the cash drawer, handing the head cashier a Hefty bag. Then she went down the line of cash registers passing out Hefty bags to each cashier until she got to an empty position then she looked over at the woman with the pistol, who said, "Whose slot is that?"

		Audrey watched the cashier. She put her hand to her throat and turned to the woman she'd been talking to. She nodded. "Mine," she said.

		"Then get your princess ass in gear and fill that bag."

		"There you go," Audrey said to the woman in front of her. "Justice is done."

		"Hey! Dumb bitch! Did I tell you talk?"

		"No," Audrey said.

		"Then shut your trap." "Did you hear that?" Audrey said. "'Dumb bitch.' Right out of Faster Pussycat."

		"Please be quiet," the woman said.

		"Hey, you deaf or what?" The woman with the pistol walked over to Audrey. She poked the weapon into Audrey' gut. "You think I'm playing games?'

		"No," Audrey said, but the barrel tickled like a stiff finger and she had to fight back the titters.

		She did this by making herself stare into the woman's eyes, which were clearly visible behind the holes in the mask: pale blue, and raw red-rimmed. The woman's left eyelid kept twitching. She breathed out a piercing, horrific smell that shocked Audrey more than anything that had happened, and she was beginning to develop a sense of unease when the woman prodded her again with the pistol.

		"You like me, bitch?" she said. "You want to eat my pussy?"

		"No," Audrey said. But yours wouldn’t be my first. Audrey wanted to say.

		"Then stop looking at me." Audrey fixed her gaze on the woman's white New Balance trainers. "Not down there. Up there."

		She stuck the pistol under Audrey' chin and pushed it upward until Audrey was looking at the ceiling. Audrey had never paid much attention to that part of the market, an upscale building with granite floors and mahogany counters and beams, and new wave graphic artwork over the cashiers' lanes.

		The high ceiling had been decorated with happy figures with fake smiles Audrey had taken in at a glance many years earlier and afterward declined to notice. Now she had no choice but to scrutinize the decorator’s work. It was even worse than she remembered, and all of it executed with the utmost gravity.

		The graphic artist had a few tricks up her sleeve and used them again and again - a certain rosy blush on the cheeks of the suburban women, a coy backward glance on the faces of the men and woman.

		The surrounding wall of the store was crowded with various upper middle class activities all involving families eating, and entertaining but the one that caught Audrey' eye was ample breasted woman and a more butch looking woman - portrayed, in this rendition, as a butch ogling the big titted female from behind a tree.

		To make the busty woman sexy, the photographer had canted her hips suggestively and given her long, droopy eyelashes through which she gazed back at the dyke with sultry welcome.

		The dyke wore a smirk and her eyebrows were arched. If there'd been a bubble coming out of her mouth, it would have said, "I like big butts! Y’all!."

		"What's so funny, bitch?"

		"Nothing."

		"You think I'm comical? You think I'm some kind of clown?"

		"No."

		"You think you can fuck with me?"

		"No."

		"Fuck with me again, you're history. Irregardless?"

		Audrey burst out laughing. She covered her mouth with both hands and said, "I'm sorry, I'm sorry," then snorted helplessly through her fingers and said, " Irregardless - oh, God, Irregardless," and at that the woman with the pistol raised the pistol and shot Audrey right in the head.

		The slug smashed Audrey' skull and tilled through her brain and exited behind her right ear, scattering fragments of bone into the meninges, the callosal commissure, back toward the subcortical nuclei, and down into the diencephalon.

		But before all this occurred, the first appearance of the slug in the telencephalon set off a crackling chain of ion transports and neurotransmissions. Because of their peculiar origin these traced a peculiar patter, fluke-like calling to life a summer afternoon some forty years past, and long since lost to memory.

		After striking the braincase the slug was moving at almost 1000 feet per second, a pathetically listless, snail’s pace compared to the synaptic lightning that flashed around it.

		Once in the brain, that is, the slug came under the intercession of brain time, which gave Audrey plenty of leisure to contemplate the scene that, in a phrase she would have abhorred, "passed before her eyes."

		It is worth noting what Audrey did not remember, given what she did remember. She did not remember her first lover, Sherry, a supervisor at this Market Fresh, or what she had most madly loved about her, before it came to irritate her - her unembarrassed carnality, and especially the cordial way she had with her pussy, which she called Ms. Kitty, as in, "Uh-oh, looks like Ms. Kitty wants licked," and "Let's explore Ms. Kitty!"

		***

		It was longer than Audrey wanted to remember, she was standing at the top of the steps outside Market Fresh waiting for her girlfriend. She was wearing tight skinny jeans that showed off her long shapely legs to great advantage.

		She was leaning with her back against the building, her pelvis thrust forward, and her legs slightly apart. In her crotch, the seam was wedged almost obscenely into her slit, so that the unmistakable curving outline of her fleshy cuntlips was clearly visible, like the lush sloping sides of a deep ravine.

		Everyone who walked up the steps got an eyeful of the provocatively-exposed topography of her succulent genitals. Her mouth too was somehow obscene, a thick-lipped gash of red slashing her face. The fullness and the moistness of those full red lips were a mirror of her other puffy lips so starkly obvious through the straining material of her white jeans.

		When men stared, she outstared them with a look of withering scorn that deterred the most brazen of them. Her eyes said clearly: "It's not for you, worm."

		As she walked along the aisle where the toiletries were, Audrey became aware, out of the corner of her eye, that someone was watching her intently. One of the supervisors, a dark-haired, heavily-built woman of middle years, had her eyes glued on Audrey as if she were a shoplifter.

		Audrey turned her head slightly and met the woman's gaze. Audrey did not smile, but her face remained absolutely calm her gaze steady and unflinching. The supervisor averted her eyes, not very subtly, trying to pretend that she had not been staring at Audrey.

		But she did not move.

		Instead she pretended to be inspecting a shelf. Audrey noted the woman's heavy bosom, nearly as big as Audrey’s, imprisoned in a formidable bra under her white silk blouse, and the ample hips that bulged from her red skirt.

		The woman's legs were equally heavy and muscular, giving her a menacing appearance. The whole effect of the woman's powerful limbs was enhanced by the uniform she was wearing, the regulation and very attractive red skirt and jacket, and the matching splendid tie.

		She was the sort of woman that needs to be in a uniform: dominant, powerful, menacing. Audrey swallowed. She had to admit that she was always turned on by these butch women, and this dark-haired beauty was quite stunning with her heavy bosom, big hips, and solid muscular legs.

		I wonder if she....

		Audrey did not need to complete the sentence, for the supervisor was staring at her again. Those piercing dark-brown eyes were stripping Audrey, peeling off her shirt and jeans and ogling the warm flesh of her breasts and her plump bottom and her long curving thighs. Audrey pushed her trolley towards the supervisor, stopped and smiled sweetly.

		"Excuse me, I need something for my body."

		The Supervisor gulped. "Wh-what?" she stuttered.

		"Do you sell Body Lotion?" said Audrey, smiling her sweetest smile.

		The Supervisor regained her composure. When she spoke, her voice was deep and slightly throaty. "Yes, dear, there, in front of you, on the bottom shelf."

		The word "dear" was a nice touch, thought Audrey. Friendly, slightly superior in tone, putting Audrey in her place - which was obviously in the passive role. Audrey liked the idea of playing the "femme" to this lovely butch female.

		"Where? Oh yes, I see. Thank you. Where can I get it?" Audrey continued innocently.

		"Get what?" said the woman, dazed.

		"This special body lotion you told me about. The one that will be best for my body." Audrey ran her hands over her hips.

		Once again her pelvis was thrust forward, making her wonderfully fleshy vulva stand out. It was as if she were thrusting at the woman.

		

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		"Well, we don't sell it here, as you will appreciate. But I've got some in my office if you'd like to come and sample it."

		"That's very kind of you! I'll follow you."

		"Yes, I suppose it is. Anyway, you said you had something for me, Sherry,...."

		"Oh yes, the body lotion. Now, where is it?" The woman began to rummage.

		She was breathing heavily and her mighty bosom heaved and sank quite alarmingly. Audrey imagined herself imprisoned against its formidable bulk and felt a tremor of delight in her crotch.

		"I like your uniform. It's so...flattering," she said, changing the subject yet again.

		Sherry became even more flustered. For the dominant one, the butch type, she wasn't doing very well. Clearly she was flustered by Audrey's sexiness, and by her calm manner in what was, after all, a tense and abnormal situation.

		"Do you really? Some people say it's a bit, you know, military."

		"Oh no! It's very feminine! It shows off your figure beautifully!"

		She stared meaningfully at Sherry's bulging breasts and her well-rounded hips. Looking back, Audrey could not remember which of them made the first move. All she knew was that one minute they were talking, and the next she was imprisoned in Sherry's powerful arms, the breath being squeezed out of her as she was pressed against that mountainous bosom.

		Their mouths were sealed in a long slobbering kiss. They were both full-lipped, and the suction that built up between their two mouths was tremendous. Sherry's hands were soon all over Audrey, exploring the rounds of her buttocks and the tantalizing crease between.

		She inserted her leg between Audrey's - no great problem, for Audrey yielded at once - and pressed her thigh up against Audrey's crotch. She could feel Audrey's bitch-heat against her leg.

		"God, I need you!" Sherry gasped.

		"Take me then, darling!" Audrey replied huskily, beginning to get really worked up as this powerful woman's sex urge grew more and more demanding.

		Sherry, this respectable Market Fresh supervisor, lost all self-control at Audrey's words. She had dreamed of this, for she had seen Audrey before in the supermarket, had made her the object of all her most secret and erotic fantasies. And now, the incredible reality.

		This hot woman with her tempting nipples and her unbelievably fleshy vulva was available, ready, and waiting and willing for Sherry's frenzied groping’s. She started to tear at Audrey's clothes, but Audrey stopped her gently.

		"Don't you think we ought to wait, darling? After all, you are supposed to be on duty. Won't somebody notice that you're not out there?"

		Sherry's face sank.

		"No, no, darling!" Audrey reassured her. "I want it as much as you do. I told you: you really turn me on, especially in your lovely red uniform. But I think it would be much better if we meet somewhere else to ...continue our...little get-together."

		"Come!" Sherry said simply, leading Audrey into the annex to the office which served as a sickbay.

		She lay Audrey down on the narrow bed, expecting and getting no protest. Then she began voluptuously to remove Audrey's top, letting Audrey's fine young breasts spill out from their prison.

		With practiced fingers, she slipped off Audrey's panties. "Are you sure, darling?" she whispered, looking deep into Audrey's eyes.

		What she saw there gave her the answer. This shy creature with her wide eyes and her blond hair and her tempting curvy body had been waiting all her life for this moment.

		"Hm, hm," she murmured softly, nodding her acquiescence to the coming act of lesbian seduction which she had so often fantasized about in her secret lonely dreams.

		Sherry got up, went to the office door, and locked it, took the telephone off the hook, and went back into the hot, stuffy annex, closing the door behind her. Now, the whole world was shut out, leaving the two women free to make glorious love as only women together can.

		Sherry was desperate now for Audrey's succulent young body. She started to peel off her own clothes, jacket and skirt and shoes, blouse, and tights, and finally the formidably-engineered underwear that held her in shape. When her breasts spilled out of the prison of her bra, their hugeness caused Audrey's eyes to widen. She had never seen, or imagined, breasts so full and heavy and pendulous.

		And the nipples!

		They were dark and prominent, like cones, pointy and incredibly suckable. She felt their heaviness on her abdomen as the woman lowered herself on to Audrey and clamped her mouth greedily over the young girl's breasts, sucking them whole into her mouth without difficulty.

		It was the first time that Audrey had had her nipples sucked in this way - and it was FANTASTIC! Instinctively she spread her legs wide apart and wrapped them round Sherry's waist, and, at the same time, she gripped Sherry's hair as if she were afraid to lose that wonderful sucking mouth on her breasts.

		Sherry raised herself and came up to kiss Audrey full on the mouth, forcing Audrey's lips apart and probing the hot wet cavern of her mouth in a passionate French kiss that left them both panting for breath.

		“Ms. Kitty looks lonely Audrey.” Sherry groaned in Audrey’s ear. “She needs some attention, don’t you think?”

		With a slight nod of Audrey’s head, Sherry next shoved their cunts together, and Sherry sought to create that exquisite tribadic bonding that makes lesbian love so wonderful, that trembling clitoral intertwining, that delicious rubbing as cuntlips meet and caress that makes lesbian love more beautiful and more satisfying to a woman than anything else.

		The effect on Audrey was electric. She straightened her legs stiffly so that the woman's thighs were lying along her own, and she maneuvered and wriggled and made grinding movements with her hips to increase the unbelievably exciting contact between her fleshy young labia and the hot spreading lips of the older woman's squashy cunt.

		"Kiss me! Oh, kiss me again, darling!" Sherry's voice was hoarse and deep, like a man's, but her body was all woman.

		Audrey needed no urging, but sought the woman's fleshy lips with her own, thrilling as their tongues intertwined. This was no seduction. The girl was willing, enthusiastic, to a degree that surprised even Sherry. It was as if they had been lovers for years. And Audrey was happy at last.

		All her fears evaporated in the arms of this wonderfully passionate woman. All her secret dreams were being fulfilled as she felt her whole body melt into Sherry's. She loved the sensation of being drowned in a sea of womanly flesh, of being crushed under the weight of Sherry's titanic breasts which squashed against her own like two enormous round cushions.

		Most of all, she loved the sealing of their mouths in a long passionate lesbian kiss. She knew that she was not the first Market Fresh customer to be seduced by the buxom dark-haired Supervisor, but she didn't care.

		She abandoned herself to the woman's expert lovemaking, to the thick wet lips trailing down her neck and on to her breasts, to the hard insistent grinding of the woman's bushy pelvis against her own, to the woman's incredibly deft fingers tracing patterns over her trembling skin.

		Audrey would never have believed that her body could be raised to such a fever heat of sexual excitement, but this powerful woman with her repertoire of lesbian caresses was playing the young girl's body as if it were a musical instrument. Audrey arched her back, pushing her belly hard against Sherry's as she felt a huge orgasm like a tidal wave welling up inside her.

		She felt as if her whole body was on fire and could only be quenched by the flesh of her wonderful female lover's body. Sherry slid her hands under Audrey and held her buttocks in a vice-like grip, pulling Audrey against her. Every muscle in her body strained as she held herself in suspension, desperately trying to keep control of the spasms which began to rack her body in response to Audrey's rippling waves of orgasm.

		The two females were in perfect harmony now, the plump firm body of the young girl pulsating against the mountainous flesh of the older woman. They made a beautiful picture, two females, hot for each other, their orgasms perfectly attuned, their bodies moving together as if they were no longer two people but one.

		They lay together for a long time, enjoying the afterglow of their lovemaking. Sherry, all passion spent, reflected how wonderful it was to find so many young girls nowadays who were ready to follow their natural instincts and give themselves willingly to lesbianism.

		How different from her own young days, when lesbianism was the love that did not dare to speak its name. Her first forays into the twilight world of love between women were agonies of secrecy and guilt.

		But here was this young girl, who had never before even touched another woman, aroused to a fever pitch of passion within moments of the first tentative lesbian caress. Audrey, in her turn, was savoring what had just happened. She knew that she would never be the same again.

		For a moment she felt a sort of panic. Would people know about her? Would other girls be able to tell just by looking at her that she had gone through a lesbian experience with the Supervisor - and totally given herself up to the woman's lovemaking? Would she be marked, like Cain, with the stains of their couplings? Would her body look different now that it had known a woman's hands and lips upon it?

		"I'm not too heavy for you, am I, darling?" Sherry whispered, letting her lips touch her lover's ear.

		"No, Sherry. Not at all. I like to feel you crushing me!" Audrey whispered back, loving the intimacy of calling the Supervisor by her first name. It completed the bond between them.

		"Any regrets?"

		"Oh, no! It was wonderful! I never dreamed it would be so wonderful! My whole body is still tingling. Thank you for making me feel so...good!"

		"Sh! Don't say that! I did nothing. You are the one who roused me. You are so sexy, Audrey, and so beautiful. I'm the one who should thank you!" As she spoke, Sherry let her hand slide down between Audrey's legs and her fingers slip voluptuously between Audrey's silky cuntlips.

		"Hmm! That's nice! Ooh, you'll get me all worked up again!" Audrey giggled, feeling that wonderful tingling inside her that comes from the ministrations of another woman's fingers.

		"That's the whole idea, sweetheart!" Sherry said, her voice husky with emotion once more.

		Audrey looked again at the woman's powerful body, the huge pendulous breasts, and the strong muscular legs, and felt another surge of pride that she had been a willing acolyte at such an altar of lovely womanliness.

		Sherry smiled when she saw Audrey staring unashamedly at her body. Lovingly she reached out, took Audrey's hands, and placed them over her breasts.

		"They are yours whenever you want them, darling. I am yours whenever you want me."

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		Audrey did not remember her husband, whom she had also loved before he exhausted her with his predictability, or her daughter, now a sullen professor of philosophy at Cornell. She did not remember standing just outside her daughter's door as she lectured her Cabbage Patch doll about her naughtiness and described the truly appalling punishments Gertie would receive unless she changed her ways.

		She did not remember a single line of the hundreds of songs she had committed to memory in her youth so that she could give herself the shivers at will - not "Sitting on a cornflake waiting for the van to come," or "Ohh, a storm is theat’ning my very life today," or "There’s a lady who’s sure all that glitters is gold." None of these did she remember; not one.

		Audrey did not remember her dying Rhonda saying of her father, "I should have put rat poison in his coffee."

		She did not remember Doctor Jessup telling her class how Spartan prisoners in Rome had been released if they could recite Sophocles, and then reciting Sophocles herself, right there, in the Greek.

		Audrey did not remember how her eyes had burned at those sounds. She did not remember the surprise of seeing a college classmate's name on the cover of a CD not long after they graduated, or the respect she had felt after listening the album. She did not remember the pleasure of giving respect.

		Nor did Audrey remember seeing a woman leap to her death from atop of one of the Twin Towers just days after her daughter was born. She did not remember shouting, "Kyrie Eleison!"

		She did not remember deliberately crashing her father's Jaguar in to a telephone pole, of having her lips split and eyes blackened in by three National Guardsmen at an anti-war rally or waking herself up with laughter.

		She did not remember when she began to regard the list of restaurants on her desk with boredom and dread, or when she grew angry at owners for opening them. She did not remember when everything began to remind her of something else.

		This is what she remembered.

		Heat.

		A soccer field.

		Burned out grass, the drone of insects, herself leaning against a tree as the girls of the neighborhood gather for a pickup game. She looks on as the others argue the relative genius of Hamm and Marta. They have been worrying this subject all summer, and it has become tedious to Audrey: an oppression, like the heat.

		Then the last two girls arrive, Connie and a cousin of hers from Mississippi named Rhonda. Audrey has never met Connie's cousin before and will probably never see her again. She says hi with the rest but takes no further notice of her until they've chosen sides and someone asks the cousin what position she wants to play.

		"Forward," the girl says. "Forward's the best position y’all."

		Audrey turns and looks at her. She wants to hear Connie's cousin repeat what she's just said, but she knows better than to ask. The others will think she's being a twit, teasing the kid for her grammar. But that isn't it, not at all - it's that Audrey is strangely roused, elated, by those final combining of words, their pure unexpectedness, and their music.

		She takes the field in a trance, repeating them to herself.

		The slug is already in the brain; it won't be overtaken forever or beguiled to a halt. In the end it will do its work and leave the troubled skull behind, dragging its comet's tail of recollection and hope and talent and love into the modern hall of commerce.

		That can't be helped. But for now Audrey can still make time. Time for the shadows to lengthen on the grass, time for the tethered dog to bark at the arcing ball, time for Audrey at forward to smack Rhonda’s ass and softly chant, Y’all, Y’all, Y’all. Audrey was certain she wanted to hear Rhonda scream that contraction as she brought her to orgasm.

		***

		Rhonda glared at her with a look Audrey would never forget... fantasy became reality. She knew as well as Audrey did that their love affair was by all standards, erotically unique and unquestionably taboo.

		She brought her left hand to her face once more, stroking her cheek as a cat would its numb prey. Audrey could see her eyes getting wet... this was something so special for her.

		"I'd be honored to have you as my lover." She confessed as Audrey kissed her open palm. Her heart pulsed at a breakneck rate. Not only was this girl so beautiful and desirable, but they were taking it into an entirely different realm of a forbidden expression of supreme consequence. Audrey had never imagined such a fantasy, but with her, it seemed like a perfect fit. Their curiosity broke the bonds of reality and ascended into a higher realm of intoxicating eroticism. "Then from now on, I will be known as your lover." Audrey said with her eyes acutely centered on hers, hand in hand.

		"And I take you, my beautiful lover... Audrey we have found each other at last." Rhonda breathlessly accepted.

		"Ooooooooh Rhonda, make love to me. Make your lover yours." Audrey said without a shred of guilt.

		Rhonda's face fell to Audrey’s stomach, hungrily lathering her skin with her hopeful tongue. It was like she was a different girl... far more profound and intense. Audrey tightened her entire body, surging her muscles together in absolute rhapsody. Audrey loved how they chased this heartfelt fantasy, and it's inborn connotations.

		Closing her eyes, Audrey imagined herself as her lover... a girl who carried a lifelong crush on her adoring, gorgeous Rhonda... a girl who had now grown into a young girl, hell-bent on returning to Rhonda's breast, sucking it as her newfound lover... it felt divine. It felt familiar.

		Her face drifted across her groin, encircling her saturated pussy. With her eyes shut, Audrey envisioned her lovely face near the center of her soul... and when her fingers gracefully stroked her outer lips, Audrey sighed knowing she was close. Her stomach surged like waves of a furious ocean... her legs, outstretched and tense.

		The only thing that would ease her anxiety was her Rhonda's mouth... her hot breath soon glazed her dripping womb. Audrey snapped, but was quickly secured to the bed by her right arm resting atop her belly. Settling in, Rhonda's nose and lips smoothly swam closer to her, bringing her to the edge of known rationalization.

		Audrey didn't know what Audrey enjoyed more... the anticipation of her tasting her pussy, or her actually doing it.

		Unexpectedly, Audrey felt Rhonda's open mouth wallow across her aching vagina, like she tried to swallow it whole. Her body jerked Audrey tried to take a shocking gasp of air. Audrey felt like a fiery bullet had shot her. Audrey rose up, grasping her head in her hands, like lifting a thousand-pound barbell.

		"Oh... Rhonda!! FUCK YEA!!" Audrey screamed, feeling Rhonda's lips part her own, feeling that sizzling tongue slip beyond the savory folds of her feminine essence.

		She moaned in lucid delight, twisting her head so her tongue could dive in deeper. Audrey loved feeling those muffled moans reverberate throughout her pussy... it heightened her euphoria, causing her to quiver like a helpless leaf in a blustery wind. And God, she was so slow in her actions.

		She loved eating pussy.

		It felt like the most glorified sensation Audrey have ever felt. It’s different with each girl Audrey loved... but with Rhonda, her loving feast carried a plethora of fantasy, hope, and thrilling lust. It wasn't long before her tongue met her clit. And as if that weren’t enough, two of her fingers easily glided inside her womanhood, hungrily sucked in by her greed and gluttony. God, she was such a pro... like she knew exactly where her g-spot was... but find it, she did... and what followed was a blinding horde of cries of hope... gasps for more... and shameful confessions of incestuous love.

		The only thing Audrey remembered after that was every muscle in her body contracting at once... as if a hundred piece symphony beginning a harmonious sonata. Her teeth furiously clenched as Audrey held onto her breath... yet Rhonda remained fixed on her, her sole focus was her.

		A million tiny stars exploded behind her closed eyes as Audrey shouted, "Rhonda, Rhonda, Rhonda" over and over again.

		It was the most splendid orgasm a girl had blessed her with... she not only brought her body to its peak, but her heart and soul too. Later... Rhonda woke her with a gentle kiss, telling her Audrey was out for about a half an hour. Together, they lay side by side as her face was atop Audrey’s.

		Seeing her gorgeous face was perfect... those penetrating sapphire eyes, so content and sure. Returning her smile, Audrey took her head in her right hand, bringing her mouth to mine one more time. Their lips slowly lapped each other’s, taking the extra time to nurture the other's sordid flavor.

		Audrey loved kissing this girl... this girl of the South... refined by age and mellowed by time. But aside from her deep physical attraction to her shapely body, Audrey came to treasure this moment with her. Her hand passed beyond her face to dig down her flowing torso until it came atop her hip.

		Her moan of hunger was muffled, but she knew Audrey was immediately turned on by what possibilities her wide hips could bring her.

		"I understand you're an ass girl?" Rhonda delicately whispered as she burrowed the nape of her neck with her toxic lips.

		Her kisses calmed her as Audrey delightfully smiled, thinking of what Audrey was going to do to that ass of hers. "Yea." Audrey helplessly whimpered back.

		"Connie said you spent over an hour with your tongue in her ass." She replied after flattening her tongue upon her neck.

		"God, yes." Audrey scarcely whimpered, feeling Rhonda's desires for her concentrate on her tongue. "I did, Rhonda. I sucked her ass so good... so deep."

		"Yeaaah." She hungrily answered before tucking her tongue inside her ear. "I picked a great lover then."

		

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		A trillion goose bumps paralyzed her as Audrey gasped in open-mouthed wonder. Rhonda's affection left her powerless in her lustful wake, doing and saying all the right things a girl could ever hope to experience.

		"So when are you gonna taste your Rhonda's?" she breathlessly asked with her lips to her skin.

		"I just... just... don't you wanna cum first?" Audrey asked in an unsure tone.

		"We've got the rest of our lives for that." Answered Rhonda before gently sinking her teeth down upon her neck.

		"God you're amazing." Audrey declared, curling her body in her appreciative arms.

		She raised up, sowing another deep kiss on her mouth. "Kiss my mouth like you would my asshole." Rhonda quietly begged, curving her full lips in a knowing smile. Her eyes shot open, never having heard such a sordid divulgence fall from a girl's mouth. "She said you were soft and slow." Rhonda continued in her hushed, sultry tone.

		Audrey could only nod yes as a long gaze ensued. Audrey was taken by this girl's obvious thirst... amazed... breathless. "You love big butts, don't you?" she suggested as she gingerly kissed the surface of her lips so lightly.

		Like some mindless zombie, all Audrey could do was nod yes once more. This girl had her number...

		"Do it. You know you can." She spoke, savoring her lips with hers.

		Audrey quickly shifted her body, taking her head in her hands as Audrey cracked a cunning grin. Rhonda returned her confident gaze as Audrey slowly parted her lips, timidly pressing to hers. Audrey closed her eyes to imagine that thick backside in her mind. As their lips brushed coupled, Rhonda abruptly went limp from her imagination as Audrey tediously swirled her head, pretending it was the delicious orifice of her hindquarters.

		Helpless and dazed, it was all Rhonda could do to keep herself together. "Oh fuck." Was all Audrey heard before slipping her tongue out to skim those lips, simulating the soft pucker of her juicy opening.

		Seeing that wrinkled asshole in her mind's eye, Audrey rolled her tongue across her velvety texture. "God." Rhonda softly uttered. "You're amazing."

		"It'd be better with your cheeks squashing my face." Audrey replied.

		With a slight nod of surrender, Rhonda slipped out of her arms so she could lie flat on her stomach. Audrey needed no more encouragement as she swiftly jumped up to straddle her ass. Audrey began massaging her neck and shoulders to try and loosen her up... after all; she needed to be ready for her tongue's grand entrance.

		Now atop her, Audrey took in the full scale of Rhonda's beautiful back with her loving massage. Audrey slumped over to nuzzle her face between her neck and shoulder.

		"Oh Rhonda, you're gonna love what I do to you." Audrey avowed, barely gnawing her cheekbone like a starved animal.

		She sighed like Audrey was about to push her off a mile high cliff. She knew exactly what was about to happen and didn't offer any resistance whatsoever. "God, I've always wanted someone to really do this good." She said in a weakened voice.

		"Yea?" Audrey hungrily shot back.

		"Oooooh, fuck yea..." Rhonda replied.

		"I... I just hope my ass is good enough for you."

		"Let's find out." Audrey said as she crawled down her back, massaging and kissing the deep valley of her flowing spine.

		Of course Audrey knew she'd love it because that was one of the first things Audrey checked out when she first saw her. It’s always the first thing Audrey looks at when sizing up a girl. But she didn't know and teasing her like this made her drip with defiant lust.

		Sizing up her neck and shoulders, the familiar hunger for ass possessed her as Audrey sealed her mouth to her neck, suckling her skin while her hands fluttered down her sides. Rhonda balked as Audrey sank her teeth below the base of her skull, getting acquainted with her thirst for ass. Audrey wanted her... wanted nothing more than to enable Rhonda the beauty of anal bliss.

		"Oh fuck." Rhonda gasped, angrily clutching the sheets beside her face.

		Her savage guttural reply was all Audrey needed to hear as Audrey lifted her mouth from her flesh, glazing her neck and both shoulders with her anxious tongue. Audrey brought her hands back up, twisting them over to run the backs of her hands up and down her back. Audrey loved how their skin felt together... it felt so right... but all Audrey could think of was this girl's ass, and that she was stepping in the role of her beloved Rhonda.

		Rhonda unlocked the uncivilized animal in her, unleashing the true nature in her... that of a wanton lover bent on fucking Rhonda with her tongue... Audrey loved every fleeting second Rhonda allowed her to partake in this taboo coupling. Audrey flattened her tongue on her shoulder blade, casting a trail of savory saliva over to the low valley of her spine... this was the path that would lead her home to her awaiting feast of all feasts.

		Audrey lapped the clove of her spine like a cat to milk... swaying down, leaving a trail of her saliva as obvious evidence of her anal trek. Audrey grunted with hoarse gasps of delight, knowing her ass was near... her breasts soon felt her fleshy orbs throng her tits, engulfing her into the sexy fires of lesbian voracity. With her full breasts pressed to Rhonda's spheres of ass, Audrey gazed up along the statuesque back of her Rhonda, placing her fingernails below her shoulder blades.

		With a hopeful cry, Audrey tediously scraped her back downward until her palms rested on each supple orb of pureness. Rhonda boldly fought for each breath, holding the sides of her head in salacious agony, crying, and moaning like a child knowing it was about to be punished.

		"Your ass is so perfect, Rhonda." Audrey whispered, taking in the rewarding sight of her fully rounded buff cheeks.

		"I love hearing you say that." Rhonda helplessly replied into the pillow.

		Audrey gazed down, paying strict attention to the wondrous darkened cleft dividing those two mounting spheres of flesh Audrey envied. "I don't know what's more sexy... the cleavage of your tits, or this big sexy ass." Audrey uttered.

		Rhonda slithered on the bed like a snake, hearing her revelation as Audrey brought her palms down on each cheek of ass with intensity, grasping a nice chunk of flesh with determination.

		"God, look at this ass." Audrey growled, readjusting her hold, kneading the flesh like sacred swells of delicious bread. "My Rhonda's beautiful ass... so sweet... wide."

		Rhonda screamed "Fuck yea... talk about my ass girl. I love how you make it sound."

		"Oooh." Audrey shot back, aroused by her vulnerability. "Like it when your girl talks about mommy's ass, huh?"

		"Oh God yea. Jesus." She replied with a shudder that shook every muscle in her sexy body.

		Her hands continued their lengthy caresses, admiring her ass's striking width, glazed with its delicious soft tan. Her backside showed no signs of sagging. Not one blemish or wrinkle... and Audrey loved how simply round its shape was... full... healthy... ripe. Her breath grew shallow as Audrey soaked in this glorious site.

		The inviting cleavage that assured her that a mouth-watering treasure lie tucked between her two plentiful spheres... it just had to. With an impatient breath, Audrey lowered her lips to her right cheek, planting a full open mouthed kiss upon the outer crest of her cheek... her lips savored the prized flesh as her heart raced...

		Audrey kissed the cheek as Audrey would her lips... soft, loving and tenderly. Crooking her jaw, Audrey opened her mouth as wide as it could go, gently sucking in Rhonda's ass flesh... engulfing it as Audrey would her life-giving breast.

		Audrey lifted her face, suckling her ass with her mouth, popping off of it with a pool of her boiling saliva coating it... Audrey found Rhonda staring at her across her shoulder, looking far within her soul... knowing Audrey was in her element. Audrey knew then what she wanted to see and decided to wait no longer.

		With their gaze joined, Audrey sank her face between her cheeks, submerging her mouth in her ample ass. Both her hands rested atop the mounds, spreading apart the large pumpkins so her tongue could greet the pungent flavor of her magnificent meal.

		Rhonda yelped, grasping her head, she dug her nails into her smoothened long hair, pulling her face deeper between the globes. Now fully submerged, her tongue slid out, relishing the loving warmth and tangy flavor of ripened ass. Licking each side of the crack; lapping, lunging, and glossing the skin as best Audrey could, Audrey was electrified... this was more than Audrey ever expected. Something so meaningful and extraordinary.

		Audrey vigorously tugged and shoved the mounds of ass so her face could be deluged amidst the buxom cheeks. Audrey struggled to breathe through her nose, filling her nostrils with her peppery scent. And it wasn't much longer before her dripping tongue fell flat atop her crinkled asshole, hopeful for a lengthy swab. The saltiness stifled her tongue, but only made her hungry for more.

		Rhonda's body, squirming and writhing, suffered beneath her languid "kiss". Audrey spread apart her quivering mounds, sliding her tongue out to lay it flat atop the delicious asshole Audrey wanted her mouth sealed around... Audrey was slow and deliberate... loving and sensitive to her every need... Audrey reacted to her movements, spiritually united in the glory of their feminine symmetry. Audrey was kissing her asshole just as Audrey did her mouth.

		"Can't believe... tasting me like this." Rhonda gasped in shocking accuracy.

		Her only reply was to sway her head between the mounting globes, flattening her tongue even more. Rhonda made a fist, violently striking the bed in magnificent shock of getting her ass eaten by her new found lover. Audrey was hypnotized by the event... the feel of ample ass in each palm... the pungent flavor... the scandalous reality of French kissing an eighteen old girl's ass.

		

		

		

		Chapter Six

		

	
		Audrey became a demented animal, hell bent on stabbing her ass with her tongue. Audrey circled her crinkled hole with painstaking accuracy, slothfully mopping across it with reckless hunger. Audrey could see Rhonda's profile between the sordid valley of her cheeks. She tried to look at her yet was paralyzed by her tongue's expertise... her eyebrows creased; mouth agape... that beautiful face violently contorted like a deranged mental patient.

		Wanting to see her reaction, Audrey tightened her tongue, sinking it further into the warm delicious anal passage. With utter finesse, her lips sealed about, encompassing the delicate asshole. Rhonda’s eyes lit up, bulging from her skull, looking as if Audrey had just stabbed her with a steel sword.

		"Fuuuuuuuck!" Rhonda cried out at the top of her lungs.

		Audrey was captivated by her traumatic facial gestures by this act of wanton hope. Audrey was conquering this girl, her supreme female ruler, overthrowing her with her tongue. Something so small and trivial, yet so powerful in its deeds. Her head collapsed as she began whimpering like an injured child... helpless and weak while Audrey’s tongue sank deeper surrounded by the smooth tissue of her delicious rectum.

		Audrey ceased tugging and pulling the bronzed mounds of ass, only to graze their orbed shape with the back of her hands. Lost in the blinding frenzy of her feast, Audrey reminded herself just how big her ass was, and how Audrey would lather every supple inch of those cheeks later with her tongue. But not before Audrey would swirl her tongue inside the undiscovered sweetness of her scrumptious bowels. Her hips gyrated beneath her.

		Audrey slowed her pace, appreciating the fullness of Rhonda's backside with eager hands. Audrey felt her hand clamp down on mine, pushing her fingers down into the pulp of her right cheek; clutching her hand in assured conviction.

		"Oooooh, I wish you could just stay there... just eat my ass like this forever." Rhonda gasped between anxious breaths.

		Audrey responded by kneading the fleshy cheeks, moving her fingers like rhythmic waves of the ocean, lapping at the sands of her beach. Audrey curved her tongue, swirling to taste every recess of her prized ass. This became their paradise... fleeing into the realm of the most intimate experience for either of us. Her moans of wanton hunger, garbled by pure thick ass... Audrey had found her niche... her calling in life. All that mattered was tasting this girl's backside with the zeal of a famished beast.

		"Tasting me." She helplessly uttered. "My ass... you have my ass."

		Audrey groaned in agreement, squeezing the abundance of her ripe orbs.

		"Yea," Rhonda replied, clenching her hand tightly. "God, I can feel that tongue so deep. Its soooo good... so fucking good... deep."

		Audrey swayed her head, trying to plant her tongue further... and Audrey did. Sinking in probably another inch, Rhonda's body compressed, suffering through another desperate stab. Audrey sped up her rhythm, sliding in and out of the moistened asshole.

		This crippled Rhonda beyond anything Audrey had ever seen before. Audrey was not sure how long she ate her ass, but before Audrey finished, there wasn't one portion of her lovely wide ass that didn't either get kissed, licked, or tongued.

		Audrey couldn't believe how easily she let her have her way with it. Before her face lifted from her balmy ass, Audrey gave each side of her ass crack several long laps with her tongue, savoring the luscious tang of it before meeting Rhonda in a powerful, life-affirming kiss.

		Her arms gripped her with zest, vigorously kissing her lips, mauling her face and chin like a savage. Audrey felt her gratitude boil with thankfulness as her hands held her face, making sure Audrey wouldn't budge as she lapped away.

		"Kiss my mouth like you did my asshole." Rhonda breathlessly urged.

		With no doubt, Audrey did as she asked, softly circling her lips with grace and tenderness with the tip of her tongue. Her eyelids went weak, as did her body, knowing that there was no difference in how Audrey kissed any orifice on her body. It was equally filled with as much hope and desire as the next... and Audrey knew she felt it on either opening.

		"Oh my God." Uttered Rhonda. "I love how you kiss me."

		"Yea." Audrey whimpered, cupping her chin with her forefinger. "I'm in love with your ass."

		"Fuck." Rhonda quietly voiced in a relieved tone. "Like a person... its own identity."

		"Uh huh" Audrey moaned before drawing her lower lip into her mouth.

		"God, you're going to be perfect." Rhonda spoke, holding her close.

		Their flesh united in the most intimate embrace... breast to breast... stomach to stomach. And naturally, her hands fell down to handle the full width of Rhonda's flourishing hips and ass. Rhonda leaned back as their eyes locked gazes. Her arms held her as she lied back on their bed, cradling her like a sacred treasure of the world's richest fortunes.

		As things started to fade, Audrey was certain she heard Rhonda scream that contraction somewhere as she had brought her to orgasm.

		In rapid succession.. Rhonda’s ass… softly chanting… “Y’all, Y’all, Y’all, Y…….”

		END
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