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    Chapter 1 

      

    Staying at home for university wasn't my first choice.  It was actually kind of my last choice, right up there with not going to university at all.  I wish I had enough money to pay the dorm expenses.  Or I wish my parents did.  Living with other people my age would be amazing.  Living with my parents... not so much. 

    My parents aren't ogres or anything.  They're fine, I guess.  It's not like we fight much.  We squabble a bit, about little things.  I'm just ready to get out from under their wings.  I am an adult, after all.  I don't need my mother tidying my bedroom when I'm not home.  Sometimes she finds things she probably wishes she hadn't. 

    One time when my mom was doing my laundry, she came across a sticky note someone had stuck on my back—at school, I'm assuming.  I was still in high school, at this point.   

    The sticky note said LESBIAN in big letters.  It's amazing that it didn't fall off between school and home, or even when I took off my hoodie to throw it in the laundry. 

    Not a very creative insult, at any rate. 

    My parents were so good about it.  They didn't ask me if I was a lesbian.  They weren't confrontational in that way.  Instead, they asked if the kids at school were picking on me.  They wanted to know if I was being bullied, and if I wanted them to do something about it.   

    “We're on your side, Maggie.”  That's what they said to me.  “We are always on your side.” 

    I started to cry because my parents were being so kind and supportive.  They hugged me and I cried some more.  I've got tears in my eyes right now, just thinking about it.   

    It took a while before I was able to tell my parents that no, nobody was bullying me.  I couldn't explain the note.  For the most part, the kids at school just ignored me.  I had kind-of friends on the soccer team—I wasn't exactly a star player—and people I talked to in the stamp collecting club, but nobody I was super close with. 

    Did you know that stamp collectors are called philatelists?  Yup. 

    I never explicitly told my parents that, yes, I am indeed a lesbian, but I don't think I needed to.  They probably had their suspicions before the note was put on my back.  I think that event cemented it in their minds.  They told me they will always support me, and there's nothing I could tell them about myself that would make them love me any less.  It was the perfect opening for me to confess my sexuality to them, but I didn't take it.  Saying the words was just too hard.  Impossible.   

    So, living with my parents isn't exactly hell on earth.  I am way luckier than a lot of lesbians out there.  My parents supported me instead of kicking me out.  I know they've got my back. 

    Even though they're my parents, and parents aren't known for considering their children to be sexual beings, mine probably assume I've done way more than I actually have.  I've never had a girlfriend.  I've never gone to bed with anyone.  I haven't even had my first kiss yet, unless you count the time Jeremy Kerr brushed his lips against mine at a middle school dance.   

    It just so happens that I don't count that as a kiss, but that's just me. 

    A big part of my dream about living in residence at university involves lots of naughty escapades.  I thought it would be great to live around other girls my age, who are probably as secretly horny as I am.  Not that I could ever tell anyone these thoughts.  I'm not good at expressing myself that way, and I feel like that's the only way to get what you want: you have to ask for it. 

    OR you have to live in an environment where the lights go out and suddenly your roommate's sneaking into your bed and you feel her hands on your breasts, and then her tongue flicking your nipples, and then her mouth sucking them hungrily.  You don't have to do anything.  She just kisses a path down your belly like it's expected of her.  When she gets between your legs, she eats you expertly.  She knows what she's doing, even if you don't have a clue.  You learn from her, and then maybe you're ready to try your skills on her.  

    Or on someone else.   

    I just feel like I've been waiting so long and I don't know when I'll get my chance.  I want to be with other girls, but I don't know how to ask.  There's a Queer Club on campus, but it seems so political. I'm not into that side of things.  I know I should be, but my serious mind is occupied enough attending lectures, doing research, writing papers.  I need something to get me away from all that. 

    I need sex. 

    But I don't know where to get it. 

    There is hope on the horizon, though.  This girl named Patience is in almost all my classes.  She's an Ecology and Evolutionary Biology major, too, so I see her all the time.  She's got a rainbow flag pin on her backpack.  I hope that means what I think it means, because she invited me over tomorrow night.  We've got a test coming up in Molecular and Cell Biology, so she suggested I come over for dinner and then we study all night, if we want to.   

    Patience lives with her parents, too, so she understands that it's harder for commuters like us to study together.  Sure, the library is open all night, but the subway doesn't run past 1:15.  Plus, studying at the library is difficult because you can't really talk without getting shushed, unless you book a meeting room, and there's a maximum time limit of one hour on those.  It's just so much more difficult for students like us to study together.  People who live on campus can study in their dorm rooms, or in any of the common areas there.   

    I wish I could afford to stay in residence.  It would be so much better for my personal life, better for me as a student, better all around.  But tuition and books cost so much money that there's nothing left over.   

    Enough complaining, Maggie!  You're spending tomorrow night with that Patience girl, remember?  At least you've got something to look forward to.   

    I probably shouldn't get my hopes up, considering Patience lives with her parents, but who knows?  Maybe they'll go out on a date night or something, and leave us alone in the house.   

    Maybe I'll finally get my first taste of student life—beyond the books and the lectures, I mean. 

    One can only hope... 

   





   

    Chapter 2 

      

    I slept at Patience's house last night, and I still can't believe what happened.  Hard to believe it was actually real, except that I can still feel the entire experience in my body.  I don't think I've ever been so juicy in all my life. 

    We went to her house straight after Environmental Biology, which is usually a good class, but yesterday we had a guest lecturer and it was a total snoozefest.  I almost fell asleep in class, and then the streetcar was so packed and stuffy I nearly conked out again. 

    When we walked through the front door, my heart dropped into my stomach. 

    Patience's mother and father were both home. 

    That's not what I was hoping for. 

    I took off my shoes and dropped my backpack by the front door.  It was only a half-hour streetcar ride from the university to their house, so I can understand why Patience wants to keep living with her parents.  One streetcar!  That's it!  Takes me an hour and a half to get to school at the best of times, and that means two buses and one subway.  The commute is absolute hell, especially since I get motion sickness really easily.  If I try to read, it's game over.  That means I can't study on the bus.  So much wasted time! 

    Patience's mother led me into the kitchen, saying, “So you're the Maggie we've heard so much about!” 

    A groan emanated from Patience, and I couldn't blame her. She'd been talking to her parents about me?  Before she was even on my radar?  Now that's embarrassing! 

    Once Patience's mother had parked me at the kitchen table, I realized I ought to thank them for their hospitality.  I said, “Thanks for having me over, Mrs...” 

    That's when I realized I had no idea what Patience's last name was. 

    “Please, call me Vonda,” her mother said, standing by the stove.  “And it's no trouble at all.  I love any excuse to cook!” 

    I believed her, because she was wearing an apron.  Only people who enjoy cooking own aprons, much less wear them. 

    Actually, Patience's mother in an apron was kind of an intriguing sight, because she was an undeniably beautiful woman.  She didn't have that pretty domestic housewife look about her.  Oh, no.  Vonda could have done porn—she was that gorgeous.   

    Blonde hair, big lips, high cheekbones.   

    Even with that apron on, I could tell that her waist was slim and her breasts were big.  She wasn't the type of woman I could picture myself having a longterm relationship with, but a fling?  Absolutely!  My body responded to her without approval from my brain.  I tried not to be attracted to my friend's mother, but who could blame me?   

    If you saw her, you'd be attracted, too. 

    When Patience's father introduced himself (his name is Dick—can you imagine?), I couldn't help thinking how far the apple had fallen from the trees.  Vonda was a knockout, and Dick surprised me by making my body throb.  I don't usually look at men that way.  Almost never.  But Patience's father had dark, smoky eyes and dark wavy hair and there was an alluring quality about him I just couldn't put my finger on.  It drew me in.  I wanted to get close enough to smell him, but that would have seemed really obvious and weird.   

    I stayed put at the table while Vonda served out piping hot bowls of homemade tomato soup.  She'd also made these cheese sticks in the oven that were like twisted things of puff pastry, I guess.  They tasted amazing.   

    “Drop-dead gorgeous and an excellent cook,” Patience's father said, taking hold of his wife's hand and squeezing.  “Am I lucky or what?” 

    Vonda smiled endearingly. 

    I didn't say anything.  I tend to embarrass myself in these situations.  If I'd spoken up, I probably would have gushed about how great the meal was and how shiny Vonda's hair looked.  Then everything would have been uncomfortable. 

    Instead of talking, I glanced at Patience while her parents talked about some TV show they'd both watched when they were kids.  They seemed so in love.  That was amazing to see, after however many years of marriage.  My parents weren't like that at all.  They were friendly with each other, but not lovey-dovey. 

    Hard to believe two charming—not to mention incredibly attractive—humans had spawned Patience. 

    I'm not saying she's ugly.  She isn't ugly.  But she is plain.  If you were glancing around a room, in search of beautiful people, you would easily overlook Patience.  She didn't look anything like her parents.  Maybe she was adopted.  Probably she was.  But I would try not to ask, because that would be rude. 

    After dinner, Dick announced that he would be working the night shift.  He kissed his wife on the cheek while she remained seated at the table, then left the kitchen to get ready to go. 

    “So, it's just us girls!” Vonda announced, reaching across the table to place her hand on mine.  She offered to make popcorn and we could stream a movie marathon, but that idea made me so nervous.  If I had to spend too much time around a woman as beautiful as Vonda, I was sure to slip up and make a fool of myself. 

    “We need to study,” I squeaked.  Looking to Patience, I said, “That's why I'm here, right?  To study?  Right?” 

    She gave me a long, sullen look before stating, “Sure.”  After that, she said she needed the washroom and excused herself from the table.   

    Sighing, Vonda said, “Looks like Patience is in one of her moods.  Don't you worry about her.  She'll snap out of it.  In the meantime, I suppose I should get started on these dishes.” 

    Popping up from my seat, I said, “I'll help.” 

    She smiled.  “You were raised well.”  When she got to the sink, she started squirming, like her skintight yoga pants were making her super uncomfortable.  “Sorry,” she said to me.  “I'm not used to wearing clothes around the house.” 

    I didn't know how to respond.  I wasn't even sure what she meant. 

    “I guess you could call us nudists,” she went on. 

    I held my breath.  I didn't know what was happening. 

    “Not in a collective sense.  We're not part of any sort of movement or community.  Dick and I just both prefer being in the buff, when we're at home.  It's very freeing.  Have you ever tried wandering around naked?” 

    I couldn't speak.  I just shook my head no. 

    “We thoroughly enjoy it,” Vonda went on.  “Oh!  You probably think it's something to do with sex, don't you?  Well, it isn't.  Patience and her sister used to walk about unclothed, when they were younger, but the big bad world teaches us a lot about shame.  The girls both started wearing clothing around the house when their bodies started changing—at puberty, you know.  Sage tells me she's gone back to being bare, now that she lives alone.” 

    I managed to ask, “Sage?” 

    “She's Patience's older sister.  We're good friends, now that she's a self-realized individual.  Patience still pushes back at us—her folks—but I don't hold that against her.  Did you know the brain doesn't complete its development until age twenty-five?” 

    I nodded.  “We learned that in class.” 

    “Sage is twenty-eight now.  Funny.  I don't feel old enough to have a twenty-eight-year-old.  I don't suppose one ever feels one's age.” 

    That's when I blurted out, “Are your daughters adopted?” 

    Vonda's eyes widened.  She seemed shocked when she asked, “Did Patience tell you that?” 

    I didn't answer.  I felt awful.  Why had I spoken those words? 

    Slowly, Vonda said, “They are adopted, yes.  I suppose that's plain enough to see, with Patience.  She doesn't look much like myself or Dick.  But we don't like to talk about these things.  We're a family, and that's that.” 

    When she ran dishwater into the sink, I offered to wash.  Vonda told me I didn't have to, but I insisted.  I needed to do something with my hands, or I would go crazy. 

    Once I'd turned off the water, Vonda said, “I promised Patience I wouldn't embarrass her, but... oh, Maggie, I simply can't bear these clothes a moment longer.  I'd be ever so much more comfortable without them.  Would you be terribly offended?  I'll wear the apron, if that helps.” 

    I'm pretty sure my eyes glazed over.  I didn't know what to say.  Was Vonda coming on to me?  Would Patience be mad?  I honestly had no idea what was happening. 

    Focusing on the dishes, I said, “It's your house.  You can do what you like.” 

    “But I don't want you to feel uncomfortable.  You're a guest in our home!” 

    I was really more worried about Patience feeling uncomfortable.  From what I could tell, I was sure going to like the look of Vonda stark naked. 

    “Take your clothes off,” I said, trying to be nonchalant, pretending that I wasn't dripping with arousal at the very idea of seeing this woman in the buff.  “If you want to take your clothes off, take your clothes off.  I won't stop you.” 

      

   





   

    Chapter 3 

      

    After Vonda went upstairs to change out of her clothes, Patience emerged from wherever she'd been hiding.  I'm assuming she didn't spend all that time in the bathroom, but I don't really know.  She wasn't exactly the focus of my attention. 

    When Patience caught me washing dishes, she asked, “What are you doing that for?  Washing up is my mother's job.” 

    That seemed a little harsh, to me.  I was raised to believe that every member of a household had responsibilities.  The way Patience made that statement suggested, to me, that her mother did all the cooking and cleaning. 

    What did Patience do around the house? 

    Sulk, from what I've seen. 

    “I like washing dishes,” I told Patience. 

    She made a face like she was scandalized by the admission.  “Just leave them,” she told me.  “I thought you were here to study.  That's what you said, anyway.” 

    “I am,” I replied.  “We can study right after I finish—” 

    At that moment, Patience's mother strutted into the kitchen wearing nothing but her apron and a pair of kitten heels with pink faux-fur pom-poms near the toes.  It was a scene straight out of porn.  I didn't think any real person in the world walked around their house looking like that. 

    “Mother!” Patience cried.  “What are you wearing?” 

    “Not much,” Vonda kidded. 

    When she winked at me, I thought my face would explode.  I felt like I was on fire.  

    “I thought we talked about this,” Patience growled.  “You promised!  And you broke that promise!  I will never forgive you!” 

    “Honey!” Vonda cried. 

    I cut her off by trying to explain to Patience, “Don't blame your mother.  It was my fault—really!  I told her it was okay to dress whichever way she wanted!” 

    By that point, Patience had already grabbed me by the arm and started dragging me away from the sink.  Soapy water dripped all over the kitchen floor as her mother and I both tried to explain, but Patience wasn't listening to either of us.  As she dragged me out of the room, I looked over my shoulder just as Vonda turned, dejectedly, toward the sink.  Her apron covered most of her front—except for her arms and legs, obviously—but when I caught sight of her from the back, I got my first look at her glorious backside. 

    As Patience dragged me downstairs, down toward her bedroom in the basement, all I could think about was the creamy white curve of her mother's posterior.  She was fit as they come, that woman.  Every time I blinked, I saw that image: the dip of her bare back, the perfect slope of her ass, the apron strings tied in a bow and dancing between her lovely cheeks. 

    If I could photograph my memory and keep it on my wall, I would do exactly that. 

    When we got to Patience's bedroom, she turned on some lo-fi study beats and said, “Let's get to it.” 

    I realized I'd left my bag by the front door, but Patience wouldn't let me go up and get it.  She was probably worried what might happen between me and her mom.  And she was right to be, worried, too.  Her mother was the only thing I wanted in the world. 

    When she left me alone to grab my bag, I glanced around her bedroom.  It felt dark, to me, and not just because it was in the basement.  The walls were dark, the bedding was dark, the furniture was dark.  Lots of greys and purples.  Nothing like the elegant pink rosettes of my bedroom.  Everything was bright and cheery for me. 

    We studied for hours, and it was all business.  Maybe Patience was sulking, or maybe she was serious.  It's hard for me to tell, sometimes.  I wish other people would just tell me what they're thinking and feeling instead of leaving me to guess.  I always feel lost at sea with the guessing.  

    After we'd been studying for a long time, Patience asked if I wanted to take a break and watch something funny to take our minds off school.  When she went upstairs without me to grab us a snack of white cheese popcorn and pomegranate flavoured sparkling water, I felt like Rapunzel in her tower.  Except I guess I was in a dungeon.   

    Clearly, she didn't want me leaving the basement. 

    I got lucky, though: Patience fell asleep while we were watching her show.  It felt too good to be true.  Could I finally leave the bedroom? 

    The first challenge was to slip off the bed without waking her.  Once I'd done that, I managed to open the door without making a sound.  Patience didn't flinch, so I slipped out into the hallway.  Stairs can be tricky, when you're trying to be quiet, but these ones didn't creak.  I made it all the way up to the main floor without making a sound.   

    There weren't any lights on, except for some dim illumination emanating from somewhere on the second level.  As I followed the light, I noticed a sound: people talking.  Not real people, though.  People on TV. 

    As if I were in a trance, I followed the dim light and TV voices to a bedroom at the end of the hall.  The door was half open.  When I peeked in, I saw Vonda folding laundry as she watched her show.  It was the same one I'd been watching with Patience, which kind of made me laugh.  Not out loud, though.  I didn't want to attract attention.   

    I guess I didn't mention that Vonda was naked. 

    No apron this time.   

    She held one of Patience's sweaters up against her chest, pinning it between her chin and her front as she folded one arm over, then the other.  Kind of funny to think about nudists doing laundry, although I guess it shouldn't be.  They obviously wear clothes when they leave the house, and Patience wears them all the time, from what Vonda reports. 

    When she folded the sweater in half and set it on top of the pile on her bed, I got to see her breasts in all their naked glory.  What a sight!  Judging by her breasts, it was hard to believe this woman was old enough to be raising a girl Patience's age.  She looked so young and beautiful.  Well, not as young as me, but certainly not old.  Not wrinkly, or anything like that.  Her skin was tight.  The light from the TV tinted it blue.   

    She looked amazing. 

    I didn't want her to be creeped out or afraid when she finally noticed me there, so I softly said, “Hi.” 

    Vonda jumped, dropping the pair of jeans she'd just picked up and sending one hand to her heart.  “Good Gracious, Maggie!  I didn't hear you creep up!” 

    I apologized, but she said it was no big thing, just a slight surprise.  “Patience has finally released you from her hold, has she?” 

    “She fell asleep,” I said, taking a quick step into the bedroom. 

    “And you figured you'd pay me a visit?” 

    I wish I'd thought of something clever to say, like maybe, “I wondered if you'd need help in the bedroom.”  But the best I could manage was a timid nod.  I was trying not to stare at her boobs.   

    Trying, and failing. 

    Vonda moved the clean clothes to a chair on the other side of the room, and then turned off the TV.  The room fell into darkness and my eyes struggled to adjust.   

    “Do you prefer the lights on or off?” Vonda asked. 

    “For what?” 

    Her glittering giggles were luminescent.  She snapped on the bedside lamp, which had a dull orange glow, and said, “Personally, I prefer a little illumination.  I'm proud of my body and I like to show it off.” 

    “It's a really good body,” I agreed.   

    Her pubes were darker than the hair on her head, so I don't know if that means she's a bottle blonde?  I remember a blonde friend in school once telling me that her pubic hair was darker than her head hair.  I was never totally sure why she shared that with me, but it obviously stuck.   

    My pubes and my head hair are the exact same shade of black.  Same texture, too.  It seemed strange that Vonda's blonde coif looked perfectly straight while her pubic hair curled and coiled.   

    She must have noticed me staring, because she said, “You don't have much experience with the human body, do you?  Other than your own, I mean.” 

    I didn't even have much experience with my own, but I felt too intimidated to tell her so. 

      

   





   

    Chapter 4 

      

    Vonda asked me, “Would you be comfortable taking off your clothes, too?” 

    “Who, me?” I squealed. 

    She looked around the room, then giggled sweetly.  “Yes you, silly.  There's nobody else but the two of us.” 

    “Your husband won't be coming home soon?” 

    Shaking her head, Vonda told me, “Dick's shift doesn't end until daybreak, and then he usually goes out for breakfast with the guys.  Anyway, he wouldn't exactly be angry if he came home to find a pretty young woman in his bed.” 

    “You think I'm pretty?” I asked, in shock. 

    “Well, of course you are, sweetie!”  Reaching toward me, she brushed my bangs out of my eyes.  They were getting long.  I was thinking about growing them out, but now I'm not so sure, because Vonda said, “You have lovely eyes.  Why hide them behind this shroud of hair?” 

    “I don't know,” I answered. 

    Vonda said, “I think you hide a lot of things away, where other people can't find them.  Don't hide your light under a bushel—that's what my grandmother used to tell me when I was your age.  Back then I was shy, just like you.” 

    “You were shy?” I choked out.   

    Vonda nodded demurely. 

    Seemed hard to believe that the woman standing naked before me had ever been shy. 

    “How did you stop?” I asked. 

    With a slight shrug, she said, “I met a friend who brought me out of my shell, taught me new ways of being.  Dick loved the change in me.  He told me I was a whole new person.  Suddenly I was the outgoing one.” 

    “You seem very outgoing to me,” I said.  “And funny and fun, and stuff like that.  Patience is lucky to have you as a mother.” 

    “That's very kind of you to say.” 

    But right away, I wished I hadn't.  With Vonda standing naked in front of me, I didn't want to think of her as anybody's mother.  I only wanted to think of her in terms of bedroom stuff, because I was pretty sure she was about to invite me between the sheets. 

    She asked, “I was right—what I said about you—wasn't I?  You don't have much experience with your body.”  When I hesitated to respond, she said, “I apologize if I'm wrong.” 

    “No, you're not wrong,” I assured her.   

    Taking a big chance, I reached out and touched her naked arm.  Her skin was even softer than I thought it would be, and I expected it to be pretty darn soft! 

    “Have you ever touched another woman's breast?” she asked. 

    My throat ran dry.  I couldn't have answered if I wanted to.  Not that I knew what to say.  The best I could manage was a quick shake of the head to indicate that, no, I had never touched another woman's breast. 

    “Would you like to?” she asked. 

    I quickly nodded. 

    Her smile was so soothing, so radiant and sympathetic, when she said, “Okay, then.  Let's get started, shall we?” 

    I nodded like a bobblehead on a bumpy ride. 

    Vonda took hold of the hand I'd placed on her arm and moved it slowly up to her shoulder.  When she arrived there, she stopped and we both took a breath.  I felt her shoulders rise as mine did, too.  When we released our breath together, she dragged my hand down her chest.  I saw “dragged” because, to be honest, I offered some resistance.  I didn't mean to.  I didn't want to.  I guess I was just scared because I'd never done this before.  I'd never touched any woman's breast, and certainly not the mother of a friend. 

    Did I even consider Patience a friend?  Or was she merely placed in my life so I would eventually meet her incredibly gorgeous mom? 

    Vonda rode my hand down the side of her heavy breast until I could feel the weight of it on my palm.  She wrapped her arm around my waist and pulled me closer.  I almost fell against her, because I wasn't expecting it at all.  I was so focused on the feel of her beautiful breast on my hand.  The skin was so soft and the weight was incredible.  Her breasts were big, but not too big.  They suited her and made sense with her body, even if she was rather slim. 

    “There's no need to be nervous,” Vonda whispered.  “I know you're bound to be, but try to enjoy the experience.  Close your eyes, if you feel more comfortable doing that.” 

    “I want to keep them open,” I told her.  “I want to look at you.” 

    She giggled sweetly.  “Oh, you're making me blush, my girl!  Now here's what I want you to do: keep your hand just where it is, cupping my breast that way, but move your thumb upward until it brushes my nipple.” 

    I did as she asked, and it made her gasp. 

    “Did I do it right?”  

    “Oh, yes!” she replied.  “Oh, that felt wonderful.  Do it again.” 

    Again I brushed my thumb against her nipple and, again, she gasped.  I kept doing it and her gasps turned into a low, sustained purr.  Her nipple felt hard and pebbled against my thumb.  Every time I touched her that way, I felt as though somebody were strumming between my legs.  

    “It really feels that good?” I asked. 

    “Would you like to find out for yourself?” 

    This time, I was the one gasping.  “Yes!  Yes, please!” 

    Vonda moved toward the bedroom door, which remained open behind me.  Glancing into the hallway, she said, “Now, you're sure Patience fell asleep?  I wouldn't want her wandering up her and finding us together.” 

    I nodded vigorously.  “She was asleep.” 

    “Good.  She's a sound sleeper, so there shouldn't be any danger of her waking up before ten or eleven tomorrow morning.  Most days, I have to drag that girl out of bed.  Her sister, Sage, used to throw a glass of cold water on her chest to get her going—as a prank, you know.” 

    I didn't want to think about these things.  I didn't want to think about family life.  I just wanted to dive into bed with this wonderful woman and never get out.  Never, never, never. 

    Vonda closed the bedroom door and then turned to look at me.  She raised an eyebrow.  “Would you like me to undress you?” 

    “No!” I said.  “I can do it.” 

    I don't know why I was so insistent.  It would have been super sexy if Vonda had taken my clothes off for me.  But I did it myself, tearing my top over my head, and then pushing my pants down to my feet.  I felt embarrassed, at this stage, because my bra and panties didn't match.  My underwear was only cotton, nothing sexy, and my bra had never fit properly, but I'd spent money on it, so I didn't want to throw it out.  

    “Let me ask you a question,” Vonda began.  “Do you feel perfectly comfortable right now?” 

    I wasn't sure what she meant. 

    “Would you feel more or less comfortable wearing nothing at all?” 

    Nothing at all... 

    Nothing at all... 

    When I glanced down at my awkward attire, I felt embarrassed.  I knew I looked better naked that I did in a bra and panties, so I told Vonda, “I think I'll feel sexier once I take everything off.” 

    “I think you will, too,” Vonda agreed. 

    She sat on the edge of her bed while I undid my bra and let it drop to the floor. 

    “Your breasts are larger than I thought they'd be,” Vonda said. 

    “I think they're small,” I told her. 

    “Yes, true, they are,” she agreed.  “But I was expecting them to be even smaller.” 

    If they were even smaller, they wouldn't exist.  Maybe Vonda was just trying to build me up, make me feel good about myself so I wouldn't hide my light under a bushel anymore. 

    “Now it's time to take off your panties,” Vonda announced.  “Do you think you're ready for this, Maggie?” 

    “I don't know,” I said, but I was lying.   

    I was ready. 

    I couldn't wait to take them off. 

      

   





   

    Chapter 5 

      

    I pushed my panties down to my ankles and kicked off the clothes that had assembled there.  Knowing that Vonda was watching me all the while made me feel somewhat bashful, but the idea that she used to be shy and now she is the way she is gave me permission to feel proud of my body, too. 

    Even so, as Vonda gazed at my naked skin, I found myself circling my arms over my chest.  I didn't mean to, but I guess it was in my nature.  It's not like the bedroom was cold.  In fact, the bedroom was lovely and warm, in temperature and ambiance.   

    When I shielded my breasts, Vonda rose from the bed and said, “Oh, my little sweetheart, there's no need to be timid.  Your body is beautiful!  I can't wait to get to know it a little better.” 

    “Really?” I squealed, before remembering that I should be keeping quiet.  Even if Patience was a sound sleeper, I still didn't want to take any chances. 

    “Yes, really,” Vonda replied, coming close enough that she could brush my bangs out of my eyes.  “I'm so glad Patience brought you home today.  I'm so pleased to have met you.” 

    Nobody had ever said that to me before.  I've never been the kind of person anyone was super keen on getting to know.  I'm always too awkward or too quiet, or both.  My silences make people uncomfortable.  And I can understand why.  I don't blame anyone but me. 

    “Would you like to know how it feels to be touched?” she asked. 

    I nodded eagerly.  It was a spontaneous reaction. 

    “I'd be happy to show you,” she offered. 

    “Please do!” I said.  I felt as though I couldn't wait another moment.  Whatever she was planning to do, I needed her to do it now! 

    “Would you like to be kissed, as well?” she asked. 

    She couldn't possibly have known what she was doing to me, offering these acts up like candy.  I'd never been touched.  I'd never been kissed.  She wanted to do both those things at once, and I'd never done either.   

    My head was spinning. 

    And then she brought her body close to mine.  She unhooked my arms from around my chest and placed them at my sides.  That way she could step near enough that her nipples met my skin.  Since she was taller than I was, our breasts were not at the same height.  But then she leaned down a bit so her lips could touch my lips.  When she did that, her nipples brushed the tops of my breasts.  

    I thought I must be in heaven.   

    Strangely, I felt her breasts on my breasts before I felt her lips on my lips, even though I think things actually happened in the opposite order.  She kissed me softly, placing one hand at the small of my back, then moving in a velvety motion down my bum.  She gave me a slight squeeze, which made me squeal and jump.   

    I laughed out of nerves, and she laughed too. 

    Then she kissed me deeply, urging my teeth apart with her tongue.   

    I wasn't expecting this kind of a kiss, though I don't know why.  It's not as if I didn't know how kisses worked—I'd just never kissed anyone before.   

    The mechanics of a kiss are nothing like a kiss itself.  That's what I learned when Vonda's tongue glided into my mouth.  She felt so soft, in there, even though she was firm and forceful about the act.  She obviously knew what she was doing.  I wondered if it was equally obvious that I hadn't a clue.   

    Then I remembered: Vonda knew, just from looking at me, that I was completely inexperienced.   

    I had nothing to hide. 

    Even though I didn't know what I was doing, I kissed her back the best I could.  I whipped my tongue around her mouth the way she was doing in mine.  The whole experience felt hot and hard and frenzied.  Was I going too fast?  When she'd started things up, her actions had been slow and soft.  Was I supposed to be gentle with her?  Or were we supposed to build and build and build? 

    Vonda traced her free hand up from my hip to my side, pausing when her fingers were just below my armpit.  I gasped and pulled away, even though I didn't mean to.  This gave her a chance to sweep her thumb across my nipple.   

    I gasped even harder, this time.  I could not believe how good it felt to be touched there.  It could go on forever and I wouldn't complain. 

    Again, Vonda slanted her mouth over mine and kissed me with passion.  This time, as we kissed, she flicked my nipple right and left.  Her timing was offbeat, and I liked that.  I never knew when to expect the next caress.  When it came, it blew my mind.  Every time. 

    The hand she'd place on my backside moved slowly up the curve of my bum.  When it reached the dip of my back, it took a turn and moved up my side, just like the other one had.   

    Soon, her left hand mirrored her right. 

    She traced both her thumbs across both my nipples and I went weak in the knees. 

    Luckily, Vonda caught me before I could crash to the floor.  She moved me to the left so I landed on her bed.  I felt embarrassed, but before I could say anything, Vonda's fingers travelled softly the length of my belly.   

    My skin hopped everywhere she touched.   

    Heaven was so close at hand I could almost taste it. 

    As her fingers slid softly into my pubic hair, I gasped and raised my head off the bed.  I couldn't believe what was happening.  She was going to touch my pussy.  It was really that easy.  She was just going to do it, and I wouldn't be a virgin anymore. 

    I couldn't watch for long, because Vonda found my mouth with hers as her fingers slipped through my oil slick of pubic hair.  She quickly found my teeming middle, and when she did, she said, “Oh, Maggie, you're dripping with desire!” 

    “Yes,” I agreed.   

    How could I deny it when her fingers were dabbing at my sopping wet pussy? 

    “Would you say that you're enjoying what we've done so far?” Vonda asked. 

    “Yes!” I shouted, then gasped and apologized.  I shouldn't be yelling, with Patience asleep downstairs. 

    Vonda chuckled sweetly.  “Would you like to do more?” 

    “Yes...?” I said, but it was kind of a question because I wasn't sure exactly what she wanted me to do.  What if I didn't know how?  What if I was bad at it? 

    “How about you just relax?” she said, as my parted legs hung off the side of the bed.  “You relax, and I'll do everything I can to make you come?” 

    “That sounds good,” I agreed. 

    “Good,” she replied. 

    “Good.”  

    I sighed as she kissed her way down my neck, all the way to my straining nipple. 

    When she flicked my tit with the tip of her tongue, I nearly lost my mind.   

    She then licked across it, tracing the full force of her warm, wet tongue over my breast. 

    I could not believe how good this stuff felt.  I would never have guessed it.  I could never have imagined.  It's not exactly the sort of thing you can do to yourself—unless you've got really big boobs, which I definitely don't.  If I did, I'd be licking them all the time, now that I know how good it feels. 

    Although, maybe it's the sort of thing that only feels good when somebody else does it, not when you do it to yourself. 

    I guess I'll never know. 

    Vonda slid one finger between my wet little lips, finding more wetness than she could ever hope to use.  She traced that same finger up to my clit without removing her tongue from my nipple.  As she swirled her finger in small, slow circles around my clit, she also wrapped her lips around my tit.  It looked like she was going to suck it, but instead she licked my breast in wild circles.   

    I tried my best not to scream, but I could feel an irrepressible impulse coming on.  Luckily, there were pillows within reach, so I grabbed one to cover my face. 

    Can I even describe what it felt like when Patience's mother brought me to orgasm? 

    What I remember especially is that, even when the pillow was over my face, all I could see in my mind's eye was the lingering image of Vonda's naked body stretched out beside me on the bed: her pretty face planted to my breast, the expanse of her back like a sand dune seen from afar, the curve of her ass spectacular in any light, but particularly fetching under the orange glow of the bedside lamp.  Her legs played in the air, one off the side of the mattress, the other off the end.   

    She was so beautiful.  And she'd insisted on taking me to bed. 

    I wonder if half my orgasm came from that knowledge alone.  I felt proud of myself, proud of my body.  If a woman as incredibly attractive as Vonda found me alluring, maybe I really was. 

    Of course, the physical sensation played a starring role in bringing on my orgasm.   

    When Vonda licked my tit and stroked my clit, it felt amazing not only in my breast and my pussy, but it actually felt like there was some sort of erotic cord joining those two sites.  I could feel it tugging inside me, twisting, tightening until it snapped to release torrents of pleasure and emotion through my body. 

    That's when I screamed into the pillow.  That's when I squeezed it to my face, amazed I could still breathe.   

    Vonda didn't stop pleasuring me just because I was coming.  She moved her mouth to the other nipple and kept the orgasm going.  This time it was even fiercer, maybe because I could feel her large breasts pressed against my naked skin.   

    I could live inside that sensation: soft and sexy at once. 

    Vonda was amazing.  Why did she want me?  There must be something soft and sexy about me, too.  I'd never have guessed it, but Vonda's actions are proof. 

    When I couldn't bear any more pleasure, I squirmed away from her.  She laughed as she pulled the pillow away from my face.  That's when I noticed how swollen her lips looked.  She was so beautiful to start with, and sex made her more so. 

    She brushed her wet finger across the top of my breast, and I tensed, because I couldn't be touched anymore.  I was too sensitive.  But when I looked down, I realized she was only pointing out that she'd left lipstick marks on my breasts. 

    I found that embarrassing, but also sexy.  My nipples had never looked so distended or aroused.  I was almost in pain after such a big show of lust, but waves of relaxation came on soon enough.   

    I'd never felt actual bliss before.   

    This was bliss. 

    Vonda perched beside me, brushing her fingers through my hair and considering me the way a mother watches her baby sleep.  At first, it felt really nice.  Then I started wondering if she wanted anything in return.  There's no way I could do to her what she'd done to me.  I wouldn't know how, or I wouldn't do it right. 

    Then Vonda sighed and said, “It always amazes me how fast you young women can come.  It barely takes a touch, and you're gone.  When you get to be my age, trust me, it's quite a hike up that hill. Could take all day!” 

    She couldn't possibly mean that literally.  Who could spend an entire day having sex? 

    But what really stuck with me was the “you young women” bit, as if she seduced Patience's friends all the time.  Was that the case?   

    My stomach knotted, and I slid from the bed. 

    “You're welcome to use my bathroom,” Vonda said, pointing down a narrow hallway within her bedroom.   

    I thanked her and went in there.  I stared at myself in the mirror for a really long time.   

    When I came out, Vonda was in bed.  My clothes were still on the floor.  I dressed as quickly as I could, telling her that I should get back downstairs to Patience, and we shouldn't tell her what we did, and Vonda agreed. 

    Instead of going all the way to the basement, I bedded down on the couch in the living room.  It was surprisingly comfy.  Or maybe I was just the tiredest I'd been in my entire life. 

    I could have slept anywhere. 

      

      

   





   

    Chapter 6 

      

    I thought Patience would suspect something for sure, but when she woke up the morning after I'd had sex with her mother—unbeknownst to her—she seemed irritated to find me on the couch instead of in her bed. 

    That morning, I avoided eye contact with Vonda and slipped out of the house as fast as I could. 

    Avoiding Patience wasn't so easy. 

    Actually, I'm not even sure if I want to avoid Patience anymore.  She's the only person at university who pays attention to me.   

    A lot of attention, as it turns out. 

    We've been seeing each other in all our classes, often walking from one lecture hall to another, eating lunch together—we both bring food from home instead of buying it from the overpriced cafs and food trucks—or just sitting quietly, side by side, while we do our course readings. 

    It surprised me when she told me, today, that she'd found a new place to study: somewhere we could talk without getting shushed.  I was even more surprised when she led me to one of the campus libraries.  Libraries are shush central!  I wondered if she'd booked us a meeting room, and I hoped not.  Meeting rooms reminded me of goldfish bowls, with windows all around so everyone in the vicinity can watch whatever you're doing. 

    But Patience hadn't booked us a meeting room. 

    From the stacks, she led me down a long hall with cubby hole offices one our left and shelves of books to our right.  There were small rectangular windows in the doors, which I peeked in as we passed by.   

    Most were full of books and furniture, but otherwise unoccupied. 

    When we got to the last office, Patience put her finger to her lips to indicate I should be quiet.  That wasn't exactly necessary—it's not like I was saying anything. 

    Patience put her hand to the brushed nickel doorknob and turned it slowly.  My heart nearly stopped.  Who was in there?  Whose office was it? 

    Nobody's, as it turned out.  Nobody was in there.  No furniture, even.  Just a bare carpet, bare walls.  Not even a desk and chair. 

    After Patience had closed the door behind us, I asked, “Are we allowed to be in here?” 

    “You're such a goody-goody,” she tsked, locking us in.  “You know whose office this used to be?” 

    I shook my head no. 

    “Remember that professor who fired for saying—well, I won't repeat it, but you know what I'm talking about, right?” 

    “Oh yeah!” I replied, when the memory twigged.  “That was on the news and everything.  This was her office?” 

    Patience nodded. 

    “It's not very nice,” I said. 

    “None of the offices in this building are nice.  But it's private, and that's what matters—for us.” 

    I wasn't entirely sure what she meant by the words “for us.”  

    But it wasn't long before I found out. 

    She placed her backpack on the floor and squatted down before unzipping it.  First she pulled out a notebook, then she tore out a blank piece of lined paper.  Once she had that in hand, she wedged it into the rectangular window in the door.   

    “What's that for?” I asked. 

    “So no one can see we're in here,” she said, simply.  

    She sat on the floor with her back against the wall, and motioned for me to join her. 

    I wished I had a pillow or something.  Even the carpet felt hard against my bony butt.   

    When I complained, Patience took off her jacket and folded it up so I could sit on it.  I guess I could have done that with my own jacket, but I didn't think about it.  When I took it off, though, I offered it to her, to sit on, and she did.   

    “What do you want to start with?” I asked. 

    I was talking about courses of study, but I could see from the look on her face that she had something totally different in mind. 

    All I could think was, 'Oh, great! How am I going to worm my way out of this situation?' 

    We were sitting uncomfortably close to each other.  I really wished I wasn't on her jacket, because it felt like an extension of her body against my butt. 

    “You said before that you've never kissed anybody,” she reminded me. 

    I swallowed hard.  I didn't want to answer.  It had been true, when I'd told her so, but it wasn't true anymore. 

    And I was hardly going to tell her I'd kissed her mother.  

    “I was just thinking,” she went on.  “Since there are all these things you've never done and I've never done, why don't we figure them out together?  That makes sense, don't you think?” 

    “It makes sense,” I agreed.  I hoped she would read my tone rather than my words, because I was trying very hard to convey to her that I didn't want to kiss.  “But wouldn't you rather wait for someone who—”  

    I guess she didn't want to wait, because she closed in quickly to press her lips against mine.   

    At first, I didn't even feel it.  I knew she was kissing me because her face was jammed against my face, but there was no sensation that went along with the act.  There was no frisson or titillation, like there'd been with her mother. 

    Patience wasn't the girl for me.  How could I convey that without hurting her feelings too much? 

    When she backed away, she licked her lips coyly and said, “That was nice—our first kiss.  They say you never forget it.” 

    “Uh-huh,” I replied, in vague agreement.   

    I glanced at the door, hoping someone would knock and shoo us out.  But everything was quiet.  If I really wanted to get out of this encounter, I'd have to take initiative. 

    But I guess I wasn't too desperate for escape, because when Patience asked if I wanted to kiss again, I said yes. 

    When she pressed her lips to mine, I thought about how it had felt to kiss her mother.  Vonda was so much more experienced than me, but I guess I was more experienced than Patience.  That meant I should be the one to take the lead, if I wanted things to feel good between us. 

    Instead of waiting idly for our dull kiss to improve, I took a chance and sucked Patience's bottom lip between mine.  She giggled and asked, “Where did you learn that?” 

    I shrugged.  “Saw it in a movie, maybe?  I don't know.” 

    This would be easier if she didn't talk, and if I didn't have to look at her.  Not that she was unattractive, just that I wasn't in any way attracted to her.  

    Slanting my mouth across hers, I closed my eyes and imagined she was her mother.  I pierced her mouth with my tongue and she seemed a little shocked.  She caught on soon enough, and our tongues mingled for a while. 

    The big problem was that I didn't feel aroused.  I didn't feel amped up.  Kissing Patience didn't make me go, “Oh, man, do I ever want sex!”  To be honest, I kept thinking about all the coursework we had on our plates.  We were just wasting time when we should be studying. 

    All I could think was that the fastest way to get back to work was to give this girl an orgasm. 

    Even though I had no idea how. 

    No, that's not true.  If I could give myself an orgasm, I could give her one, too. 

    My best bet would be to use what I'd learned with Vonda on Patience.   

    I could do this.   

    As I kissed Patience, I ran my hand across her chest.  Her bulky black sweater felt surprisingly soft.  When my hand touched her breast, it seemed like she didn't have a bra on.  That was a bit of a shocker.  Patience didn't seem like the type of girl who wouldn't wear a bra, and you certainly couldn't tell by looking. 

    To find out for sure, I sent my hand under her sweater.  Her belly was bare under there, and her skin felt very warm and soft.  I traced my hand up her gentle rolls of baby fat until I reached a huge, pendulous breast.  I would never have guessed that Patience's tits were as large as they felt. Hard to say, without seeing them, but her breasts also felt saggier than her mother's. 

    And then I remembered that Vonda wasn't Patience's biological mother.  They didn't share the same DNA.  I shouldn't be surprised by differences.  Anyway, even if they were related by blood, they wouldn't have the exact same body. 

    It was so much easier thinking about things like that than it was to experience the moment, with Patience.  I just wasn't into her.  Why didn't she that? 

    Maybe because I was kissing her and thumbing her nipple. I can understand how that might be interpreted as a mixed message, when you're trying to just be friends with somebody. 

    As I squeezed Patience's mammoth breast, she wrapped both her legs around one of mine.  The position was getting more awkward by the second, but her thighs were warm and thick and I have to admit I liked getting wrapped up in them. 

    Her kisses got messy as she started grinding against my thigh.  Her tongue kept escaping my mouth at the sides.  It felt weird, but she was clearly very excited, and I hoped that meant I was doing a good job. 

    When she started moaning in my mouth, I tried to shush her, but that was difficult while we were kissing.  I swirled my hand around her breast, because I couldn't get the whole thing to fit in my palm.  Her breasts were really, really big.  Wow, it felt like the more we kissed, the bigger they got!   

    Although I guess I only focussed my attention of one of her breasts, not both.   

    It seemed to work, because she writhed with ever more vigour as I grabbed her breast and held it tight.  Her nipple didn't go hard, like her mother's had, so I didn't have much luck pinching it, but she kept rubbing herself against me, getting off on the seam of her jeans, I guess.  I've done that before.  It's surprisingly easy, when you're really aroused. 

    I felt kind of guilty, thinking how turned-on Patience clearly was while I was just trying to get her off so we could study.  This was her first time.  It meant something to her.   

    It meant nothing to me. 

    Or... I don't know.  I don't know yet. 

    Patience threw her head back, banging it hard against the wall and not even reacting.  I guess she could feel no pain in her state of bliss.  I tried to call to mind how it had felt when her mother made me come, but the memory was already hazy and distant. 

    I would need it to happen again.   

    I needed it to happen again. 

    As held her soft nipple and banged the breast I was holding against the one that rested against my body, Patience covered her mouth with both hands.  Her eyes rolled back as she whimpered into her palms.  She stopped humping my leg, locking it in place between both her thighs as she reached her climax. 

    We hadn't even taken off our clothes. 

    When Patience's muscles slacked, I slipped my leg out from between hers and slid my hand from under her sweater.  I might like to see her with her top off, one day.  Not really sure.  Her breasts felt really, really big under there.  Might be interesting to find out what they look like. 

    I pulled out my Adaptation and Biodiversity notes while Patience panted and sighed, her body resting heavily against the wall.   

    She could rest if she wanted, but I had studying to do. 

      

   





   

    Chapter 7 

      

    Patience has been sticking to me like glue ever since we made out in the abandoned office.  I've managed to avoid any more encounters of that type, but it's tricky.  She always wants to know where I'm going and what I'm doing after class.  I learned pretty quickly that she'll tag along if I say I'm doing anything other than going home.  

    Thankfully, today Patience had a class I'm not in, so I got my opportunity to sneak off.  I hopped on the streetcar and rode it until I arrived at her house.  I was shaking with nerves the whole way.   

    I knew what I wanted, but I also knew I shouldn't want it.   

    And I certainly shouldn't act on it.  

    On the surface, it was a stupid thing to do. I didn't even know if Vonda would be home.  And it seemed highly likely that her husband would be there.   

    What was I getting myself into? 

    When I reached their front door, I almost turned and ran away without knocking.   

    I gathered all my courage and rapped on the door.   

    Then I turned and ran away. 

    A voice behind me shouted, “Maggie!”  

    I turned instinctively.  

    Vonda stood in the doorway wearing a fitted black trench coat.  Her hair was done up in a bun.  She looked like something out of a black and white movie, so elegant. 

    How could I possibly run away from a woman like that? 

    “Hi,” I said from the sidewalk. 

    “Well, don't just stand there,” she replied with a laugh.  “Come on inside!  Is Patience with you?” 

    “No,” I told her.  “Patience has a class.” 

    “Is anything wrong?” Vonda asked with concern. 

    “No, nothing's wrong.  I just wanted to see you again.” 

    When I reached the house, she said, “Oh.  I see.”   

    The way she glanced inside, I thought her husband must be home, but it turned out he was at work.  His shifts were like that, all over the map sometimes.   

    Once I was safely inside, Vonda asked, “Would you mind if I were to take off this jacket?  I only put it on to open the door.  I've nothing on underneath.” 

    “That's fine,” I said, desperate to conceal my eagerness.   

    She unbuttoned the trench coat and shrugged it off, revealing her full nudity in the light of day.  Her body was spectacular.  As she turned to hang the jacket on a hook behind the door, I got an excellent look at her butt.   

    My knees nearly gave out.   

    When she turned again, I just wanted to dive at her breasts, plant my face between them, squish them against my cheeks.  Wouldn't that feel amazing?  I bet it would. 

    “I think I might be able to guess why you've come,” Vonda said.  “But why don't I give you the opportunity to tell me?” 

    My cheeks blazed.  She knew what I wanted.  Why couldn't she just take me? 

    “I really liked what happened the last time I saw you,” I stammered.   

    She smirked and said, “My husband certainly enjoyed hearing about it.” 

    I could feel my face turning an even deeper shade of red.  “You told him?” 

    “Of course,” she said, placing a gentle hand on my shoulder.  “I tell Dick everything.  We don't keep secrets.” 

    “What about Patience, though?  You didn't tell her, I hope.” 

    “I didn't tell Patience,” Vonda said sweetly.  “I promised you I wouldn't, and I'm a woman of my word.  Now, why don't you take off that heavy knapsack and kick off those boots?  We can sit in the kitchen and have a cup of tea, or we could relax in the living room, or...” 

    As I shrugged off my backpack, I waited for Vonda to fill in the blanks.  When she didn't, I unzipped my coat and threw it on top of my bag. It wasn't until I was taking off my boots that I realized I'd been staring at her breasts the whole time. 

    Who could blame me?  They really were amazing. 

    “Maybe we could go upstairs?” I suggested.   

    The bedroom felt safe.  That's where I wanted to be.  I couldn't bear the thought of someone walking into the house—Patience or her father—and finding us together.  

    “Upstairs it is,” Vonda said with a kind nod. 

    She led the way and I followed along, watching her butt cheeks writhe as she ascended the stairs.  I wondered how it felt to walk around naked like that.  Vonda seemed to find it freeing, but I think I'd get cold. 

    When we got to Vonda's bedroom, I asked, “Are you going to tell your husband about this?” 

    “About what?” she asked, looking at me over her shoulder.  She turned so briskly that the few blond hairs that had escaped her bun bounced vivaciously.  I was so fixated I almost forgot she'd asked me a question. 

    “About... about whatever we... do,” I stammered. 

    She offered a glittering giggle.  “I tell my husband everything, dear.  But don't worry: if there's ever anything you wish to tell me in confidence, you can trust me not to blab.  I'm very good with other people's secrets.” 

    “I just don't want Patience finding out what we've done... or... what we're doing.  That's all that really matters.  Your husband won't tell her, will he?” 

    Vonda gently brushed my bangs out of my eyes as she said, “No, little Maggie.  I guarantee it.” 

    That put my mind at ease.  I really did believe her.  I hope I wasn't being gullible or naive.  

    “Now,” she went on.  “Tell me what you came here for.  Tell me what I can do for you.” 

    I couldn't look her in the eye.  I found myself staring at her big, beautiful breasts.   

    “I don't know,” I stammered.  “Whatever you want.” 

    “Ah, ah, ah!” she said, wagging her finger in a most maternal way.  “You must have some idea in mind, or you wouldn't have taken the chance in coming here.  I'm sure you have some sexy image in that scientific brain of yours.” 

    “Nothing specific,” I told her, though that wasn't at all true.  

    Taking my hand, she led me to the bed.  When we were seated side by side, she said, “I know it can be hard to talk about, especially when it's new to you, but communication is the most important factor in great sex—more important than acquired skills or innate talent, or physical attraction or anything else.  If you can communicate with a partner, you can have excellent sex.” 

    I thought back to the last time I'd been in this bed with Vonda.  I don't think I communicated at all, and that was the best sex I'd ever had.   

    Of course, it was the only sex I'd ever had... 

    “So,” Vonda went on.  “When you're lying in bed at night, imagining all the sultry acts you'd like to engage in with another woman, what's the first thing that comes to mind?” 

    Before she was even done asking the question, I already knew the answer.  But knowing the answer was different from saying the answer. 

    Tapping me lightly on the nose with the tip of her finger, Vonda said, “I can tell there's something cooking in that clever brain of yours.  I can see it in your eyes.” 

    She was right, of course, but I couldn't say the words. 

    “Try this,” she suggested, placing one warm hand on my thigh.  “Close your eyes and then see if you can tell me.” 

    Closing my eyes was the easy part.  Telling a woman as beautiful and experienced as Vonda what I wanted her to do to me was an entirely different story. 

      

   





   

    Chapter 8 

      

    Once my eyes were closed, Vonda said, “Perhaps you'd feel more comfortable bearing yourself to me if you were completely undressed.  To me, being naked is akin to being free.  Would it help you, too, do you think?” 

    My breath caught in my lungs.  I choked out the word, “Okay,” but I didn't move a muscle. 

    “Would you like me to undress you, little Maggie?” 

    I nodded eagerly without opening my eyes. 

    The mattress eased beside me as Vonda moved off the bed.  I could feel her standing before me.  Even with my eyes closed, I could see her in shadow.   

    She moved close enough that I could feel her body heat washing over me in waves.   

    When I felt her fingers on the top button of my blouse, I actually gasped.  Vonda jumped and said, “Sorry.  Did I pinch you?” 

    “No,” I assured her.  “You didn't do anything.  I'm just...” 

    “Jumpy?” Vonda asked. 

    I said, “I guess so.” 

    She unbuttoned the next one down, and then the next, until my body heat that had been trapped inside my shirt was released and replaced by ambient room-temperature air.  As it kissed my skin, it felt cool but not cold.  Not uncomfortable.  Not unwelcome. 

    I'd worn my front-clasp bra, and when Vonda noticed it she said, “I haven't seen one of these in years!  I didn't know they still made them.  My first training bra looked just like it.” 

    Good thing my eyes were closed.  That way, I could escape inside myself rather than feeling embarrassed.  Vonda clearly didn't realize she was telling me I had the same sized breasts she had when she was a preteen. 

    She undid the clasp and my bra popped open at the front.  Right away, cool air kissed my nipples.  As they drew into buds, Vonda touched them with the tips of her fingers.  How did her skin stay so warm when she rarely wore clothes?  Had she adapted to her environment?  Maybe we ought to study her in our Adaptation and Biodiversity class, although Patience would surely feel humiliated if her mother stood up in front of an entire lecture hall wearing nothing but her birthday suit. 

    Patience would probably also feel humiliated if she found out what was going on right now. 

    “I love your little titties,” Vonda cooed. 

    That word she used—titties—made me blush wildly, but I also felt sort of in awe of her for saying it.  I'd never heard a woman say “titties” before.  I'm still not entirely sure how I feel about the word, but it certainly provoked a reaction in my small body. 

    “I like yours, too,” I told her. 

    It was somewhat easier to talk about this stuff with my eyes closed.  That was a good idea. 

    When Vonda pushed my shirt over my shoulders and down my arms, she bent close enough that her warm breasts touched my skin.  That sensation made me gasp, which in turn made her giggle.  I wanted her to lay on top of me and press her big tits down on mine, but I couldn't bring myself to say so, and the moment passed us by. 

    Once I was naked from the waist up, Vonda instructed me to stand so she could remove my pants.   

    “That's okay,” I said.  “I can do it.  It's easier if I do it.” 

    I don't know why I took over at that point.  Maybe I just wanted to get to the next step faster. 

    “Good,” Vonda applauded me.  “Very good!  You're taking initiative.  You're telling me what you want.  This is an excellent start, Maggie!” 

    Taking off my own pants was a good start?  How about taking off my socks and underwear?  I could do that too.  And I did it all without opening my eyes, which I guess is somewhat of a feat.  Even taking off my socks without falling to one side or the other was a big achievement for me.  Balance wasn't really my thing.  My mom tried to bring me to her yoga class once.  Talk about embarrassing. 

    “What's on your mind, Maggie?” Vonda asked. 

    Her voice was like cocoa: warm and rich and sweet. 

    I didn't want to tell her I'd been thinking about the time I fell on some lady's butt at Vinyasa Flow, so I went with my usual fallback: “I don't know.” 

    “That's all right,” Vonda began.  But then she added, “Remember, though: communication is the key.  If you want to have mind-blowing sex, the first step is learning how to share your wishes and desires with your partners.” 

    Partners?  With an S?  Why did she say partners with an S?  Did Patience tell her what we did at the library?  Or does she have that innate mom-knowledge about these things? 

    Stop thinking!  I have to stop thinking so much and learn to enjoy the moment.  Communicate, just like Vonda said.   

    As I stood nude beside the beautiful woman's bed, I let my eyes flutter open and I looked at Patience's mother.  She stood before me in all her naked glory, looking as proud as she ought to be.  She really did have an amazing body. 

    I tried to tell her what I imagined her doing to me, but the words wouldn't leave my lips. 

    “It's okay,” she said.  “Close your eyes, dear.  If it's easier to close them, just close them.” 

    The trouble was that I wanted to look at her.  How often does a girl like me get to be in the same room with breasts like those?  Luckily, they were already burned into my brain, so I could see them any time, but I felt I was doing us both an injustice by keeping my eyes closed. 

    So I opened my eyes, but I turned around, which amounted to the same thing.  I pressed my hips against the mattress and clawed at the bedspread and admitted to my friend's mother, “I've thought about you every night since that first time we... you know.  Well, I think about you more than just at night, but bedtime is when I can't get you out of my mind.  Is that creepy?  I hope it isn't.” 

    “Not at all,” Vonda cooed, coming up behind me until her bush was close enough to tickle my butt.  Pressing her big, warm breasts to my back, she said, “You wouldn't believe how good it makes me feel about myself, hearing that you think about this old body of mine.” 

    “Old?” I asked, glancing over my shoulder only long enough to catch a glimpse of her glowing skin.  She had beautiful shoulders.  Beautiful everything.  I should have told her so, but instead I said, “If you were old, you wouldn't be doing this right now.” 

    “Doing what?” she asked. 

    “Wrapping your arms around me like that.  Pressing your boobs against my back.”  She slid one hand down to cup my mound and give it a little squeeze, so I added, “That.” 

    She told me, “Women of any age can be highly sexual.  We're trained to think that isn't so, but I can tell you right now, there are some women who only get hornier with age.  I'm one of them.” 

    I couldn't believe she'd just said the word “hornier.”  It was even weirder than if she'd just said “horny,” although I'm not sure it was as shocking as when she'd said “titties.”  That still blows my mind.  

    What I really should have been focusing on was the fact that she'd basically revealed her state of arousal to me.  Not to mention the fact that she was applying gentle pressure to my privates. 

    When she started rubbing her breasts slowly up and down my back, I thought I might explode.   

    “Tell me more,” she pleaded.  It almost sounded like she was in pain, the way she said it.  “When you think about me in bed at night, what are we doing, exactly?” 

    I was glad to be facing away from her, because that made it easier to admit, “I imagine you eating me out.  I've always wanted to know what it feels like when someone licks you down there, but in my whole life I've never met anyone I'd want to actually look down and see between my legs.” 

    “But you want to see me down there?” Vonda purred, rubbing one hand across my belly while the other pulsed around my mound.  Her skin was so warm it made me feel feverish, and I got even hotter when she said, “I'd like to give you what you want.  It's been a long time since I licked pussy, but an old friend used to tell me I was amazing at it.  Let's see if that's still the case, shall we?” 

    “Okay,” I squeaked.   

    I couldn't believe it was really going to happen. 

    Finally, I was going to get my pussy licked.  And by someone who knew what she was doing! 

    Was it possible this was all some kind of dream? 

    Or was I living a life of heaven on earth? 

      

   





   

    Chapter 9 

      

    Vonda pulled down the bedspread and prompted me to crawl across the clean, crisp sheets.  She must have read my mind, because just as I started wondering if these were the same sheets she and her husband had slept on the night before, she offered information to the contrary: “I change the linens every Thursday, so these ones are fresh.” 

    “Are you going to change them again?” I asked.  “Before your husband comes home?” 

    When she didn't answer, I realized that Vonda was going to tell her husband all about our encounter.  She would probably show him the marks my pussy left on the sheets.  He might want to sniff them, or even lick them—oh, my!  I was embarrassed just thinking about it.   

    But not embarrassed enough to stop the show before it began. 

    Vonda's bed had tons of pillows lined up along the headboard, and I felt like a princess when I leaned against them.  I stretched my arms out to the sides and my fingers didn't even touch the edges of the mattress—that's how big her bed was. 

    When I was in position with my knees bent and my legs spread, I felt more naked than I'd ever been in all my life.  This would be my first time getting my pussy licked.  I was going to remember this moment forever.  How lucky was I to be initiated into the world of lesbian loving by the most desirable woman I'd ever seen? 

    This was a dream.  Had to be a dream. 

    Maybe that's why I suddenly felt bold enough to look at Vonda straight on instead of averting my gaze.  I watched her big breasts sway as she climbed onto the bed.  Rather than kneeling between my legs and bending forward until her mouth met my pussy—which is what I thought she'd do—she sat on the mattress with both legs curled to one side like a mermaid tail. 

    Vonda would make an incredible mermaid, with those big breasts of hers. 

    I always wondered how mermaids had sex.  Did they even have vaginas?  Where? 

    Maybe I'll never know.  

    Once Vonda had positioned herself between my spread legs, she wrapped her arms around my butt.  As she lovingly hugged it, she dropped her big breasts down on my thighs, wiggling her body so her boobs slapped prettily against my skin.  I still couldn't believe how warm they were.  I would never get used to her body, in that sense.  

    She leaned in deeper, allowing her nipples to meet in the middle and slide down to my wet and ready pussy.  When her tits touched the pink of me, I stifled a shriek.  Even if there was no one else home, I still didn't want to make too much noise.  Only, the sensation of those sweet pebbled nipples against my aching, engorged flesh made me wild with arousal. 

    I wanted so much more. 

    And I was about to get it.  

    As she hugged my bottom gently, Vonda allowed her breasts to slip from between my legs.  I was sad to see them go, but even when they landed on the mattress I could still feel the softness of her warm skin at the base of my thighs.  She raised my hips as she lowered her mouth to me.   

    When her lips parted, I started to throb like I'd never experienced. Not in my whole entire life. 

    I whimpered, even before she'd touched me with her tongue.  She glanced up at me and smiled, knowingly.  I felt like she understood everything I was going through because she'd been there before, even if it was a long time ago.  Someone had done this to her, once.  She'd had a first time, too. 

    And now it was my turn.  My turn to get my pussy licked. 

    Her tongue extended and stretched toward my clit.  I watched this happen in amazement.  It didn't feel possible that this was happening to me.  I didn't deserve it.  Vonda was so beautiful and I was so bland.  Why did she pick me?  What did she see? 

    All I could see was her: those stunning eyes fixed on my pink as the tip of her tongue touched the apex of my clit.   

    It was everything I ever imagined, and more.   

    Her tongue was so warm that, when it touched me, it sent a lightning bolt of heat throughout my body—to my tits, especially.  I felt her tongue in three places at once.  Was that normal?   

    Was I normal? 

    Vonda began tracing slow circles around my clit.  It was amazing how thick and pink it looked—her tongue, I mean.  Her little licks were so delicate, and yet the sensations they generated in me were so hot and huge it was like she was lapping me wildly with a tongue the size of Texas.  

    “That feels amazing,” I cooed. 

    “Good,” Vonda responded, barely removing her tongue from my clit to speak.  “Excellent communication, little Maggie.  Tell me more of what you like.” 

    “I like looking at you,” I admitted.  “Because you're so pretty.” 

    She gurgled with pleasure, and probably thought I was just complimenting her, but I meant it for real.   

    “You're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen,” I went on. 

    I noticed that every time I paid her a compliment, she licked me with a little more fervour.  It felt incredible, when she picked up speed like that, lapping my clit in fast, wider, wilder circles. 

    “You have an amazing body,” I added.  “I love your boobs.  And your butt!” 

    That wasn't a very sophisticated compliment, but I guess it worked.  She gave up on the circles altogether and started licking me up and down with the flat of her tongue.  That sensation felt completely different from the first.  Rather than squirming and whimpering, which is what I'd been doing before, I began groaning deep down in my register.  Without even realizing, I started grinding my pussy against Vonda's mouth.  When I noticed what I was doing to her, I apologized and tried to stop, but I found I couldn't. 

    Vonda giggled sweetly and told me I didn't need to apologize, and that my actions were a form of communication.  She was careful to read body language, especially with a new partner, or with anyone who wasn't so comfortable talking about sex.  That was me to a T, but I forced myself to try by saying, “I really liked what you were doing, when you licked me with your whole tongue.” 

    Cocking her head to one side, she replied, “Well, then, I guess I'd better get back to it!” 

    I felt bad, because I didn't mean she was shirking her duties or anything, but the minute her tongue slapped my pussy, I pretty much lost my capacity for speech.   

    There was nothing I could do to myself that would feel quite like this.  Even if my hand were warm, even if I licked it forty times before pressing it against my bare and ready pussy, my fingers could never replicate the sensation of Vonda's expert tongue going at me.   

    She'd said she hadn't eaten pussy in a while.  I wonder what that mean.  A month?  A year?  A decade?  How often did Vonda have sex with someone aside from her husband? 

    How often did she have sex with her husband? 

    There were so many things I didn't know about Vonda.  I wanted to know everything, but at the same time I wasn't sure I could handle it.  Maybe new information would make me jealous.  Maybe I was better off not knowing.  

    Suddenly, Vonda surprised me by wrapping her lips around my mound like a sucker fish and inhaling my pussy.   

    When she did that, I flipped out.  I probably would have flipped physically if she didn't have me pinned.  The sensation was over the top, almost too much, but when she released the suction to ask if I was overwhelmed, I said no.  I'd never felt anything like it, and I wanted more. 

    I even told her so by saying, “Please don't stop!”  I was that desperate to feel her lips around my pussy again. 

    She went at it without delay, planting her face between my legs and sucking at a steady pace.  She knew what she was doing—that much was obvious—and she didn't let up, even when I started shrieking and kicking my feet against the mattress.  I think my foot accidentally landed against her leg a few times, but she didn't react and I just kept whipping my body around.  I lifted myself off the mattress and then slammed my butt back down, but Vonda came and went with me every time.  She was stuck to my body, cradling my ass in her arms, sucking noisily at my crotch. 

    When she released her hold on my butt in order to reach up and pinch my tits, that's when I really lost it.  The only way I can describe my orgasm is as an out of body experience.  I've heard stories of people rising out of their bodies on the operating table or other times when they're close to death, and they're just looking down on their physical form from above, like an angel.  That's exactly how I felt when Vonda made me come.  My astral body was plastered to the ceiling, watching the debauchery below.  Watching as my friend's naked mother sucked my pussy and pinched my nips.   

    As I observed this scene from above, I felt strangely calm, even though the physical me was screaming and hollering.  I'd grabbed hold of the headboard and started slamming my pussy against Vonda's face, eking out orgasm after orgasm.  She'd taught me it was possible to come again, and again, and again. 

    She'd taught me I was desirable.  I was worthy.  If someone as gorgeous as Vonda wanted me sexually, I must be at least a little attractive. 

    When my consciousness slammed back into my body, all I wanted was sleep.  I could barely catch my breath, and I certainly couldn't talk, but I was glad when Vonda folded the covers up over us both and curled in beside me and held me tight against her warm, welcoming breasts. 

    If only I could stay in that bed for the rest of my life... 

      

   





   

    Chapter 10 

      

    When Patience invited me over Saturday night, ostensibly to study, I tried to get out of it.  I knew I couldn't look Patience in the eye with Vonda in the room.  Likewise, I doubt I could look Vonda in the eye with Patience around.   

    And Dick?  Forget about him.  I'd made out with his daughter and slept with his wife—twice!  I didn't want to come anywhere near that guy. 

    But when I stammered some stupid excuse about spending time with my mom, Patience said, suggestively, that it was her parent's anniversary.  They were going to see a musical downtown, and then staying at a hotel overnight.  

    My stomach knotted, because I knew that meant Vonda would end up having a night of great sex with her husband.  The very idea made me so jealous I wanted to be sick.  How stupid is that?  He's her husband.  Who am I?  Nothing.  No one.  Just her daughter's friend, that's all.  Sure we've been to bed together, but if anybody's entitled to be jealous, it's Dick, not me. 

    So I told Patience I would come over Saturday night.  I went to get back at Vonda, more than anything.  I know that makes no sense, but not everything we feel makes sense.   

    If she could have sex with her husband, I could have sex with her daughter.  

    Fair is fair. 

    When I got to their house, Patience quickly opened the door and hastily invited me inside.  She said something about dinner, then sped to the kitchen.   

    Once I'd taken off my coat and boots, I followed her in and found her struggling with a casserole dish while three pots boiled over on the stove. 

    I asked if I could help her with anything, but she said, “No, I'm fine.  If my mother can do it, so can I.” 

    My guts twisted.  I almost choked on my own saliva.   

    “What are you making?” I asked her. 

    Her eyes bugged as she set the casserole down on one of those glass cutting boards.  “Oh my god!  You're not vegetarian, are you?” 

    I laughed, in part because of my nerves, and in larger part because of hers.  “No, I'm not vegetarian.  You've seen me eat meat a dozen times.” 

    “Have I?” Patience asked.  She seemed truly flustered.  “Oh, yeah.  That's right.” 

    Using her oven mitt, she removed the lid from the casserole dish.   

    “Are you sure there's nothing I can help with?” I asked.  “Looks like you've got a lot going on, over there.” 

    She turned to see the pots on the stove spewing liquids all over the place, and shrieked.  As she fiddled with dials and lids, I took a look at what was in the casserole dish.   

    “Chicken?” I asked. 

    “Pork,” she said flatly. 

    “The other white meat!”  I was trying to make her laugh, but she only stared at me.  That's why I said, “It looks great.  And smells amazing!  You're making me hungry.” 

    That one got her, and she smirked.  I hadn't meant it as a double entendre, but I guess we both knew why I'd come.  Her parents weren't home.  We had the place to ourselves.  We could do anything. 

    I still wouldn't say I was attracted to Patience, but I had this internal drive that kept telling me to go out and get sex.  Patience was willing—eager, even.  So why not take advantage? 

    By the time she was done with the potatoes, the meat and vegetables were cold.  Her cooking left a lot to be desired, but I guess it's nice that she made an effort.  She obviously wanted to make it a date night for us, just like her parents were having.   

    Nobody had ever cooked for me before, so I guess that was kind of special, even if I wasn't a big fan of the food. 

    After dinner, Patience said, “Since no one is home, we can hang out in the living room.”  When I didn't react in a big way, she went on to tell me, “The TV up here is bigger.  It's better than watching stuff on my computer in my room—since we're all alone, I mean.” 

    “Okay,” I agreed.   

    Maybe I shouldn't have come.  I wasn't excited about anything.  People are supposed to be excited about dates, aren't they?  Was I doing it wrong, or was Patience just the wrong person? 

    “Oh!” Patience said, bouncing on the balls of her feet.  “I made jello for dessert.” 

    I forced a smile, but who gets geared up about jello? 

    She closed the drapes in the living room, and got me settled in on the leather couch before disappearing into the kitchen.   

    The lighting was low.  Vonda kept a nice house.  Everything was clean and organized.  It felt lived in without being cluttered. 

    Patience seemed to be taking a long time to get that jello, so I shouted, “Do you need help with anything?” 

    “No!” she cried.  “I'm fine.  I'll just be another minute.” 

    I almost got up to get something to read.  I'd left my bag by the door. 

    When I heard the spray of canned whipped cream, my mouth watered unexpectedly.  Whipped cream made the offering just a little more luscious.   

    From the kitchen, Patience said to me, “You know, it's not so bad, what my parents do.” 

    At first I thought she meant for a living, and then I wondered if she meant something sexual. 

    “I don't participate when they're home,” she went on.  “But when they're out, or sometimes when I'm alone in my room...” 

    She walked into the living room holding a bowl of jello in each hand.  She was totally naked. 

    “Have you ever tried it?” she asked.  “It's actually really freeing.” 

    “Patience,” I stammered.  “Where are you clothes?” 

    “I took them off,” she said, passing one jelly dish to me.  The red dessert was heaped with whipped cream, and I dug in with the spoon she'd stuck into it so I wouldn't have to talk. 

    With someone like Vonda, it's hard to look away.  With someone like Patience, all I could do was avert my gaze.  Her skin wasn't bronzed and beautiful like her mother's.  It was covered in either freckles or pimples—I didn't look closely enough to know which.  Her breasts were large, but they drooped down low, like they belonged on a much older woman. 

    Within moments, my jello was gone.  I didn't know where to look or what to do. 

    “I'll just put my dish in the kitchen,” I offered, getting up without looking her way. 

    When I got to the kitchen, I leaned against the counter, trying to figure out what on earth I was going to do next.  Patience was handing herself to me on a platter, and I couldn't think how to get out of this situation without hurting her feelings.  Also, I knew what I'd come here for.  Why was I trying to escape? 

    The other thing is: I felt bad for not being attracted to her body.  I was being such a body snob.  So what if she wasn't curvy in all the right ways, like her mother?   

    Every body is beautiful.   

    I needed to suck it up and get back in there. 

      

   





   

    Chapter 11 

      

    When I returned to the living room, Patience was sitting on the couch with her feet on the coffee table, her legs spread, inviting me between them.  She'd shaved her pubic hair so it was nice and neat down there.  That was thoughtful.  Her pussy was actually really cute. 

    This was good, I told myself.  I could build some skills with Patience so that when I finally went down on her mother, I wouldn't be terrible at it.  Patience was like school: not exciting, but necessary to become better at... well, sex, in this case. 

    As I entered the room, Patience used her spoon to dab whipped cream on one nipple, then the other.  After that, she placed little spots of the stuff all the way down her belly to created a path leading to her pussy. 

    “Oh boy,” I sighed as I stepped between her legs.  Vonda and her husband would probably have the most romantic sex of their lives tonight, with rose petals and champagne and chocolate truffles.   

    What did I get?   

    Patience and jello. 

    When I kneeled between her legs, she asked, “Aren't you going to take off your clothes?” 

    “Nah,” I said.  “I think I'll leave them on for this.” 

    I leaned in close to her pussy, and she asked, “Aren't you going to lick up this whipped cream first?” 

    “Oh.  Okay.” 

    Irritation build in my chest, but it was all a learning experience.  That's what I kept telling myself. 

    I started with the dab of cream closest to my lips, sucking it from her skin.  She giggled the first few times, as I worked my way up her body.   

    When I got to her breasts, I thought back to all the different ways Vonda had interacted with my nipples.  I started by slowly licking the whipped cream from one.  That made Patience moan.  Good sign.  I did the same to the other, and she moaned again.  I got the sense that she wanted me to spend more time in that area, so I wrapped my arms around her giant breasts the same way Vonda had wrapped her arms around my butt when she went down on me. 

    When I had Patience's big breasts in my arms, I kind of wished I'd taken off my top.  Her freckled skin—I could seen, now, that they were freckles and not pimples—would probably feel really really good against my naked chest.  But then I thought: what if Vonda and Dick come home early?  They could walk through the front door at any moment, and I'd rather be clothed if they did. 

    So I stayed dressed while I wrapped my lips around one of Patience's peachy-pink nipples.  Her areola covered a lot of ground, and I had to open my mouth wide to get the entire expanse in there.  She must have liked what I was doing, because she groaned and ran her hand across the top of my head.  That made me feel more like a poodle than a partner, but I had to remind myself that this was new to her, too.  We were both trying to figure it out.  We weren't good yet. 

    If I expected her to cut me some slack, I had to do the same.  

    We were both trying our best. 

    Moving to her other breast, I licked large circles around her nipple.  I found it amazing that neither nipple puckered or hardened.  Mine did any time I was the slightest bit cold or turned on.  Hers just stayed smooth like that.  It was pretty amazing. 

    Part of me wanted to dig my hands inside my bra and pinch my tits to get a little pleasure.  But, instead, I concentrated my energy on Patience.  I wasn't skilled enough to do two things at once.  I just licked her smooth tits and gobbled them up and sucked all I could of her breasts into my mouth.  She made lots of noise and was clearly enjoying herself, which is why it surprised me when she asked me to go down on her.   

    I guess I shouldn't have been surprised.  She'd stripped naked and spread her legs for me.  What else could she possibly want? 

    Before heading down south, I blurted, “I've never done this before!” 

    “I know,” she replied, with her hand still resting on my head.  “Me neither.” 

    “But you don't have to do anything,” I squealed.  “I have to lick you and make you come and I've never tried before and I don't know how.  What if I'm not good at it?” 

    As I sat on my feet between her spread legs, I looked up at her, past her big breasts, all the way to her expressionless face.  I was really hoping she would say something encouraging, but she just gave me a shrug and said, “I don't know.” 

    I don't know, I don't know, I don't know. 

    How does anybody have the courage to try sex for the first time?   

    Where did I find the courage? 

    From Vonda, of course.  If I hadn't already been to bed with her, there's no way I could have gone down on Patience.  I would have given up before we even started. 

    Closing my eyes, I tried to remember what Vonda had done to me.  Did she start by licking?  Or skip straight to sucking my clit like candy?   

    Why couldn't I remember?   

    My mind went blank. 

    I opened my eyes and gazed at Patience's pink folds.  Her pussy looked tiny, compared to the rest of her.  Maybe just the fact that her breasts were so large led me to believe her pussy would be big, too.  Somehow, that made sense in my mind.   

    Patience's pussy consisted of two sweet mounds of flesh that parted down the middle to reveal the loveliest, most perfect folds I've ever seen.  I've stared at a lot of lesbian porn on my computer, wondering what it would feel like to finally be this close to a girl, and I don't think any of those models had as cute a pussy as Patience. 

    With both my hands, I pressed the two cleaves of her perfect pussy closed.  I just wanted to see what it would look like.  She whimpered softly, and I said, “You could do porn, with a pussy like this.” 

    She laughed, but I think she took the compliment.  

    “I mean it,” I went on.  “It's really, really cute and pretty.  Like a doll or something.” 

    When I glanced up at her, I found her looking down at me with this gushy-gooey grin on her face.  Was she falling in love with me?  I really hoped not, because I definitely wasn't falling in love with her.   

    Did that mean I was using her for sex?  Except, wait, I was the one going down on her, so maybe she was using me.  No, I didn't feel used.  The look on Patience's face told me she wanted me in her life for more than just sex, but that made me feel instantly guilty for not wanting the same thing. 

    I turned my gaze back on her cute little pussy, which was still pushed together between my two hands.  I don't know where I got the idea to do this, but suddenly I started moving my left hand slowly downward while moving my right hand slowly up.  Then I switched directions.  Up and down, slow and steady.  I could only imagine how good it must feel by the way Patience moaned.  Her eyes fluttered closed as she brought her hands to her breasts, holding their weight on each palm.   

    That's when I leaned down and licked her slit. 

    Her skin was cool and smooth. 

    I licked her again and she gasped. 

    This isn't at all what Vonda had done to me, but somehow I knew what I was doing.  I knew to lick gently, but also be firm.  Felt amazing to trace my tongue up her bare pussy lips and feel her shudder.   

    Her skin squeaked against the couch as she shifted, and I wondered if she wanted me to try something new.  That's why I released my hold on her pussy lips and let them spread apart before my very eyes.   

    What an amazing sight.  Her folds glistened like silk.  Her flesh was just begging to be licked, and suddenly it didn't seem so scary.   

    Patience's clit didn't look nubby like mine, but I could guess where it must be: at the peak of those two folds that met at the top like an upside-down V.   

    I didn't start with my tongue, though.  I started out by tracing my fingers down the sides of her pink folds, feeling her glistening wetness on my skin as I encircled what was, in fact, more like an oval.  She gasped and shuddered and made a noise that sounded like a breathy “ohhh.” 

    She was ready. 

    So was I. 

    Bowing to her bareness, I began at the base.  I touched my tongue to her, then traced it tentatively toward the top. I leaned left, avoiding her clit, and then reeled to the right.  I licked ovals around her lips, holding her pretty parts open with my hands.   

    I kissed her clit.  I don't know why.  It just felt like the right thing to do. I kissed it first with my lips, and then with my tongue.   

    Her breath rattled as it exited her lungs. 

    She wrapped both hands around my head, pressed her feet at the small of my back.   

    She pulled me close. 

    “Yessss,” she hissed as my face plunged against her pussy. 

    My lips landed hard against her, and she seemed to like the contact, even if it wasn't deliberate. 

    “Lick me,” she pleaded.  “I want to know what it's like.” 

    I could identify with her desire.  When I was in bed with Vonda, I felt much the same way.  Prior to that—prior to meeting Patience and Vonda, who have changed my life—I thought it might never happen for me.  I might go through my whole life not knowing how it felt when another woman's tongue touched me for the first time. 

    Now I knew, and Patience did, too. 

    I licked her wherever I landed, not knowing where I was.  My face was too close.  I couldn't see a thing.  I couldn't judge what I was licking from feel alone. 

    Patience held my head and rocked me gently against her bare lips. 

    I lost my grip on her slippery skin, and her naked lips closed around mine.  It was a strange sort of kiss, but I loved it.   

    As Patience pressed my head in a motion all her own, I realized the licking wouldn't work.  Not like this.  I had to suck.  There was no other way. 

    So I wrapped my mouth around the pretty pink of her, and I hoovered that pussy into my mouth. 

    She shrieked. 

    This noise was different from all the others. 

    She shrieked, then groaned, then ground her juicy pussy against my face.  She circled her hips round and round, but I wouldn't let her go.  No release for Patience.  I held fast to her pink, shaking my head side to side while she continued with her circles.  She gripped my head as she shouted my name, “Oh, Maggie!  Maggie, yes!” 

    I'd never felt so good with my clothes on. 

    Her body trembled and shook.  That was all because of me.  I'd caused her orgasm.  I'd brought her there.  I could do it!  I wasn't a failure! 

    When I released my hold on her pink pussy lips, she whimpered, but relief was short-lived.  I wrapped my mouth around her bare mound and sucked everything at once. 

    Her reaction was so forceful she almost kicked the coffee table across the room.  It was like a full-bodied explosion, the way she jumped and bounced and shrieked and slid across the couch to get away from me. 

    The look in her eyes reminded me of fear as she cowered naked at the far end of the sofa. 

    “Did I do something wrong?” I asked. 

    “No,” she assured me, hugging her breasts and she struggled to catch her breath.  “That was amazing!  I've never had an orgasm like that in my entire life.” 

    I could feel a smile growing across my lips.  

    “Are you sure you've never done that before?” she asked. 

    I nodded, and I wasn't lying when I said, “I'm sure.” 

      

   





   

    Chapter 12 

      

    Patience didn't come to any of our classes on Monday. 

    Same thing on Tuesday. 

    I wondered if she was avoiding me, for some reason.  I thought we'd had such a good time at her house on Saturday night, but then I wondered if maybe she was mad that I wanted to study instead of cuddling.  She did sit awfully close to me as we quizzed each other.   

    She spent most of the night naked, but her body didn't tempt me. 

    Was she mad about that?  Or hurt or... I don't know what. 

    When I texted her, asking why she didn't come to class, she didn't respond.   

    That's when I started thinking maybe something bad had happened.  Maybe she'd been in an accident.   

    I had to know what was going on. 

    After my last class, I hopped on the streetcar and tried not to panic too bad as I rode it to her house. 

    If anybody answered, it would probably be Vonda.  Could I face her, after eating her daughter's pussy? 

    Well, I had to.  There was no other way. 

    But the person who answered the door wasn't Vonda, or Dick, or Patience, or anybody I knew.  She did look familiar, though.  I soon realized I recognized her from the family photos around the house.  This was Sage, Patience's sister.  They looked nothing alike, but they probably weren't related any more than Patience was related to her parents. 

    Sage actually had the same body type as Patience, but whereas Patience was the kind of girl you wouldn't offer a second look to, Sage could certainly be classified as a Big Beautiful Woman.  She had a full face with some kind of piercing just above her lip.  It looked really pretty, but also kind of punk.  Her thick raven hair was folded up in a complicated bun, and her dress reminded me of something a girl might wear to a dance during World War II.  It was simple and patterned, but the neckline came up high enough to hide her ample bosom.  I can't believe I'm using the word “bosom” in this day and age, but she had the kind of rack that couldn't be described any other way.  Even calling it a “rack” does it a certain injustice.   

    I wished I could see beyond her dress, because I could tell it was concealing a body I wanted to get to know a little better. 

    “Are you my food?” Sage said, screwing up her brow as she asked the question. 

    “Am I your... food?”  Was she a cannibal?  What was going on, here? 

    A car pulled up and parked by the fire hydrant in front of the house, and a young man hopped out with a take-out bag. 

    “Oh,” Sage went on.  “That's my food.” 

    The man passed her the bag, she thanked him, and he jumped back in his car.  That was that. 

    “So, who are you?” she asked. 

    “I'm Patience,” I stammered.  “I mean I'm Maggie!  I'm Maggie!  I'm here to see Patience.  We're... friends.” 

    I don't know why Sage made me so nervous.  Probably because she was drop-dead gorgeous.  That's enough to make anyone shiver like a leaf. 

    “Patience isn't home,” Sage said, looking slightly confused and slightly suspicious.  “She's away for a few days.  With my parents.” 

    “Oh.”  I couldn't think what to say next, so I told her, “Patience hasn't come to class this week.  I got worried.  I thought maybe...” 

    “There's nothing to worry about.”  Sage glanced at the take-out bag she was holding, then sighed and asked, “Do you like Thai food?  I ordered too much.  I always do.  I like variety.” 

    I nodded eagerly and followed her into the house.  I hadn't realized how hungry I was until she offered.  When we got into the kitchen and she started opening containers of Vegetarian Pad Thai and Spicy Eggplant and Mango Salad, my stomach gurgled anxiously. 

    “Every time I visit my parents, I order this stuff,” Sage told me.  “There's no Thai restaurant where I live now, so I really load up.” 

    “You're Sage, right?” I asked, kind of out of the blue.  I just wanted to make sure. 

    She laughed, but regarded me suspiciously as she said, “Yeah, I'm Sage.  How did you know my name?” 

    “Your family talks about you.” 

    With a smirk, she said, “All good things, I hope.” 

    I nodded, because I couldn't think of anything bad. 

    “Did they tell you what I do for a living?” she asked as she got plates out of the cupboard. 

    “I don't remember.  I don't think so.” 

    With a little snort, Sage said, “If they did, you'd remember.” 

    I didn't want to hear about her work, so, as we loaded up our plates with Thai food, I asked, “Why are you visiting your parents when they're not home?” 

    She laughed.  “You're right—I guess I'm just visiting their house.  I stop by when I'm teaching a course in town.  Sometimes they happen to fall when the family's away.  It's nice to not have to spend money on a hotel room, although it's better when the fam's around.  Feels good, catching up with them.” 

    “Where did they go?” I asked. 

    I could tell by the look on Sage's face that what I thought was an innocent question was actually a pretty loaded one. 

    “Patience didn't tell you?” Sage asked, cautiously. 

    I got that sinking feeling again, like I'd had on the streetcar.  Something was very wrong.   

    “Tell me what?” I asked. 

    “Oh, it's nothing bad.  No need to worry—what did you say your name was?”   

    “Maggie.” 

    “No need to worry, little Maggie.”  

    Little Maggie, just like her mother called me. 

    Sage grabbed a bottle of lemon-flavoured sparkling water from the fridge and two glasses from the cupboard, then sat at the table with her plate of food.  When I joined her, she asked, “How much do you know about our family?  Are you and Patience close?” 

    How was I supposed to answer a question like that, after sleeping with Patience... and her mother?  “I only met Patience this year, but we're in a lot of the same classes and we study together pretty often.  I spent the night here on Saturday and she didn't say anything about going away.  That's why I was so concerned.  I thought it must be an emergency.” 

    “It's not an emergency,” Sage said in a consoling tone.  “They make this trip every year.  We all used to go, when I was younger, but it's usually just the three of them now.  I go sometimes, if I'm not busy with work, but it's really more Pay's thing.” 

    I nodded like I understood, but I honestly had no idea what Sage was talking about.  I wasn't sure what to ask in order to clarify, so I shovelled rice and spicy eggplant into my food hole and waited for Sage to speak. 

    Some people are fine with silence and other people hate it.   

    I'm a silence person all the way.   

    Sage clearly was not.  She filled the void, talking with her mouth full of Pad Thai, talking about how fresh the mangos were even though they're not in season, talking about how reasonably priced this restaurant is, and it's way better quality than the more expensive spots. 

    How was I going to guide her back toward the topic I wanted to know about: where had Patience and her parents gone? 

    If it was some kind of family secret, I could understand Sage not wanting to share it.  She didn't know if she could trust me.  We barely knew each other. 

    I thought I should get to know her a bit better.  I should at least try.   

    What did people usually talk about?  School, in my case.  But Sage was older than me.  So, work?  She'd mentioned work.  I'd forgotten already what she'd said. 

    Why did I have to be so awkward with people? 

    When Sage paused to take a sip of sparkling soda, I asked, “You're in town for work, you said?  What do you do for a living?” 

    She choked on her drink, but held a hand up to indicate it she was okay, she just needed to cough until she could cough no more.  I knew the feeling.  The same thing happened to me pretty frequently. 

    I didn't say anything, just sat there watching as her eyes watered. 

    When she'd finished hacking up a lung, she took another sip of her drink and said, “I have an internet-based business.” 

    “That's interesting,” I said, even though I didn't really think it was.  “You sell stuff online?” 

    “Sell stuff,” she repeated, though I wasn't sure whether she was asking for clarification or agreeing or simply repeating the statement.  “I guess you could say... well, it's really more advice I give.  Reviews.” 

    “Of books?” I asked.  “Or movies?” 

    Her face seemed to be getting red, and I wondered if she'd eaten too much spicy eggplant.  “Sometimes books, sometimes movies, but mostly products.  There are other components, too, but... yeah...” 

    I felt like a total failure.  I wanted Sage to trust me enough to let me in on this big family secret of theirs, but I wasn't getting anywhere with her. 

    Sage asked me if I was in the same program as Patience at university.  That's when I had plenty to say.  Ever since I was a kid, my parents have warned me not to talk people's ears off.  When I get going about something that interests me, it can be hard to stop, and I often don't notice if the other person's getting bored or trying to change the subject.  So I tried to be attentive when I talked to Sage.  When her eyes glazed over, I took it as a sign that she either wasn't following the science or she wasn't as interested as I am in the topic. 

    That's when I tried again to ask about her work. 

    She seemed defensive, the way she asked, “Why do you want to know so bad?  Did Patience already tell you what I do?” 

    Suddenly, out of nowhere, there were tears in my eyes.  I couldn't believe it.  When they fell into my Pad Thai, Sage dropped her fork and reached for my hand.  “Ohhh, I'm sorry!  Sometimes people judge me, that's all.  Not Patience.  Not my parents.  They're supportive, maybe even proud of me, but not everyone is as open-minded as they are.” 

    “I don't know what you're talking about!” I sobbed.  “I don't know what you do!” 

    Sage sat up straighter and said, “You don't?” 

    I shook my head no as I dug a tissue out of my pocket.  I felt like a child, simpering and crying over nothing. 

    “Well...” she said, gazing out at the garden in their tiny backyard.  “I'm actually a sex educator.” 

    When she looked me in the eye, I said, “Oh.” 

    I hadn't actually processed what she'd told me.  So far, they were just words. 

    But I guess I didn't seem to be judging her or anything, because she went on telling me, “I teach seminars and workshops about all different aspects of sexuality.  Some of that is online, and some of it is in person.  I'm teaching group classes here in town, and that's why I couldn't visit Pay's...”   

    She trailed off, I guess realizing she didn't want to tell me where her family had gone.  For a moment, she had this look on her face like she was somewhere else, or seeing something that wasn't there. 

    After a moment, she smiled brightly and said, “I also do product reviews online, for sex toys especially.  That's where I got my start, back when blogging was big.  If you ever need advice, I'm your girl!” 

    “Advice about sex toys?” I stammered, feeling like the most inexperienced person on the planet. 

    “About anything sex-related, really.  I'll give you the family and friends rate.”  When I didn't react, she clarified, “It's on the house.” 

    “Oh.”  I could feel my cheeks glowing brightly, and I hoped she wouldn't notice, but she definitely did. 

    “I get the sense I'm making you uncomfortable,” she said, digging into her dinner.  “Just tell me to stop and I'll stop.  I get a bit carried away when I talk about this stuff, that's all.” 

    “I understand completely,” I assured her.  “You can talk more about it, if you want.  It's just that I've never used any sex toys, so I don't know much about them.” 

    Sage's eyes opened wide.  “You've never used a sex toy?” 

    I shook my head no. 

    “Well, tonight I was going to review some new stuff I got in, but if you don't have any plans... I think I could use a girl like you!” 

      

   





   

    Chapter 13 

      

    “A girl like me?” I asked Sage.  “What do you mean a girl like me?” 

    “Someone who's never bought a sex toy before,” she said.  “I always assume the people who are reading my posts and watching my videos are like me—they've tried every toy in the box and they're looking for something new—but I should make a post for girls like you: people who are interested in buying their very first toy and don't know where to turn.” 

    I had to admit, that did sound interesting.  And if it meant spending time with someone as beautiful as Sage, I was all in.  Nervous, but in. 

    “What would you want me to do?” I asked. 

    “Hmm... let me think...”  She lifted a forkful of Pad Thai to her lips and ate it contemplatively.  Once she'd washed it down with sparkling water, she said, “I've got some basic toys I haven't played with yet.  Either you could test them out on your own and tell me what you think, or I could test them out on you and write up your reactions.” 

    “You would test them out on me?” I asked, maybe too eagerly. 

    “If you want me to,” she said. 

    “I do!” I cried, without really meaning to.  I knew I sounded like a dork, but the idea of someone as gorgeous and sexually experienced as Sage testing out sex toys on my body made me squirm in my seat.  “I really am curious about all this stuff.  What kind of toys do you have?” 

    “I'll show you after dinner,” she offered. 

    Suddenly, I couldn't eat another bite.  The food was delicious, but my stomach wouldn't let me consume any more. 

    I guess Sage must have noticed that I wasn't even poking at my food, because she finished up fast and said, “I suppose we can leave this for later.  You'll probably be hungry after I give you the orgasm of your life—and then another, then another.” 

    My jaw dropped.  I didn't know what to say. 

    “Follow me upstairs,” Sage said, leaving the food on the counter and our dishes on the table. 

    “Shouldn't we put all this away?” I asked. 

    She said, “Don't worry about it.  My mom keeps this house so clean we don't have to be concerned about vermin or ants or any other kinds of pests.” 

    I was just concerned the noodles might get dried out.  Pests hadn't even crossed my mind. 

    When we got to the top of the stairs, Sage led me into a room I'd never seen.  I expected it to be hers, but I guess her parents had turned it into a guest room when she moved out.  The decor was pretty generic, without a trace of Vonda's personality, much less Sage's.   

    The solid oak bed had big finials at all four corners that looked, to me, like wooden crystal balls.  The comforter was dark green, and the pillowcases had little pink rosebuds, which matched the wallpaper.  The furniture was oak, like the bed, but the room was sparsely decorated.  There was nothing really interesting or unique about it, except that you don't see wallpaper too often anymore.  At least, I don't. 

    Sage said, “When I play with a new toy to prepare for a review, one thing I always do is record myself using it.  That way I don't have to take notes while I'm playing.  I can just go back and consult the recording.” 

    “Makes sense,” I said. 

    “Would you feel comfortable if I recorded our session?” she asked. 

    My stomach flip-flopped.  The idea was titillating, but also scary as heck.  I was starting to really like the idea of being watched and looked at, but I barely knew Sage.  How could I be sure she was trustworthy?  You don't want just anybody having sex videos of you in their possession.  

    “If you recorded me,” I began.  “Would you show it to anyone else?” 

    “No!” Sage exclaimed.  “Certainly not without your permission.  I only make these videos so I can consult them later, when I'm writing my reviews.” 

    “And you're not going to post it online when you do your review?” I asked. 

    She said, “No way!” 

    I thought about it for a long time, even though I knew I was going to say yes.  I still felt a little skittish, but I also liked the idea of showing off for the camera.  Even if it was only Sage who would ever see me put on a show, that didn't stop me from wanting to put one on. 

    Sage went into her bag and pulled out something I recognized, but I'd never touched or felt or handled.  It was bright pink and hard plastic.  I knew it was a vibrator, although it reminded me of a brand new lipstick that had never been touched by a mouth—only, this vibrator was much, much bigger than a lipstick. 

    “I would never normally review a product like this,” Sage said.  “It's only a cheap one.  You know what it is, right?” 

    I nodded my head yes. 

    “And you've seriously never tried one before?” 

    I shook my head no. 

    She smiled, then laughed.  “Wow.  What a trip.  I guess I don't hang out with girls like you.  Nobody I know is so innocent.” 

    Not that innocent.  I'd had sex with her mother, after all.  Twice. 

    “Your parents are nudists,” I blurted. 

    I don't know why I said that, but Sage's eyes widened significantly when I did.  “Patience told you about that?  I thought she was embarrassed by it.” 

    “She is,” I replied.  “It was your mom who told me.” 

    “Oh.”  

    I swear I saw Sage's cheeks burn bright, just for a second. 

    Then I said, “Your mom mentioned you're becoming like them, that you enjoy being naked.  I'm surprised you're wearing clothes.” 

    Her cheeks definitely broke out in a blush this time, but she explained, “Food was coming.  I had to put on something.” 

    “But if I hadn't shown up,” I pressed.  “Would you have taken off your dress and eaten in the nude?” 

    Burning brighter, she told me, “I don't know if I would have or not.  It's hard to say.  Maybe.” 

    “Am I embarrassing you?” I asked. 

    She cleared her throat before saying, “No, no, not at all.” 

    “If I'm gonna get undressed to try out this vibrator, are you gonna get undressed too?” 

    “I hadn't really thought about it,” she replied.  “But, you know, you don't have to take off your clothes right away.  The first time I tried out a vibrator, I placed it over my pussy while I still had my jeans on.  That was about all I could handle, back then.  Hard to believe I was ever that sensitive.” 

    She looked at my clothes.  I didn't have on jeans.  I'd worn tights and my striped T-shirt dress with my mother's old floral blouse knotted overtop.  She gave me a look that said, “Are you really going to wear that out of the house?”  I guess because mixing patterns is supposedly a no-no.  But I don't care about fashion.  I wear what I want.  I think it looks good, and that's what really matters.  Plus, tights are comfy.  

    Even so, the way Sage looked at me made me wonder if the blouse was too much.  The florals might look a little busy on camera.  Anyway, Patience's family keeps their house so warm that I didn't need the layers. 

    So I unknotted my blouse and tossed it off the side of the bed. 

    When I was down to my tight cotton dress and tight cotton tights, I felt a little more ready to begin. 

    “Should I turn on the camera now?” Sage asked. 

    I said yes. 

    She opened her laptop and set it on the dressing table, clicking around in her software until she was set.  That's when she handed me the pink vibrator and said, “Batteries are in.  You turn the base to get it going.  Works like a dimmer switch: the more you turn it, the faster the vibrations.” 

    I didn't think too much about what I was doing.  I figured if I thought about it, I might realize this was a wacky thing to do: masturbate on camera for a girl I barely knew?  Most people would tell you not to do stuff like this.   

    But I did it anyway. 

    First I pulled my T-shirt dress up and over my hips to get it out of the way.  I could feel Sage's eyes on me, but I couldn't return her gaze in that moment.  I don't know if I was feeling shy or bashful or embarrassed or what, but I didn't even look at my own image reflected on her computer screen as I turned on the vibrator. 

    Even on the lowest setting, its buzz travelled through my fingers and throughout my body.  I could feel it everywhere already. 

    “Just do what feels natural,” Sage encouraged.  “And try to tell me your impressions, if you don't mind.” 

    The very idea of talking about what I was experiencing seemed utterly impossible, and I hadn't even started yet.  Maybe I would become more communicative as the day progressed, but there was only one way to find out. 

    At the top of the vibrator, there was a flat edge on the diagonal.  That's the part I pressed to my clit.  Not hard.  Just lightly.  And, remember, I still had tights on.  And panties underneath the tights. 

    Still, I felt that buzz run right through me, through my entire body.  It was everywhere, all at once, and I said so.  I took a chance and told Sage what I was feeling.  What did I have to lose? 

    “What's next?” she asked.   

    I didn't know what she meant. 

    “Do you feel like stroking yourself with the shaft?” she asked.  “Or maybe turning up the vibration?” 

    “I don't know,” I said.  I was starting to feel stupid and stressed, and I didn't know what to do. 

    “It's okay,” she replied, in a calming voice.  “There's no need to panic.  I'm here.  I can give you suggestions, if you want.” 

    Instead, I thrust the pink vibe in her direction, closed my eyes, and asked, “Can you just do it for me?” 

    When she didn't respond, I opened my eyes again.  That's when she said, “You'd like me to stimulate you?  With the vibrator?” 

    I nodded firmly, then wrapped both arms over my face to shield my eyes. 

    “Okay,” she said, hesitantly.  “If that's what you want.” 

    “It is,” I said.  I didn't know how to do it myself. 

    When the vibrator touched me again, it took me by surprise.  I felt it buzzing more intensely than before.  Maybe Sage had turned up the dimmer switch to a higher setting.  Sure felt that way.  My hips started moving, even though I hadn't planned that.  When I opened my eyes to see what I was doing, I realized I was stroking my pussy up and down the pink shaft of the vibrator.  It felt amazing, the way that hard plastic pressed against me.  The gusset of my panties was already slick with my own wetness.  It wouldn't take long for my nectar to soak through my tights, too.  

    Suddenly, I felt hot like never before.  My pits were sweating and my T-shirt dress felt tight enough to squeeze the air out of my lungs.  That's why I tore it off and threw it on the ground.  My bottom half was too hot as well, especially the insides of my thighs, so I apologized to Sage and took off my tights. 

    “No need for apologies,” she said.  “You can take it all off, if you like.” 

    I looked down at myself.  I had on nothing but my white bra, pink panties, and cute white sockettes.  I wondered if Sage's computer was capturing the wetness between my legs.  There was a dark, damp spot where the juice of my arousal had soaked all the way through my underwear.  I wasn't embarrassed, though.  I was actually pretty proud. 

    “Would you like me to continue?” Sage asked, turning up the vibration level so it buzzed like a bee. 

    Arching my hips off the mattress, I said, “Keep going.” 

    I couldn't wait to find out how this next stage would feel. 

      

   





   

    Chapter 14 

      

    As Sage approached me with the vibrator, a familiar odour hit my nostrils.  I felt instantly humiliated.  I knew exactly what it was: my sex smell, the scent that escapes my inner thighs when they start to sweat.  It's sour and vulgar and extremely off-putting.  I never smell that way from exercise or just being hot.  It's always from being aroused.  

    Why would my body betray me like that?  Make me horny and then exude an aroma that would turn off any potential partner?  It's sabotage.  Self-sabotage! 

    I apologized profusely to Sage, but she didn't seem to know what I was talking about. 

    “Explain it,” she encouraged me.  “Your honesty will help me in my write-up.” 

    “It's not about the toy,” I told her, and confessed that I was humiliated because of my scent. 

    With a kind laugh, she said, “You must be more sensitive to it than I am, because I haven't caught a whiff.” 

    She might have been lying, but her words still came as a huge relief.   

    Despite the strong scent of my arousal, I settled back on the pillows and offered myself to her. 

    When Sage touched the vibe to my panties, my fingers and toes seized up.  I grabbed hold of the bedding with my hands and my feet, though I didn't intend to.  My body reacted to the vibrations in a very specific way, and it was different from the sex I'd experienced with Vonda.  That had felt more sensual.  This, with the sex toy, felt... I don't know... “mechanical” isn't the right word, but something like that.   

    With human sex, you might come or not and it might be a big reaction or a small one, but with this hard plastic vibrator, I felt like you would always have the same orgasm the same way.  I don't know if that's actually true, but that was my impression. 

    Sage asked what I was thinking about, so I shared those ideas with her. 

    “Very interesting,” she said, and I felt like she was my psychiatrist instead of a girl pressing a vibrator to my pussy. 

    She traced the vibe all around my mound, everywhere, not just against my clit.  I found it so sexy that she knew what to do.  I would have just stuck it inside me—I told her that, too. 

    “Would you like me to put it in you?” Sage asked. 

    I wasn't sure, and I said so. 

    “Okay,” she replied.  “You just let me know if that's what you want.” 

    Even though I still had my panties on, she pressed the vibe in between my pussy lips, like a hot dog in a bun.  I know that's not a sexy description, but that's what it made me think of.  She turned up the level of vibration, and that sent me straight to the moon.  I don't know if it was on full power, but it buzzed against my clit so roughly my whole body trembled.   

    I started whimpering and whining.  I couldn't help it.  I bucked my hips, rubbing my clit against the hard vibe, wanting more and more.  Getting it.   

    As my orgasm waved through me, I suddenly realized I couldn't feel my toes.  They'd gone totally numb.  It was the weirdest thing.  My clit felt electric.  I couldn't handle any more, and I said so to Sage. 

    She smiled sweetly as she turned off the vibe.   

    “So,” she said.  “Any closing remarks?” 

    Remarks?  I could barely breathe! 

    When I could speak, I said, “It felt so different!” 

    “Different from what?” she asked. 

    From having sex with her mother, but I didn't tell her that.  “From fingers on my pussy, or a tongue licking me.  It felt like electricity.  I could feel it throughout my entire body.” 

    She told me the price of the hard pink vibe and asked if she thought I considered that worth it for a starter model. 

    “Yeah!” I replied.  “That seems really cheap for a sex toy.  I thought they were all expensive.” 

    “Many are.  The cheap ones don't usually last long.”  Placing the toy on the night table, she said, “I'll let you keep this one.  We'll stay in touch and you can let me know if it stops working in the next, oh, say, month or two?  I won't be posting this review any time soon.  I already have a bunch scheduled to go up.” 

    I felt proud that I was helping Sage with her work.  This was research. 

    As she considered my not-quite-naked body on the bed, Sage tilted her head and said, “Say, Maggie—there's something else you might be able to help me with, if you're up for it.” 

    “Oh yeah?” I asked.  “What's that?” 

    She pulled a snake out of her bag and I screamed.  Though my body was exhausted from the orgasm, I somehow found the energy to scramble under the covers. 

    “Sorry,” she apologized.  “Maybe I should have described it before showing you.  I know this one is a little intimidating.” 

    When I took a better look at the creature she was holding, I realized it wasn't a snake at all. 

    “It's a double-ended dildo,” Sage clarified, I guess realizing that I didn't know what I was looking at.  “It's realistic, as you can see—that is to say, it looks like a penis.  Well, it looks like two penises.  But, whereas most double-ended dildos are the same size at both ends, this one is drastically different in size from one end to the other.” 

    She held it extended in both her hands to show me what she meant: one end was super-thick, with a fat head.  I've never seen an actual penis, but from what I've viewed on the internet, I would say that the thick end was bigger than most people's real cocks.  The other end went to the other extreme.  It was so thin it wasn't even intimidating to me, and that's saying something. 

    I had a vague idea of what double dildos were for: there was an end for two different pussies, and you used this toy to have sex with someone else.   

    “So, is it for couples where one person has a really big pussy and the other has a really small one?” I asked. 

    Sage issued a glorious laugh.  “No, it's designed for solo play.” 

    I didn't understand. 

    “The thicker end can be inserted into the pussy,” Sage explained.  “And the thinner end goes into the ass.” 

    I felt my butthole tighten up when she told me that.  “You're not going to put that inside me, are you?  I don't think... I don't want...” 

    “Oh!” Sage exclaimed.  “No, nothing like that.  I'd been thinking it could be used for pegging—”  

    I had no idea what that meant. 

    “—but if you're willing to try a little more research with me, I'm wondering if... well, sort of along the lines you were speaking of.  Not that my pussy is big.  Pussies are expansive, elastic.”  She seemed a little bashful as she stammered, “I'm just thinking that I could easily accommodate the large end and the small one might be well-suited to you.” 

    I looked at the dildo, since I couldn't bring myself to look Sage in the eye.  The smaller end didn't look all that intimidating.  It was probably not much bigger than the vibrator she'd given me.  So I wasn't afraid of the dildo itself.  But was I really ready to sleep with Patience's sister?  Vonda's daughter?  I was certainly working my way through this family.  After today, the only one I won't have slept with is Dick. 

    “How would we do it?” I asked Sage.  “I've never used something like that.  I don't know how.” 

    My heart beat a little faster as she explained, “There are different positions we could try with a double dildo.  One is butt to butt, on all fours, but then we don't get the joy of looking at each other.” 

    That made me blush. 

    “Another way is lying on our backs on the bed.  That's a good one, because we've got more control.  Plus we can easily stimulate our clits.  It's good for mutual masturbation.” 

    I blushed even harder. 

    “Alternatively, we could try face-to-face positions, for instance with you on top riding me, or vice versa.  With that arrangement, there's the opportunity for kissing and playing with each other's tits, that sort of thing.”   

    I could see it all in my head as she explained. 

    “What appeals to you?” she asked. 

    “Everything!” I said, maybe a little too jubilantly.  “I mean, it's so hard to choose.  But I definitely want to try this.  I want to try something.” 

    “Good,” Sage said as she dragged down the zipper on her dress.  “So do I.” 

      

   





   

    Chapter 15 

      

    I couldn't believe my eyes as I watched Sage undress.  She slid that vintage dress off her shoulders and down her arms, revealing breasts that were every bit as large as her sister's.  But, whereas Patience had those soft peachy nipples, Sage's were dark.  She wasn't wearing a bra, and the moment those bare tits kissed the air, her tits tightened to buds.  

    God, they were beautiful. 

    She pushed her dress down past her hips to reveal a completely nude body underneath.  No panties.  Nothing.  Just a dark yet tamed bush, full hips and thighs, and a heart-shaped ass I had the pleasure to spy when she reached down to pick up her dress. 

    I felt a weird combination of intimidated by her experience and confidence, yet comfortable because she wasn't lording those things over me.  She was about to do sex stuff with me that I'd never even imagined trying.  She was opening my world.   

    “Would you like to undress?” she asked.  “Or would you like me to help you?” 

    “No,” I responded.  “I can do it.” 

    Sitting up in bed, I reached around my back to unclip my bra.  I felt a little bashful taking it off in front of her, though I don't know why I would.  My breasts looked nice.  I could tell Sage thought so, too, by the way she grinned when she looked at them. 

    I had to get out of bed in order to push down my panties.  The gusset was soaked and it stuck to my pussy, which was a little embarrassing, but I'm not sure Sage even noticed.  It was different for me, because I could feel it. 

    “What should I do?” I asked when I was totally naked. 

    She smiled at me, and her joy was contagious.  “Why not get back in bed?  We don't want those toes getting cold!” 

    “I doubt they will,” I said.  “It's always so warm in here.” 

    “That's so my parents can walk around in the buff and not get a chill,” she replied. 

    When I had crawled onto the bed, Sage stood beside it and told me, “We'll start by fitting this dildo inside you, just so we can go slow and make sure it doesn't hurt.” 

    With alarm, I asked, “Do you think it will?” 

    “No,” she replied, sweetly.  “No, little Maggie.  I think it'll fit just fine.  Would you like any lube?” 

    “What for?” I asked, opening my legs so she could see how glossy my pussy lips were. 

    With a smile, Sage asked, “Is there anything you'd like me to do to warm you up?  I'm used to being clinical about testing our sex toys, but I realize girls like you might want something more.” 

    “Girls like me?” I asked. 

    Nodding, she said, “Girls who haven't been with many partners—or any partners.  Did you say you've had sex before?  I already forget.” 

    I shook my head no.  I don't know why. 

    “So this, with me—this is your first time?” 

    I stared at her.  I didn't move a muscle.  I didn't want to commit to an answer. 

    “Then I really shouldn't be so clinical about all this,” Sage said, seeming worried.  “It's so long since I've been with a virgin.  I need to make this encounter special for you.” 

    “No you don't,” I blurted.  “I mean... I... I don't know what I mean.  I'm sorry.” 

    Approaching the bed, she said, “There's no need to apologize.  This is all new to you.  Let me kiss you, to start.  Would you like that?” 

    Would I like that?  Who wouldn't?  Sage was beautiful.  With her dark hair and full red lips, she was a knock-out. 

    When I nodded to let her know I'd like to kiss, she placed her warm hands on my hips and stood between my legs.  She approached me until her breasts hovered over mine.  The moment her pointed tits touched the tops of my breasts, I felt a wave of warmth rush through my whole body.  That's the sensation I was focused on when her lips touched mine. 

    Sage was an amazing kisser.  Her tongue moved in my mouth like velvet.  She was forceful in her approach, but also soft, somehow.   

    Now that I've kissed three different women, you'd think I'd be comparing them in my head while the kiss was happening, but it wasn't like that at all.  Even now, looking back, I couldn't compare Vonda's kisses with either of her daughters'.  It's like those experiences were isolated, somehow.  They were happening in a vacuum, and I didn't want to compare one with the other with the other.   

    When I closed my eyes, I saw red.  I know that's supposed to mean you're mad, but I'm talking literally.  Everything in my mind was lush and scarlet, like those regal capes worn by royalty.  Red all around.  Warm and gushing with want and need and pleasure. 

    Sage was such a good kisser. 

    As she moved her hand up my side, excitement surged through my core.  My tits begged to be touched.  I wanted everything all at once, everything now.  

    I even wanted to feel something inside me, which I can't remember ever wanting before. 

    And when I say “something” I don't mean fingers.  I wanted to feel something more substantial than fingers. 

    I wanted that dildo. 

    Pulling slightly away from Sage, I asked, “Can I have the thing now?” 

    She didn't ask what thing.  There was only one thing: the double-ended dildo. 

    “I'll put it in you,” she assured me, but she sure took her time, teasing me terribly by kissing down my neck and across my collarbone.  When she reached my shoulder, she licked a path down my side.  I watched her gorgeous face as she tickled my arm with her tongue, then raised my eyes to the mirror above the dressing table.  In it, I could see Sage's backside reflected in all its glory.  How lucky I felt, that I could view her front and back simultaneously.  Her ass was luscious, just like her tits. 

    Because I was staring at her butt in the mirror, it came as a surprise when Sage licked my nipple. 

    Gasping, I looked down to see what was going on.  Her velvet tongue fluttered fast like the wings of a hummingbird.  My mind couldn't catch up right away to the extreme pleasure of that sensation, but when it did, I shrieked and leapt off the mattress, landing in precisely the same place so that Sage could pick up where she left off. 

    Her fingers found my pussy and she discovered I wasn't joking.   

    “My God!” she said as she rubbed me up and down.  “I can't believe how wet you are.  It's magic.” 

    That brought a blush to my cheeks, and I gushed, “Thank you, Sage.” 

    She thought my pussy was magic?  I thought her name was, too.  It was heaven to speak. 

    Sage moved to my other nipple, flicking it quickly with her tongue before starting these long, loving strokes.  She extended her tongue and licked my tits firmly.  Her caress felt so warm, so velvety. 

    And then, suddenly, I felt a new sensation between my legs.  Even though I couldn't see what was going on down there, it didn't take me long to figure out Sage had set the realistic tip of the double dildo at the gate of my pussy.   

    At first, I wondered if Sage was using the thick end of the double dildo on me by mistake.  I felt incredibly full as the fake cockhead entered my pussy. 

    Sage backed off a bit so I could see what was happening between my legs.   

    She hadn't made a mistake.  She was still holding the thick end in one hand.  The other end was sticking out from my pussy.  It still looked vaguely like a snake, to me.  A flesh snake.   

    I couldn't decide whether I found it titillating or a little be scary.  It did look kind of weird, but also kind of hot—especially considering Sage was holding one end.  It's like she had me on some strange sort of leash. 

    My pussy certainly liked its new friend.  It clamped down around the raw girth of that toy, holding on like it would never let go. 

    That's when I remembered we were still being filmed.  Except Sage was standing between me and the camera, so all that would get recorded was her backside.  None of me at all. 

    “Why don't you get on the bed?” I asked Sage.  My reason was simple: I wanted to be on camera.  When she looked back at this footage, I wanted her to see me. 

    “Sure,” she said.  “Let me push this little guy inside you just a little bit more, and then I'll join you.” 

    “More?” I asked. 

    “If that's all right,” she replied.  “You can ask me to stop at any time.  I'll take my cues from you.  It's just that if I don't get this dildo a little deeper in your pussy, I'm afraid it will pop out.” 

    “Okay,” I agreed. 

    I wasn't sure how it would feel to have more of the double dildo inserted into me, but I couldn't wait to find out. 

      

   





   

    Chapter 16 

      

    When Sage gave the cock a push, I felt it slide upward.  My pussy juice greased the wheels, but that's not to say it just slipped in there with no resistance.  I'm not used to having things shoved inside me.  It was actually a big deal, what Sage was doing.  Having that thing inside me made me feel more real, if that makes sense—more of an adult, or something.  More experienced. 

    “How does that feel?” Sage asked when she'd inserted it as far as it needed to go. 

    “Feels so different,” I said, although I'm not sure what that even means.   

    She asked, “Different from what?” 

    “I don't know.” 

    I felt bad that I couldn't explain it, but Sage didn't press me any further.  She climbed up on the bed and said, “I would love your help with something, if you don't mind.” 

    “What?” I asked.   

    With a coy smile on her face, she asked, “Would you mind inserting the other end into my pussy?  I would love to watch you do it.” 

    “But what if I don't know how?” I blurted.  “What if I don't do it right?” 

    “You don't have to if you don't want,” she said.  “It's entirely up to you.” 

    I struggled to calm the anxiety working me into a frenzy.  My heart pounded so hard I could feel it in my ears.  Meanwhile, my pussy milked that double-ended dildo for all it was worth. 

    Imagine if those things could actually come.  Would that be cool or disgusting?  I think probably cool.  I'd like for it to come on my tits. 

    “I can do this,” I said—more to myself than to Sage. 

    “Good,” she replied.  “Take all the time you need.”  Positioning herself with her head and shoulders on the pillows, she opened her legs wide.  I knelt between them, struggling to believe this was really happening. 

    I remembered the camera again, and looked toward the computer and smiled. 

    Sage handed me the wide end of the dildo and then used two fingers to spread her large pussy lips.  I loved the look of them.  They reminded me of a butterfly's wings.  They were really, really beautiful. 

    Her pussy looked very wet, from what I could see.  She must have gotten turned on watching me masturbate with my first-time vibrator.  Or maybe she got turned on while we kissed and she flicked my nipples with her tongue.  Or even while she was inserting the other end of this dildo into me. 

    Maybe everything turned her on. 

    Holding the large penis in my hand felt super-weird.  I'd never touched one before—real or fake—and I wondered if a real one felt anything like the fake one.  I wondered if anybody in the world actually had a penis as thick as this.  It seemed so, so big to me, but maybe that's just because I'm not used to sex toys.  Maybe it was a totally standard size for a dildo.  I just don't know. 

    On my knees, I walked closer to Sage, until I was near enough to start loading up her pussy.  Good thing she was holding her lips open for me, or I probably would have been too flustered to figure out where the dildo went.  I know how stupid that sounds, but sometimes when I'm really horny I get frazzled like that. 

    I placed the giant cockhead right up against Sage's juicy hole.  When I touched the one to the other, it felt like her body was sucking the toy right in.  It felt that way, but I must have been imagining it, because when I looked down, the thickest part of that realistic tip was still outside of her. 

    “What should I do?” I asked.  I didn't want to cram it in there.  I was too afraid of hurting her. 

    With a gentle smile, Sage said, “Press it in.  Be gentle, but firm.  And don't worry so much, okay, Maggie?” 

    I made a face, but that's all I did. 

    “If you want, I can take control,” Sage offered. 

    Part of me wanted to say yes and let her take the reins, but I knew I needed to learn this stuff for my future.  That's why I said, “I can do it.  I mean, I'll try.  If I get it wrong, maybe then you can take over.” 

    “Agreed,” Sage replied.  Glancing between her legs, she said, “If I could make a suggestion, I would say maybe to wrap your hand around the shaft of the dildo, just below the tip, and then give a good push to feed it into my pussy.” 

    I did as she suggested, and I guess it worked because she sent her head back on the pillow and moaned deeply.  “Oh, wow!  That is some girth!” 

    “Am I hurting you?” I squealed. 

    “No, no.”  She shook her head.  “No, no.  Keep going.  Push it in.” 

    Now that the thick tip was already in her, it seemed easier to insert more of the dildo.  Wild, to think we were connected by it: one end inside of me, the other end inside of her.   

    I fed the thick end of the dildo into Sage's pussy until she told me that was enough.  It still seemed huge, to me.  When I looked at her pussy, it was so wide open.  The pinky-beige dildo took up all that room inside.   

    “What does it feel like?” I asked Sage. 

    “Full!” she replied.  “Very full!” 

    So it wasn't just me thinking that thing was huge.  It really was huge, even for Sage. 

    As I gazed at her large breasts, I asked, “What do we do now?” 

    She said, “I'm curious to find out if you can kiss me without the dildo popping out of you.” 

    I was curious to find that out, too, so I spread my body out on hers.  When I felt the warm pillows of her breasts supporting my chest, I thought I was going to melt right into her.  But when my lips were only inches away from hers, the dildo sprang from my pussy and I growled with irritation. 

    “It came out?” she asked. 

    Part of me wanted to lie and say it didn't so I'd be able to stay there, kissing her and feeling her big breasts against mine.  But honesty got the better of me, as usual, and I admitted the truth.   

    Begrudgingly, I crawled off Sage's beautiful body and fitted the dildo back in my pussy.  Once it was inside me, I realized I'd inserted that realistic-looking sex toy all on my own.  I did it, and I didn't need help.  I felt extraordinarily proud of myself for that, and I said so to Sage.  She smiled and congratulated me and asked if I'd like to masturbate while she watched. 

    My body flushed as I stammered, “Sure.  If you want me to.” 

    “I'll do the same,” she said, setting one hand on my hip.  “We can do it together, if that takes some of the pressure off.” 

    “Okay,” I said, eagerly.  Just the idea of it made my pussy clamp down on the dildo.  I was sort of embarrassed about the idea of touching myself while Sage watched, but if she was doing it too, then she might not be paying total attention to me. 

    It was so strange, feeling embarrassed and feeling proud, both at the same time.  I wanted Sage to look at me.  I wanted her to find me pretty and arousing.  Not just that, but I like my body.  Why should I feel ashamed in the least?  It makes absolutely no sense. 

    Even so, I closed my eyes before sending my fingers to my clit.   

    It felt so different, touching myself with something inside me.  I'd never tried that before.  I could really feel that fake cock.  My pussy kept clamping down, and it seemed surprised every time to find something in there. 

    How did Sage feel?  Her end of the dildo was so much bigger than the end inside me.  She must have felt stuffed! 

    I didn't mean to open my eyes, but I guess I was curious to see what Sage was up to. 

    The first thing I noticed was her fingers on her clit.  She stroked herself in circles while I rubbed myself up and down.  My fingers weren't used to banging into something, but on every downward stroke, they crashed into the dildo.  Sage's didn't do that, since she was only moving round and round.   

    My gaze moved up her body, taking in the gorgeous sight of her writhing belly and then the even more exciting sight of her mammoth breaths.  I loved how they jiggled.  They looked spectacular.  I had trouble glancing away.  When I finally did, our eyes met and she smiled sweetly. 

    “Having fun?” she asked. 

    I nodded unreservedly. 

    “Sure looks like it,” she went on. 

    I wondered what I was doing, exactly, that gave her that impression.  Was I smiling?  Was I sweating?  Yes, both of those things.  I was also bouncing on the dildo, I realized, which made me afraid it might pop out again.  That's why I moved one foot behind it, so I could hold it in place. 

    “Are you fucking it?” Sage asked. 

    My breath caught in my lungs, and I nodded quickly.  I felt embarrassed that she could tell.  I guess I was bouncing even harder than I thought.  

    “I wish I could do that, too,” she said. 

    Maybe if I laid back between her legs?  Maybe then she could thrust in my direction and I could thrust in hers, and it would be like we were fucking each other. 

    So I did it: I collapsed backwards so my thighs crossed over Sage's and we could both play with out clits and push our pussies at our shared sex toy. 

    The big downside to this position was that I couldn't see Sage very well, except when I arched my head off the mattress.  Then I could see her breasts especially well.  As I watched them bounce and sway, I felt a rocking sensation, like I was on a boat or something.  Then came the swirling in my belly.   

    Sage reached between us to hold the double dildo steady.  She gripped it hard so we could bang it harder.  When I saw how she was going at it, I really let loose.  It's like her body gave mine permission to thrust harder, and I did.  I rubbed my clit and fucked the dildo and watched her boobs sway and brought myself to orgasm. 

    “You're so lucky,” Sage growled.  “You come so fast.” 

    I didn't realize that was fast. 

    “Is there anything I can do?” I asked her.  I was breathless because I'd just come. 

    “Yes!” she cried.  “Grab my tits!” 

    Sitting up was a bit of a challenge, in part because I felt heavy with orgasm, but also because moving around with a double dildo inside you is a bit difficult.   

    When I sat up, I felt a renewed sense of fullness in my pussy.   

    Again, I held the dildo in place with my foot.  This time, I let myself fall on top of Sage, landing with both hands on her breasts.  Right away, I found that my body was fucking the dildo.  I hadn't intended that, but when I moved, my clit met Sage's knuckles and it felt really good. 

    I wedged my other foot behind the dildo, to be extra sure it wouldn't pop out. 

    Sage's breasts were far more than a handful.  I pushed them together, then plunged my face between them.  Her skin felt amazing against my cheeks: warm and smooth and nurturing.  I didn't mean to suck her tits, but once I started I didn't want to stop.  Sage seemed to like what I was doing, which encouraged me to continue instead of bashfully backing off.   

    As I fucked the double dildo and rubbed my clit against her knuckles and sucked her tits and absorbed her body's warmth, Sage started making sounds I knew must be her orgasm.  She came hard, from what I could tell.  Her body spasmed and bounced on the bed, making it tough for me to cling to her breast.  Somehow, I kept my mouth locked on her tit throughout her climax, and only detached when she rolled me to one side and said, “That was great, little Maggie.” 

    “It was?” I asked, hoping against hope she wasn't just saying that to make me feel good. 

    Her response was, “I can't wait to write about it.” 

    My stomach clenched when I imagined her followers reading about everything we'd done.  It was pretty titillating.  But then I got tired, and I think I fell asleep for a while.  I think we both did. 

    After we woke up, we ate more Thai food together.  We didn't put any clothes on first.  We ate it naked in the kitchen.  Even that was super exciting. 

    That's when Sage told me where Patience had gone.  I promised I wouldn't let the rest of the family know I was in on this particular secret, but I don't know how long I'll last.  I've always been honest to a fault.   

    I can't be trusted with anyone's secrets—not even my own. 

      

   





   

    Chapter 17 

      

    It was strange, having a few days in class without Patience.  Even though we hadn't known each other for ages, it didn't take me long to get used to being practically joined at the hip with her.  When she was away, I didn't know who to talk to, or eat lunch with, or study beside.  So I did it all on my own.  And I guess that was okay.  But when she got back from her trip, I was happy to see her. 

    I was standing outside the lecture hall, waiting for the class before ours to be set free so that we early birds could take our seats, when I saw Patience enter the building.  Her eyes lit up when she noticed me.  She raced in my direction with both hands above her head, squealing like we hadn't seen each other in decades.  

    “Sage said you came over looking for me,” Patience said as she wrapped her arms around my neck for an awkward hug.  “I'm sorry I didn't tell you I was going away.  We'll talk about it after class, okay?” 

    “Yeah, sure,” I said.  But, since Sage had already told me why the family had gone away, I added, “You don't have to tell me everything.  Really.  It's fine.  We're allowed to keep a few secrets to ourselves.” 

    Patience stiffened.  “I hope you don't have any secrets from me.” 

    Secrets?  Like the fact that I'd slept with both her mother and her sister?  Stuff like that? 

    “What did Sage say about me, by the way?” I asked, trying to act casual.  “Just out of curiosity, I mean.” 

    Patience took a step back and gave me a look that made me anxious.  “Sage didn't say anything about you—just that you stopped by the house and she told you I was away with my parents.”  Her expression went all gooey again when she said, “It was really sweet of you to come looking for me when I didn't show up for class.” 

    I didn't want to make a big deal of it, so I said, “It was a surprise not seeing you, that's all.” 

    Putting on a stupid pouty face, she said, “I know.  I should have told you I wouldn't be at school.  I'm really sorry.” 

    Just then, the double doors into the lecture hall swung open and students spilled out of the space.  I changed the subject by telling her what she'd missed in Molecular and Cell Biology, and that's what we talked about until class started. 

    After lecture, Patience asked if I wanted to bail on Environmental Biology and take the streetcar to her place instead.  Her parents were going to an outlet mall two hours away, so we would have the house to ourselves if we went during the day. 

    I told her I didn't want to miss Environmental Biology, and she shouldn't want to either, after missing so many classes the week before.   

    She grumbled, “If you knew where I went you wouldn't think so.” 

    Actually, I did know where she went and I still thought so.  But whatever. 

    Perking up, Patience added, “Anyway, the profs post all our notes online, so what's the point of going to lectures anyway?” 

    “To ask questions,” I replied.  “To participate in class discussions.” 

    Patience clicked her teeth and said, “Oh, you're the only one who cares about that sort of thing.” 

    That wasn't true.  Other students asked questions in class.  It wasn't just me. 

    But a burst of guilt overtook me as a vision splashed across my mind of that impressive double dildo connecting me to her sister, of its sheer girth as it spread Sage's pussy wide open.  That's why I said, dejectedly, “Okay.  Let's go to your place.” 

    The streetcar was pretty empty, since it was the middle of the day, but we still sat near the back, away from the handful of other people on board.  We'd barely gone a block when Patience told me, “We were on our annual pilgrimage.  That's why I wasn't in class those days.” 

    “Pilgrimage?” I asked, as if Sage hadn't told me all about it already.  “What, like a church thing, you mean?” 

    She laughed, but her laugh wasn't sweet like Sage's—it was more sarcastic and demeaning.  “No, not a church thing.  You know I'm not religious.” 

    How would I know that?  Anyway... 

    “No, it's something we've been doing every year since as far back as I can remember: we visit the place where my biological mother died.” 

    “Oh,” I said, trying to gauge how shocked I should be acting based on how eagerly she was looking at me—kind of a feedback loop, I guess you'd say. 

    “Yeah,” Patience continued.  “I'm adopted.  And, since my biological mother was a friend of the family, sort of, my parents offered to take me in.  They were already raising Sage and they were so happy to have another daughter to round out the family.” 

    “That's nice.” 

    Nodding, Patience went on, “Every year, we go out west to stay in this really cute town by the ocean because that's where my biological mother was killed.  We go every year to commemorate her life and her death.” 

    “I'm so sorry for your loss,” I said—I had that sentiment prepared, because I knew what was coming.  “But it's nice that your parents are so open about where you came from.” 

    “Yeah, I know.  They weren't that way with Sage, and when Sage found out she was adopted, it was a big deal.  She didn't take it well.  So my parents decided to go a different route with me.  They always let me know my mother was dead and I had no other family.  And you know what else?  My biological mother wanted a baby so badly she got artificially inseminated!  I think that's why I never feel the way Sage feels—unwanted, or whatever: my biological mother wanted me so much she had to use science to invent me.  I was wanted way more than most other kids are wanted.” 

    I nodded, because I didn't know how else to react.   

    We were quiet for a moment, and then I asked Patience if she would mind if I read for the rest of the streetcar ride, since we were missing a class and we'd have a lot of catching up to do.  She didn't seem pleased with my question, but she said it was fine.  I could do whatever I wanted.  

      

   





   

    Chapter 18 

      

    When we arrived at Patience's house, no one was home.  The place felt very quiet—almost eerily so.  I'd had sex there so many times that I associated the house with tension and excitement.  Now it just felt flat. 

    Patience led me down the basement stairs to her bedroom.  Strangely enough, we'd never had sex there.   

    I thought about being upstairs with Sage.  I thought about that huge dildo we'd put in her pussy, with the other end connected to me.   

    What could Patience possibly do to compete? 

    She took off her clothes and threw them on the chair by her desk.  I looked at her naked body, but it didn't inspire passion in me.  That's when I called to mind Sage's body.  It wasn't so different from Patience's.  Both were big and buxom with wide hips and large tits.  So maybe it was the person inside the body I was attracted to—or not. 

    With Vonda... well, her body was beyond compare, but she was also vibrant and experienced.  Sage was knowledgeable and up-beat.  Maybe those were two qualities that attracted me more than body type: I liked a woman who could teach me something new, and who had a positive, encouraging attitude.   

    Patience was less experienced than I was.  What could she teach me? 

    And her attitude wasn't exactly inspiring. 

    She wasn't the girl for me.  How could I possibly tell her so?  I couldn't!  And it's not like I could ghost her.  We're in the same program.  We're bound to see each other all the time, unless I drop out of school.  And I'm not dropping out of school. 

    Just as I realized I might be stuck in a quasi-relationship with Patience for the next four years, she asked me, “Whatcha thinkin'?” 

    “Huh?”  My face felt like it was on fire.  “Oh.  I don't know.” 

    “Can't think straight when there's a naked lady in the room—is that it?” 

    “Yeah,” I replied, forcing a chuckle. 

    “You know,” she said.  “I still haven't seen you naked.” 

    “Oh.”  Well, that gave me something to do, at least.  I stripped out of my pants first and then took off my top, folding my clothes neatly and placing them on the dresser.  

    After I'd taken off my bra and panties, Patience said, “You've got a nice body!  Why are you always hiding it from me?” 

    “I don't know,” I said with a shrug. 

    There was silence for a moment as I looked at myself in the mirror, then Patience said, “You're nice and thin without being too skinny.  I love your body.” 

    “Thanks,” I said. 

    I realized, after a long moment, that Patience was waiting for me to compliment her body too, but I couldn't think of anything nice to say and, anyway, I'd taken too long.  It was better to just leave it. 

    Patience took me by surprise, wrapping her arms around me from behind and taking me in a big bear hug.  Her breasts and belly felt really good against my back.  The tightness of her hold squeezed the breath from my lungs.   

    She lifted me off my feet and, laughing, carried me over to her bed.  She tossed me down on the mattress like some sort of caveman.  I wasn't sure what to say.  What was she planning? 

    When I landed face-up on the bed, Patience heaved herself on top of me and kissed me sloppily.  Her kisses moved down my chest, pausing only slightly at my breast.  She kissed my nipples, but just when it was starting to feel good, she made her way down my stomach.  When she got down between my knees, she lifted my legs over her shoulders and started eating me out.   

    It was too much too soon.  Instead of feeling sensual, her kisses to my pussy were rough and jarring.  Luckily, that didn't last long.  I felt like she had a mental checklist and she was just trying to get through every item as quickly as she could.   

    Next on the list was scissoring, apparently.   

    Patience slid one of her legs under one of mine.  Her thick thigh propped mine up high, and I had to adjust quickly as she placed her other thigh on my other one.  This pose, with us both on our backs, reminded me of masturbating with Sage, when we each had one end of that monster double dildo in our pussies. 

    That was incredible. 

    This?  Not so much. 

    Patience's pussy was no longer bare.  Her pubes were growing back, which meant they were prickly when they touched the tender flesh of my little lips.   

    I didn't know what we were supposed to do, and I don't think Patience did, either.  She pushed her pussy at mine, but it didn't feel good—and if she banged me too hard, it really hurt. 

    “Okay, okay,” I said, like I was conceding to something.  “Wait a sec, Pay.  Let me grab something.” 

    “Pay?” she replied, without releasing her legs' hold on mine.  “That's what my sister calls me.” 

    I rolled as far as I could and reached over the side of the bed.  Luckily, my backpack was close enough that I could unzip the outside pocket and then the inside pouch and grab what I was after: the bright pink vibrator Sage had given me. 

    When I pulled it out to show Patience, she gasped.  “Where did you get that?” 

    I could feel that my face was red, but I hoped she'd think that was from bending over the side of the bed.  “I bought it online,” I said quickly.  “We should try it together.  I had a really good orgasm when I tried it alone.” 

    She asked a bunch more questions, like which online store I bought it from and how much it was and what packaging did it arrive in, but I ignored her completely.  Instead of speaking, I turned on the vibe. 

    The buzzing noise brought Patience into the moment, and she stared at the hard plastic sex toy in my hand.  We were still connected at the legs, locked in scissor position, meaning our pussies were really close together.  I knew I could satisfy us both at once.  All it would take is a little precision stroking. 

    “What did you name it?” Patience asked. 

    “Name it?” I laughed.  “Is that a thing?” 

    “I... think so,” Patience replied.   

    “Well, it doesn't have a name,” I told her. 

    “It should,” she said.  “We should call it... Lippy.  Because it looks like a lipstick.” 

    “Sure,” I said, mildly amused by the suggestion.  “Lippy it is.” 

    I only had Lippy on the lowest setting when I pressed it between my pussy and Patience's.  Even so, we both arched and gasped when it buzzed our clits. 

    “Oh my god!” Patience cried.  “I've never felt anything like it!” 

    “Good?” I asked. 

    “Good!” she answered, cupping both her breasts and pressing them together. 

    Holding Lippy in place with one hand, I started stroking my clit against the hard pink plastic.  Patience was doing the same, and our pussy lips both started wrapping around the shaft until we fully enveloped the thing, at least from my perspective.   

    It looked incredible, the way our flesh consumed the vibe, but I also liked how our mounds touched together.  Those short little pubic hairs of hers didn't feel so prickly anymore.  Now, they tickled me sweetly as I brushed my pussy against hers, and against the vibe.  

    Patience hugged her tits hard, lifting them toward her lips and then licking her nipples with a soft caress.  Why hadn't she tongued my tits like that?  She'd been so rough with me, but the way she treated her own nipples was sensual as silk.  It was amazing to watch.   

    I stroked harder against Lippy, but that wasn't going to cut it.   

    “Do you mind if I turn up the vibration?” I asked Patience. 

    With a gasp, she said, “Do it!” 

      

   





   

    Chapter 19 

      

    I increased the vibration between us, only slightly, but that was enough to get Patience moaning with pleasure.  She hugged her breasts and licked her nipples and writhed on the bed, bringing me with her, since our legs were locked together. 

    For me, the buzzing didn't have quite the same impact as the first time.  I had to remind myself this was new to Patience.  She'd never played with a vibrator before. 

    Maybe this is how Sage had felt as she watched me use that same vibe for the first time.  It had been pretty instantly orgasmic, but I guess there was also the added benefit of being watched by Sage, and being recorded by her computer.   

    Patience wasn't watching me.  She was fully involved with her breasts, which was good to watch, but I felt oddly distanced from her, when you consider how close we actually were. 

    I focused on the sensation of that slick plastic buzzing against my clit, and the feel of Patience's warm, wet pussy lips against my own.  Her thighs were soft and thick.  I set one hand on top of her leg.  Her skin was the perfect temperature, heating my hand from beneath.   

    All at once, every sensation started to feel better than it had before. 

    I increased the vibrations, and Patience certainly felt the change.  She shrieked, hugged her breasts harder and rubbing her pussy wildly against mine.  I had to hold on tight to the vibrator, gripping the base with my fist.  In making that change, I ended up turning it to full power, which shocked my system and hers.  We both leapt off the mattress, mashing our pussies into each other and the vibe.   

    Patience gripped her nipples with her entire hands, squeezing them between her fingers and the meat of her palms.  She let out a cry that was like nothing I'd ever heard from her.   

    I felt irritated and jealous that my vibrator made her come so hard, but I didn't get there too.  I wanted her to give me an orgasm, but I didn't know how to ask, so I just sat up in bed, watching her pant and moan and make a spectacle of every shadow orgasm that passed through her body. 

    I wanted to kick something.  I felt so angry that, even after all the sex I'd had, I was still so bad at it.  Shouldn't I be better by now?  Shouldn't I get to come if I want to? 

    But the fact of the matter remained that I just wasn't that into sex with Patience.  I thought maybe attraction might bloom if we kept sleeping together, but it wasn't happening.  I could get her off, but I wasn't even really interested in having her return any favours.   

    Sliding out of bed, I found my clothes and started putting them on.  When Patience noticed, she asked, “Why are you getting dressed already?” 

    “Why shouldn't I?” I shot back. 

    She looked at me with this shocked sort of look on her face, but the shocked look quickly contorted into an angry one.  “What's your problem, Maggie?” 

    “What's yours?” I spat.   

    So stupid.  What did that even mean? 

    Patience tried to sit up in bed, but she was so weak with orgasm that she flopped down at the other end, with her head on the pillows.  She landed on the vibrator, which she pulled out from beneath herself and stared at intently. 

    I was fully dressed by the time she asked, “Where did you really get this thing?” 

    Swiping the vibe out of her grip, I said, “I told you where I got it: I bought it online.  Why are you giving me such a hard time?” 

    “Why are you leaving already?” she asked as I crammed the bright pink vibe in my backpack.  “And why did you bring that to school?” 

    “I'm not going to leave it at home for my parents to find,” I replied, answering the easy question first so Patience would hopefully forget about the first one.   

    I picked up my bag and tossed it over my shoulder, all set to leave.  That's when Patience said something that stopped me in my tracks: “Did you talk to Sage when I was away?” 

    My throat went instantly dry, and I stammered, “Did I talk to Sage?  Who, your sister Sage?  Did I talk to your sister Sage?  Yes, I talked to her.  She told me you weren't home.” 

    “Is that all she told you?” Patience asked. 

    I knew that was a loaded question, but loaded in what way? 

    “Did she tell you what she does for a living?” Patience went on.  “Because Sage reviews sex toys as part of her business, and I know she always has extras to give away.” 

    Patience must have known the truth from the way I looked at her.  No matter how hard I try, I just can't hide what I'm thinking, especially when I feel guilty about something. 

    “Did you get that vibrator from Sage?” Patience asked.  “Tell me the truth.” 

    “No!” I hollered—too loudly, in fact.  I sounded like I was lying, because I was. 

    “I don't believe you,” Patience said.  “You're hiding something.  I can tell.  There's something you're keeping from me, and I want to know what it is!” 

    “Why do you need to know everything I do?” I shouted.  “You don't own me, Patience!  I can sleep with whoever I want.  You're not even my girlfriend!” 

    Her expression dropped in an instant.  It went from being all pinched up tight and mean to being totally blank.   

    Patience grabbed a robe that was draped over the end of the bed and shoved her hands violently into the arm holes.  “Fine!  I never asked you to be my girlfriend anyway.” 

    Swinging her bedroom door wide open, I said, “Good!  Because I wouldn't be your girlfriend even if you asked me to.  You're bad in bed and you're a boring, boring person.  I barely even want to be your friend!”  

    “I don't want to be your friend,” she replied as she followed me out. 

    As I trudged up the basement stairs, I said, “Good.  Then we're not friends anymore.  Don't talk to me in class and I won't talk to you.” 

    “I won't even look at you!” she replied. 

    “I won't look at you either!” 

    As my fingers touched the handle of the door at the top of the stairs, Patience cried, “Wait!” 

    God help me, I turned around.  I shouldn't have turned, but I did. 

    That's when she asked me, in a quietly girlish voice, “Did you sleep with Sage?” 

    I didn't answer that question, but I'm sure she could read my face like a book.   

    “Oh,” she said.   

    I opened the door and stepped out into the hall, and was mortified to find Vonda and Dick taking off their coats and shoes.  Their bags from the outlet mall were spread across the floor near the front entrance.  I hadn't heard them arrive home. 

    “Hello, little Maggie!” Vonda said cheerily. 

    They obviously hadn't heard the fight I'd just had with Patience, or else they were pretending they hadn't so I wouldn't be embarrassed.   

    “Hi,” I said.  “Hello.  I was just leaving.” 

    “That's too bad,” Dick said in a friendly manner.  “I'm sure Von would love to show off the outfits she just bought.” 

    “Maybe some other time,” I replied.   

    They were in my way.  I couldn't get to my shoes or my coat until they moved out of the front entrance. 

    All at once, Patience was at my back like a bull in a china shop.  “Mom!  You're home!” she cried.  “I can't handle the secrets people keep in this family.  Is it too much to ask my own relatives not to sleep with my—” 

    She was obviously going to say girlfriend, but she cut herself off just in time. 

    Her father stepped out of the front vestibule and into the hallway.  I took his place, scrambling to locate my footwear.   

    To Patience, Dick said, “Now, don't be too hard on your mother, honey.  I can understand why you might feel hurt, but we're all adults, here.  We can get through this.  Anyway, your mother never hid her relationship with Maggie from me, so it wasn't exactly a secret.  She wasn't cheating, at least.” 

    Patience's face went blank again.   

    My stomach knotted. 

    Turning in my direction, Patience said, “You had sex with... my mother?” 

    I couldn't believe what was happening.  If only I were dreaming. 

    I didn't think I'd get out of that house alive. 

    Taking a step toward her daughter, Vonda said, “Patience, honey, I want you to know how sorry I am that my actions have hurt you.” 

    “Hurt me?” Patience spat.  “They haven't hurt me.  It's not like Maggie is my girlfriend or anything.  She made that very clear.  She can have sex with whoever she wants: my mother, my sister, even my father!  Why not?” 

    Vonda whipped around quickly, her eyes blazing as she shot daggers at her husband.  “Dick!” she said.  “You didn't tell me about this.” 

    “About what?” he asked, almost as if he hadn't been listening. 

    “I didn't sleep with your husband,” I piped up, gently reaching for Vonda's arm, but changing my mind before actually touching it. 

    At pretty much the same time, Patience said, “I didn't mean that Maggie actually slept with Dad.  I'm just saying she could if she wanted to, because she's not my girlfriend.” 

    “Oh.”  Bringing her hand to her heart, Vonda said, “That's a relief.” 

    I had my shoes on.  I had my coat on.  I was ready to leave. 

    And then Patience had to blow my escape by telling her parents, “Maggie did sleep with Sage, though.” 

    I could only see Vonda's face from the side, but the expression of shock was unmistakeable. When she turned in my direction, I felt like everything was happening in slow motion.  In my periphery, I could see that Dick was staring at me, too.  So was Patience.  I was the centre of attention, and that's the last thing I wanted to be. 

    “Maggie,” Vonda said, in a voice so calm and flat it made me shiver.  “Is this true, dear?  Did you really have sex with Sage?” 

    “While we were away,” Patience added.  “That's when it happened.  She probably did it just to hurt me.” 

    “No I didn't!” I cried out.  “I never wanted to hurt anyone.  That's why I didn't tell you, Patience—about Sage or about your mom.  I was just trying to... I don't know... learn about all this stuff, about sex and... I don't know!  I wasn't trying to hurt anybody, I swear!” 

    It was clear, from the looks on their faces, that I'd hurt everyone in the room.  Vonda and Patience looked especially disappointed, and I imagine Dick felt wounded on his wife's and daughter's behalves.  

    I couldn't stand being there.  Not for even one more second. 

    With my backpack weighing heavy on my shoulders, I stormed out of their house and I didn't look back.  Tears were falling down my face by the time I reached the streetcar stop.   

    I knew it wasn't the end of the world—not in an literally way—but, my god, it sure felt like it. 

      

   





   

    Chapter 20 

      

    For weeks on end, I avoided Patience and she avoided me.  Sure, we attended the same classes, just like before, but we didn't sit together or meet up afterward to eat or study or anything else.  I tried to pretend she didn't exist, but that never really worked. 

    Sometimes, during a lecture, I'd glance over my shoulder to see if she was sitting where I figured she'd be sitting, and I'd notice her looking right at me.  Every so often our eyes would meet and we'd instinctively look away.  I kept telling myself not to look.  I don't know why I always did. 

    Nearly a month had gone by when Patience approached me after Environmental Biology to say, “My mom wants me to invite you over for dinner.” 

    “Oh,” I replied.  I couldn't believe she was speaking to me.  “Do you want me coming over?” 

    She stared at the ceiling as she said, “I don't care.  Do whatever.” 

    “Yeah, but I don't want to make you uncomfortable in your own home.  That wouldn't be fair to you.” 

    “Since when do you care what's fair to me?” she shot back. 

    Ouch.   

    Patience huffed.  “So, are you coming or not?” 

    “I don't know.  I guess so.  When?” 

    When she gave me the date and time, I immediately said yes even though I don't think I wanted to go at all.  Why did Vonda want me over in the first place?  After everything I'd done to hurt her family, she must be planning to get back at me somehow.   

    No, Vonda wasn't that type.   

    So maybe she wanted to have a big conversation about the whole thing, to heal the rift.  Maybe she wanted to pick things up where we left off.  I had no way of knowing. 

    There's only one thing I knew for sure: Patience was pissed. 

    I was nervous the whole way to dinner, but the moment Vonda opened the door and I stepped into their house, I felt as though I were walking into the past, going back in time to when sex was brand new and nobody hated me. 

    As soon as my coat was off, Vonda took me in her arms and hugged me to her breast.  She had on an apron, and under that a nice dress.  I wasn't anywhere near dressed up.  I hadn't realized dinner would be fancy. 

    “Sorry,” I said to Vonda.  “I should have worn nicer clothes.” 

    Vonda gazed at me sweetly.  “Oh, little Maggie, you look lovely just as you are!  Now, come inside.  There's someone I want you to meet.” 

    “Meet?” I asked.  My heart hammered in my chest as I kicked off my boots.  I didn't realize there would be other people at this dinner.  I thought it would just be me, Patience, Vonda, and Dick. 

    When Vonda led me into the kitchen, the first person I noticed was Sage.  I had no idea she'd be there.  Just seeing her again made me hot all over.  Actually, I kind of felt naked.  I felt like her parents could see what we'd done in bed, with that double dildo connecting our bodies.   

    Sage was sitting at the kitchen table, chatting with her dad and someone else, someone with her back to me.  It couldn't be Patience, unless Patience had dyed her hair black, lost a bunch of weight, and got a ton of tattoos. 

    “Dahlia?” Vonda said.  “I'd like to introduce you to someone.”   

    The woman with the dyed black hair and the tattoos down her arm turned to see me.  She had pale skin and fine features, with a few fading freckles dotting the ridge of her nose.  Her lips were dark with blood-red lipstick and she had crisp cat-eye liner with intense eye makeup.  Even though she wasn't anywhere near as young as me and Patience, she could pull off a youthful look like that. 

    In fact, she was probably one of the most beautiful women I'd ever seen. 

    “Dahlia, this is Maggie,” Vonda went on.  “Maggie's in the same program as Patience at the university.  Maggie, this is our good friend Dahlia.” 

    Dahlia rose from her chair, and said, “Another Ecology and Evolutionary Biology major?  I'm glad you could spare the time.  Patience is too busy studying for exams to join us tonight.” 

    “She'll come up for dinner,” Vonda interjected.  “I told her if she's hungry, she'll have to join us.” 

    “Oh, leave her be,” Dahlia said, turning her gaze in my direction.  “The first year of university is a shock to the system—is that what you're finding, too, Maggie?” 

    I nodded effusively.  “I've been studying so much, lately, my parents keep telling me to relax and watch a movie.  They say it's bad for your mental health to only be focused on school and nothing else.” 

    “All the more reason to enjoy dinner with friends!” Vonda cheered from over by the stove. 

    “Exams are freaking me out,” I admitted.  “My midterm marks were so much lower than I ever got in high school.” 

    “That's normal,” Dahlia told me.  “Most students get really shaken up by that dip in marks, to the point where they ask themselves if they even belong in university.  Don't be too hard on yourself.  Just do the best you can, and you'll make it through.  I did.” 

    Dick said to me, “Dahlia went to school for the same sort of thing as you and Patience.  Now she works as a wildlife specialist at a conservation area.” 

    “Oh my god, that's so cool!” I squealed.  As soon as the words were out of my mouth, I felt like a child, but I was genuinely excited to meet someone who had the same sort of job I wanted after I'm done my schooling.   

    Sage was sitting directly across from Dahlia at the table, so I sat next to Sage.  That way I could look into Dahlia's face as she spoke enthusiastically about her work in wildlife conservation.  Dahlia was very pretty to begin with, but when she talked about species preservation her face lit up and her grey eyes twinkled.  She was the most beautiful, most fascinating person I'd ever met in my whole entire life, and she spent most of the night talking directly to me. 

    Patience joined us, briefly, to eat dinner.  The only chair left at the table was the one opposite me, but we managed to avoid looking at each other even for a second.  Once she'd scarfed down her food, she excused herself and left the table swiftly. 

    I know I should feel guilty for sleeping with her mother and her sister, but I never said we were a couple or anything.  Patience shouldn't have assumed we were exclusive.  What we had wasn't even a relationship—at least, not in my mind. 

    But I guess it was, in hers.  Maybe I should feel a bit bad.  And maybe I did. 

    After dinner, Vonda asked how I was getting home and I said I was taking public transit.  She piped up and said, “Dahlia will be driving in your direction.  She lives just north of the city.  I'm sure she can drop you off.” 

    My heart hammered as Dahlia said, “Of course I can.  I'd be delighted.” 

    “Me too,” I replied, feeling like an idiot, because that was such a stupid thing to say.  I added, “You don't have to if you don't want to.  I don't want you going out of your way for me.” 

    “I want to,” she assured me. 

    By that point, Patience was long gone from the table, which made me glad because I wouldn't have wanted her seeing the way Dahlia was looking at me, much less the way I was looking at her.  Patience was clearly the jealous type, and if she was jealous about me sleeping with her mother and her sister, she'd certainly be jealous about what was, perhaps, a budding relationship between me and the woman who had inspired her career choice. 

    When we were in the car, Dahlia told me, “I used to take Patience and Sage on nature walks when they were little.  They both wanted my job, for a while.  Then Sage got older and followed her own path.  I thought for sure Patience would do the same, but here we are: she's in university, now, studying what she needs to know for a career in wildlife conservation.” 

    “So you think you inspired her?” I asked, which was a stupid question because of course that's what Dahlia was implying.  

    She took the bashful route and said, “Who knows?  Maybe Patience is naturally inclined to love the planet.  Maybe it's in her genes.” 

    Dahlia surprised me by asking if I would like to check out the wildlife sanctuary where she works.  “Throughout the fall, we catalogue migrating species.  It's a little late in the season, but there are always stragglers.  Anyway, for Arctic birds, we are the south!  Our winters are balmy if you're used to temperatures on Baffin Island.” 

    I laughed and said, “I'd love to go!  Sounds amazing!” 

    “I'm glad,” she said, smiling. 

    “Maybe after exams, though,” I added.  “Then I won't be so stressed.” 

    “I understand,” Dahlia said, and then cryptically added, “It's easier to dive into a biology text than experience biology firsthand.” 

    Was she talking about wildlife, or was she talking about sex?  Did she want me as bad as I wanted her? 

    “Or maybe we could go before exams,” I said.  “That way you can help me study.  I'm not sure yet.  But I definitely want to go with you.  Definitely, definitely.” 

    As I directed her toward my parents' house, I started to wonder if Dahlia was the friend Vonda had mentioned to me—the one who had “brought her out of her shell.”  I get the sense that yes, Dahlia is that friend, which is a little strange because I would guess that Dahlia is younger than Vonda.  Maybe not by much, but it's hard to say.  I'm not good at guessing people's ages.  Maybe Dahlia seemed younger because of the tattoos and dyed hair, and Vonda seemed older because of the aprons she likes to wear. 

    When Dahlia pulled into my parents' driveway, I felt instantly let down.  Now I had to get out of the car and go into the house and greet my parents, if they weren't already asleep.  The only thing I wanted was to be in Dahlia's besotting presence. 

    I didn't want to go. 

    “I'm really looking forward to seeing your conservation area,” I said. 

    We set a date on the spot.  She said she'd pick me up and drive me out there.  I couldn't wait.  Even though we were still in the car with each other, I couldn't wait to see her again. 

    “Thank you for the drive,” I said, not wanting the evening to end. 

    “You're very welcome.” 

    “Am I really on your way?” I asked. 

    Dahlia nodded and said, “Pretty much.” 

    We were both quiet, and I didn't know what to do.  I felt like I was wasting her time just sitting there and not saying anything, but I really wanted to kiss her and I didn't know if she wanted to kiss me.  If I leaned toward her, it would be obvious what I was about to do.  Even if I looked at her, it would be obvious.  So I stared straight ahead, at the garage door. 

    I couldn't get up the nerve.   

    Finally, I grabbed hold of the door handle and gave it a yank, allowing cool air to flood the car's interior. 

    “Well,” I said, inching toward the open door.  “See you on Sunday, I guess.” 

    “I'm looking forward to it,” she replied. 

    I was about to exit the car when I remembered I'd thrown my bag in the back.  When I leaned between the two front seats to grab it, I guess Dahlia took that as the move I was too bashful to make.  Made sense that she would—my face came really close to her face as I reached for my bag.  Close enough that my lips nearly brushed her cheek. 

    She turned her head until her mouth met mine.  At first, it wasn't even what I'd call a kiss.  Her lips were on my lips, but we were both frozen in place, breathing so raggedly that's all I could hear. 

    The feeling that shot through me, in that moment, was like nothing I'd ever experienced in my life.  Even though I'd had sex with three women, and I'd experienced orgasms from mouths and fingers and sex toys, none of those sensations could compare with the feeling I got when Dahlia pressed her lips to mine. 

    I slanted my head and kissed her.   

    She slanted her head and kissed me. 

    Seconds later, I was in her lap, tucked neatly between her body and the steering wheel.  My legs straddled her thighs, but my ass was in the air.  Wasn't long before Dahlia found it and squeezed.  She growled in my mouth, and that's when I realized my hands had found their way inside her open jacket.  Without realizing what I was doing, I'd run my palms down her chest and pressed her soft tits together.  She obviously liked what I was doing, from the way she reacted. 

    If I'd been smart, I'd have opened my coat before we started kissing.  It felt so bulky and in the way, but I didn't want to take my hands off Dahlia's breasts long enough to unzip it. 

    Why did I have to live with my parents?  I couldn't bring Dahlia inside.  Imagine trying to have sex with this beautiful woman while my mother and father watched TV in their bedroom, which was separated from mine only by a bathroom. 

    This wouldn't be a problem if I lived on campus.  If I had a roommate, I could ask her to vamoose for an hour or so.  If I had my own room, that wouldn't even be an issue.  I'd be able to make love whenever I wanted, with whoever I wanted. 

    And I wanted Dahlia.  More than I'd ever wanted anything else in the world. 

    My pussy throbbed as we made out in the car.  I wished she would slide her hand inside my pants, but I knew that wasn't physically possible in this position.  It was too cramped and awkward.  I wanted to get off, and I knew she could get me off easily, but not in the car.   

    Maybe on Sunday?  Maybe she would take me home with her after we'd visited the conservation area.  Or maybe we'd give the park a miss and go straight to her house. 

    I felt itchy on the inside as I opened Dahlia's door and stumbled out of her car. 

    Laughing, she asked, “Are you okay?” 

    “No,” I whimpered.  “I'm horny as hell and all I want to do is ride your face!” 

    I couldn't believe those words had left my mouth.  It was so unlike me to speak that way, but Dahlia inspired a passion in me the likes of which I'd never known. 

    “Oh,” I said.  “My bag is in the back.” 

    I opened the door and grabbed it, and suddenly Dahlia was out of the car, too.  Before I could head into the house, she wrapped her arms around my body and kissed me like this would be the last kiss of her life.   

    There was a pool of lust in my panties by the time she pulled out of the driveway. 

    Dinner with Vonda and everyone hadn't gone at all the way I'd expected, but I knew already my life was about to change in the best way possible.  

      

   





   

    Chapter 21 

      

    Dahlia picked me up this morning at ten on the dot.  I barely slept a wink last night, because I was so nervous and excited about seeing her again.   

    My parents seemed equally excited, on my behalf, which made me feel a little guilty.  They thought Dahlia was some kindly older woman who'd decided to take me under wing after discovering I wanted to go into her career field.  And maybe that was all true, but there was definitely more to the story. 

    The feelings I got when we kissed in the car the other night were unlike anything I've ever felt.  It wasn't just physical sensations, the way it had been with Patience and Sage and even Vonda.  With Dahlia, the pleasure went beyond my body.  It was like steam, like rain.  Together, our bodies created something new, something intangible but deeply felt. 

    As soon as I got into her car this morning, I felt it all over again.  It lived in the pit of my stomach, making me extremely unbalanced and a tiny bit sick. 

    Work was all we talked about the whole way there.  She talked about her job at the conservation area, and I talked about what I was learning in school.  The fact that she didn't say anything about our amazing kiss made me wonder if it hadn't meant as much to her as it had to me.   

    Or maybe she thought of it as a mistake. 

    Then again, I didn't mention the kiss either, and I definitely didn't think it was a mistake. 

    We really lucked out, where weather was concerned.  The sun was shining, and the day felt quite warm for late fall.  We hiked through the woods, admiring the few trees with leaves still clinging to their branches.  Fallen leaves crinkled underfoot as we breathed in air so fresh it could be bottled and sold as room spray.   

    Dahlia told me all about their conservation efforts at the park, and everything she had to say was so interesting I could have listened to her all day long. 

    As it turns out, we did not spend the whole day talking.   

    When we arrived at a marshy swamp, the whole area was alive with birds and waterfowl.  That was enthralling enough.  Then Dahlia indicated a wooden structure built at the water's edge, like the pond had its own garden shed. 

    “What's that?” I asked. 

    Dahlia told me it was a bird blind, so the staff could observe wildlife without the wildlife observing them.  She walked me over to the shed-like building and unlocked the padlock, then opened the door.  After she'd escorted me in, she hooked the padlock through another hook and secured the door from the inside.   

    There were a few different sleeping bags rolled up against the wall.  Dahlia grabbed the red one and unrolled it on the floor by the low window looking out across the marsh.  There were all sorts of birds bouncing around the reeds.  Dahlia was able to point them out and name them.  Some that looked exactly the same to me were totally different species, and others that looked totally different were actually the same.  Unless you're an expert, it's really hard to tell.   

    Dahlia is obviously an expert. 

    Maybe one day I will be, too. 

    Every time she pointed something out to me, I felt giddy inside.  She was so smart and knowledgeable.  I wanted to be able to hear a certain birdsong and know exactly which species was creating it.  Dahlia was incredible, that way. 

    She was incredible in a lot of ways.  

    As we sat together on her unrolled sleeping bag, I noticed myself inching toward her, little by little.  The closer I came, the better I could smell her skin, her hair, her clothing—all the elements that made up the aroma of her.  I was so excited to be near her that I struggled not to smile too brightly or let out the little yips that were building up in my throat. 

    I didn't mean to, but I blurted, “It's so amazing that you know so much stuff!” 

    What a stupid thing to say.  I sounded like an idiot. 

    Dahlia didn't treat me like an idiot, though.  I saw a gentle smile work its way across her lips before she'd even turned in my direction.  Cocking her head, she said, “It's my job to know what I know.  And it's a pleasure, too.  I'm a bit of a nerd, that way.  I was the world's worst student, but I've always loved learning.” 

    “It' shows,” I said, and then added, “You don't look like a nerd.  You look really, really cool.  I wish I had the guts to get a bunch of tattoos.  I'm just worried I'll live to regret them, especially when I'm old and wrinkly.” 

    “That's funny,” Dahlia replied.  “I never planned on getting old.” 

    “I bet you never will,” I said. 

    Our faces were painfully close.  I knew we were about to kiss.   

    Dahlia tilted her head one way, and I tilted mine the other.  The moment our lips met, it was fireworks all over again.  Everything was so intense, with her.  I felt her lust inside me, in my blood, in my veins.  She was like a drug—not that I've ever done a drug.  She was what I imagined a drug to be. 

    Not only could I feel her tongue whipping around mine and her hand grasping my hip, but I could also feel things that weren't really happening: I could feel her grabbing me between the legs and squeezing my pussy lips together, which she wasn't actually doing.  But I could feel it nonetheless.  I could feel everything I wanted.  I could feel everything we would ever experience together. 

    As we kissed, I got so hot I unzipped my jacket.  I tried to shuffle out of it without interrupting our make-out session, but Dahlia soon pulled away so she could take off her jacket, as well.   

    She said, “I didn't plan for this, I swear!” 

    I did.  That's why I didn't wear as many layers as I normally would for a hike this time of year.  If the weather hadn't cooperated so well, I'd be freezing my butt off. 

    The top I'd worn was pretty basic, but it didn't stay on for long.  I got bold and peeled it off to give Dahlia a look at my black push-up bra.  I popped open the button on my jeans, then slid down the fly, wriggling the denim down my thighs so she could see that I'd worn the matching thong. 

    “Looks like you came prepared,” Dahlia said. 

    Coyly, I asked, “For what?” 

    “For anything?” she proposed. 

    I said, “Sounds great.”  Then I thrust my nearly naked body at hers and kissed her with every ounce of passion she inspired. 

    What was it about Dahlia?  The reaction between us seemed chemical, inspired by pheromones and god only knows what else.   

    Her fuzzy sweater felt amazing against my skin.  I wished I could wrap myself in that fabric.  I wished we could live inside it. 

    As we kissed hard, Dahlia's hand snuck down my naked belly, settling over my pussy only long enough to squeeze my little lips together, mashing my swollen clit between those lusty layers. 

    Nothing had ever felt this good.  Even the orgasms I'd experienced with Vonda and Patience and Sage hadn't been like this.  My head was in the sky, beyond the sun and the moon, lost in the stars. 

    Dahlia slipped her fingers in through the side of my thong, sliding instantly across the slick swell of my mound.  I don't have words to express how wet I was, in that moment.  I felt like a fire hydrant gushing my sweet nectar all over the damn place.  I was so turned on by her I couldn't wrap my head around it. 

    She kissed my neck as she rubbed my clit, and I could not believe how good it all felt.  I undid my bra so she could suck on my tits.  When she did, I came on the spot.  That's really all it took.  When she wrapped her mouth around my nipple, my hips flew into the air.  I found myself on tiptoes, with my knees up higher than my head.  Dahlia kept rubbing my clit and sucking my tit as I screamed and swore, probably scaring the birds away.   

    Hopefully there weren't any people out there.  I didn't want Dahlia getting in trouble. 

    In that moment, as I rode the waves of orgasm after intense, unimaginable orgasm, I really didn't care about anything but my own pleasure.  It was hyperreal, such a force.  And it took hardly any effort on her part—I think?—because the chemical reaction between us was already established.   

    I could probably have an orgasm just looking at her. 

    But what would it take to bring Dahlia to climax? 

    I was about to find out. 

      

   





   

    Chapter 22 

      

    I was still panting with orgasm as I tore off my thong.  I couldn't believe how hot I felt, even though we were only protected from the weather by a wooden shack. 

    Dahlia seemed to feel the same way, because she pushed down her pants, revealing legs that even had a few tattoos on them.  When she took off her top, that was the real show.  I'd already seen the tats on her arms, but the ones on her chest were new to me.  Not that I could concentrate on them at all with Dahlia's exposed breasts waiting to be caressed. 

    I couldn't help myself.  I pounced, throwing my entire body at Dahlia and kissing her hard.  Again, my body was taken over by delicious, feverish joy.  I wanted her to get me off again, but it was now my turn to show her a good time. 

    With a shiver, Dahlia said, “I don't know about you, but I'm getting inside my sleeping bag.” 

    I was a little confused, and I said, “I don't have a sleeping bag.” 

    “Then I guess you'll have to get in mine!” she giggled. 

    She briefly turned away from me before slipping into the sleeping bag, and that's when I noticed all the tattoos on her back.  One, in particular, stood out because it said: Patience is a Virtue.  It caught my eye because it had Patience's name in it.   

    I didn't want to think about Patience while I was having sex with a friend of the family. 

    Luckily, when Dahlia turned to face me, the tattoo was out of sight.   

    Out of sight, out of mind. 

    I scrambled into the sleeping bag with Dahlia.  It was a tight fit, but that just meant our bodies pressed inescapably together.  Her breasts were big and warm.  They felt like two pillows beneath me.  Dahlia wasn't super-skinny or anything, but her breasts still seemed much larger than you would expect on someone of her size.  And I don't think they were fake, either.  Not that I would know a fake breast from a real one, but they seemed beautifully soft and doughy.  To me, that translated as real. 

    What should I do?  I wanted to ask her, but I didn't wish to seem inexperienced.  After having sex with three other women, I should know by now.  It's just that our bodies were trapped together in that sleeping bag, and it was difficult to move. 

    All I could think to do was kiss her, so that's what I did.  My head whirled with delight.  I felt like I was spinning.  I moved my hands down her sides, all the way to her hips.  She must had shoved her panties down to her feet before I got in with her, because she was naked. 

    Sliding to the side, I wedged myself between her body and the sleeping bag's zipper.  I could feel that cool metal down my back, and I liked the sensation.  It was hot stuff, sharing a sleeping bag with another naked woman. 

    Once I was at Dahlia's side, I was able to kiss my way down her chest and lick at her breast.  No matter how much I did it, that peachy-pink nipple never went hard.  Mine were like two little spikes sticking into Dahlia's skin, but hers remained silky smooth no matter how much I tempted them. 

    When I started to suck, she spread her legs and whimpered.  I still wasn't overly confident in my skills with other people's pussies, but I sent my hand between her thighs, where her bush felt considerable in the darkness.  It took me a bit of time to figure out where her lips parted.  When I did, though, I found wetness beyond my wildest dreams. 

    I hadn't been sure what to expect.  I've heard that women dry out as they age, but Dahlia couldn't be all that old.  She was certainly younger than Vonda.  Whatever her age, she was definitely young at heart.  You could tell that by the way she dressed, and the music she played on the car radio, and even the way she talked.  Dahlia was not an old lady. 

    When I stroked her slick pussy lips, she said “Oh!” and then released a sigh.  It had taken me no time at all to have an orgasm.  I wondered how long it would take Dahlia to come. 

    Sucking her tits wasn't easy, since her nipples stayed soft the whole time, but I got into a groove of suck all the boob I could into my mouth, and slowly releasing that lovely flesh while I stroked her pussy.  I used all my fingers to rub her, and I didn't just do it one way.  I rubbed up and down for a while, then side to side, on the diagonal, and in circles.  I listened to Dahlia's breathing, and when I could hear she was getting excited, I stuck with that move a little longer. 

    “Fuck me,” she groaned. 

    With my fingers, I hoped, because that's all I had to work with.   

    No!  I was wrong!  I had my backpack with me.  That meant I had my vibe!  I reached for it and unzipped the pocked without getting out of the sleeping bag. 

    “What's wrong?” Dahlia asked. 

    “Nothing,” I said as I pulled out the bright pink shaft. 

    I was supposed to report back to Sage how the cheap sex toy was holding up.  Well, I'd used it on myself, on her sister, and now on a family friend.  For the price, I'd say the pink vibrator was doing pretty well. 

    “You came prepared!” Dahlia said when she saw what was in my hand.   

    “Not really,” I replied, but she wouldn't have known what I meant by that. 

    She held her pussy lips open for me, which helped as I inserted the vibrator into her hole.  I couldn't see what I was doing, and even if I could see, I'd still have been shaking.  Once the vibe was in place, I pushed it deeper inside Dahlia and turned it on.  I didn't bother with the lower settings.  I sent it straight to full blast. 

    Dahlia trembled and gasped.  When I started to let go of the vibrator, it tried to shoot out of her body.  I pushed it back in, but I found I couldn't hold it there and also stroke her clit.  Trust me, I tried, but everything was awkward.  I couldn't manage. 

    All I could think to do was crawl down her body, find her clit with my tongue, and lick her the best I knew how. 

    “That's amazing!” Dahlia groaned, stroking my hair with one hand as she held my shoulder with the other.   

    I didn't feel like I was doing the best job, but I kept at it.  I licked in quick flicks while the vibrator smacked my chin.  It kept popping out and I kept having to shove it back in, which I guess is what she wanted.  The vibe wasn't huge, but I bet it felt better than my fingers would have.   

    Anyway, my fingers don't vibrate. 

    “Harder!” I heard Dahlia cry. 

    I grabbed the end of the vibe and went at her with it, fucking her in time with my eager licks at her pussy.  I tried to suck her clit, but it was difficult, with the vibe in the way, so I mostly stuck with licking. 

    That seemed to work, because she started thrusting at my face, shrieking and hollering.  I guess she didn't care about scaring the birds away, because she got loud as I licked her clit. 

    And then she got quiet.  All at once.   

    The silence surprised me, so I looked up to see what was going on.  It wasn't easy to see her from inside that sleeping bag, and at first I wasn't even sure what I was seeing.  My eyes couldn't quite make sense of it.  Oh, those were elbows.  Okay.  She was... she was bringing her big breasts up to her face.  She was sucking her own soft nipples. 

    In that moment, everything came together in my mind: the “Patience is a Virtue” tattoo, the big breasts, the tits that don't go hard, the fading freckles across the ridge of her nose. 

    Letting the vibrator pop out of Dahlia's pussy, I cried, “Patience thinks her real mother died, but that's not true, is it?  You're her, aren't you?  You're Patience's mom!” 

   





   

    Epilogue 

      

    I can't believe how much my life has changed since September: I've completed my first term at university, and I love my program.  Even though final exams were really challenging, I feel like I've learned so much.  We'll see how I did, academically, when my marks come in.  I'm excited, but also nervous to find out. 

    The biggest change has been in my personal life. 

    I started my university career as a total virgin, and now I've had sex with four different women.  That honestly blows my mind.  When I write those words, it's like I'm talking about somebody else.  I never imagined my life would turn out like this, not unless I lived in residence. 

    And soon I will! 

    Starting in January, I'll be moving into a dorm room, and it's all thanks to Dahlia. 

    Dahlia was pretty shocked when I figured out she was Patience's biological mother.  Even Patience never put two and two together, and Dahlia has been a close friend of the family all her life.   

    “How did you know?” Dahlia asked me that day in the bird blind at the conservation area. 

    I told her it was a lot of things.  When she pressed for more information, I admitted it was largely her breasts: they were so like Patience's breasts.  Well, Dahlia would have no way of knowing that, unless she'd seen Patience naked, which she hadn't—not since the girls were young and running around the house in the buff, like their nudist parents. 

    “Also that Patience is a Virtue tattoo,” I added.  “And you have freckles.  So does Patience.” 

    Dahlia touched the ridge of her nose and said, “They were more pronounced when I was younger.  At this point they've globbed together into one giant age spot.” 

    I couldn't believe she thought she looked old.  She was probably the coolest person I'd ever met.  I loved her black hair and soft skin and tattoos. 

    “How did your baby end up getting raised by your friends?” I asked.  “Is Dick her real father?” 

    “Oh, no, nothing like that,” Dahlia admitted.  “The father was a one-night-stand, nobody special.  I was sleeping around big-time, back then—especially with men.” 

    I could feel my eyes lighting up and my mouth watering.  I wanted to hear all the details. 

    “At the time, I was still a student working on my Masters.  I may not look it, but I was actually really serious about my education.  In fact, I was so focused on my schooling that it took me way longer than it should have to realize I was pregnant.” 

    “With Patience?” I asked. 

    Dahlia nodded.  “Vonda was a friend.  We met waitressing part-time at the same restaurant.  We were very close.  When I got pregnant with Patience, she and Dick were already hoping to adopt a sibling for Sage.” 

    “So you gave your baby to another couple?” I asked.   

    She nodded cautiously. 

    I didn't know if I should be shocked or see what she'd done as a beautiful gift.  “But why did Vonda and Dick make up that story about Patience's mother being dead?  They go off every year to pay their respects to this imaginary person.  Don't you think that's weird?” 

    “I do think it's weird, but it was also my idea, so I can't be overly critical.” 

    She had to explain that one, saying it's not what she would do today. If she had to do it over, she would prefer honestly over obfuscation.  At the time, though, she was still a student and hadn't yet established her career.  She just wanted Vonda and Dick to put Patience far off the trail of who her biological mother was.  It didn't make a lot of sense to me, but Dahlia admitted it wasn't the best idea. 

    “Do you think you'll ever tell Patience the truth?” I asked. 

    “How can I, after all these years?  When Vonda and Dick told Sage she was adopted, she was so upset with them for keeping it from her, and she was only a child at the time.  We've been lying to Patience for nearly twenty years.  The truth could ruin her relationship with her parents.  I would never do that to Vonda and Dick.” 

    I would never do that to them, either, but I'm guessing Dahlia thought I just might—unless she took action in a big way.  It's funny, because I would never blackmail anyone, especially not Dahlia, but by the end of our date, she was offering to put me up in residence next term.  She'll be paying for my meals and everything. 

    We were walking in the woods on our way back to the car when Dahlia added, “I just don't want Patience finding out who I am.  Maybe some day in the future, but not yet.” 

    “I won't tell her,” I assured Dahlia.  “Trust me.” 

    She stopped walking, but she didn't say anything. 

    That's why I added, “Patience isn't speaking to me, anyway.” 

    And that still seems to be true.  We didn't study for finals together.  We haven't talked at all.  I saw her across the room at most of my exams, but I never noticed her looking at me.   

    Maybe she's moved on. 

    I hope so. 

    Patience and I were never meant to be girlfriends.  I am sure about that.  Now that I've clicked with Dahlia, I know how it feels to truly lust after a woman.  I know how it feels to want someone in my life personally and romantically.  I want to go on dates with Dahlia.  I want sex, but I want kissing, too.  I want talking.  I want dinners.  I want gifts.  I want a full and real relationship. 

    I never wanted that with Patience, and it sucks that she seems to have wanted it with me.  It's not like I have zero empathy.  I can only imagine how I'd feel if Dahlia didn't return my feelings.  I'd feel humiliated and angry and sad.  I'm sure Patience feels all those things, and still we have to see each other at school. 

    Hopefully one day Patience and I will patch things up.  I'd like to be able to study together, maybe even work together when we're done our education.  It's possible that's too much to ask, especially now that she knows I've slept with her adoptive mother and sister.  Heck, I've slept with her biological mother, too, but I'm not about to tell her so. 

    Even though it's nice to have a little break from studying, I honestly can't wait for next term to begin.  My parents are a little bummed about me moving out, but I keep reminding them I'll be back when the term ends.  Unless I decided to take summer courses, and Dahlia's willing to pay my residence fees then, too. 

    My mom and dad are obviously a little leery about some woman I just met paying my dorm expenses, but I told them she wants to mentor me.  My mother asked, gently, if there's more to it, but I denied that there's anything going on between Dahlia and me.  I feel a little icky about that.  I know my parents are open-minded, but the fact that Dahlia is older than me might make them worry what I'm getting myself into.  If I had a daughter and she was getting herself involved with someone older, I'd probably swoop in like a mother hen to protect my young. 

    Does Dahlia feel protective about Patience, I wonder?  Does she think of Patience as her daughter, or as the daughter of a friend?  I wonder if it's possible to ever separate yourself from your offspring.  That's something I'll probably never know.  I can't see myself having kids in this lifetime. 

    Although, if I did magically get pregnant now, as a student, and I had close friends like Vonda and Dick, who were looking to add another child to their little family, maybe I would do precisely what Dahlia did.  I just can't imagine the emotions that go along with that stuff.  Motherhood is beyond me.  Way beyond me. 

    Hard to believe I'll be moving out in a couple weeks.  I keep my bedroom door closed when I pack, because I don't want my mother to cry.  I'm going to miss my parents, but I can't wait to find out what happens when I move into residence.   

    Even though I'm in a kind of relationship with Dahlia now, she has assured me that she doesn't expect me to be monogamous as a university student.  She says it's fine if I want to sleep with other girls, and she strongly encourages me to tell her all the details.  She says it'll be like reliving her student days vicariously through me.   

    I'm devoted to Dahlia, but if the opportunity arises to try new sex stuff with my roommate and other girls on my floor, I'll do it in a heartbeat.  And I'll tell Dahlia everything. I always thought I loved learning more than anything else in the world, but if there's one thing I've realized this fall, it's that I love sex even more! 
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