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				My Boyfriend’s Ex-Girlfriend
			

			
				Let me tell you about meeting Asseka. She is the ex-girlfriend of my boyfriend.
			

			
				Jason and I have been dating about six months. We don’t live together but when he is out of town, which is a lot, I come and watch his house. He has some fish and some plants. Wasn't like I had to take the dogs out everyday or anything. Feed the fish, water the plants. And I would stay for a day or two and then drive back home. Jason lived near Boone North Carolina, just outside of Asheville. He has a gorgeous mountain home, but he is not there very much of the time.
			

			
				His home is not one of those huge pretentious homes that hang off the side of a mountain making sure you notice it, but it is a beautiful cabin in the woods. He works in the film industry and will sometimes stay away a month, month and a half. So I will come and water his plants and just kind of watch the house and chill out.
			

			
				It is while I was up watching his house one time that I met her. He hadn’t said much about her. I knew she was of Japanese ancestry. I knew she must be pretty because I know Jason’s type. I mean I am one. I don’t mean to be vain but I am not bad to look at. I have long light brown hair and a slim body. Asseka has long dark brown hair and a slim body. My breasts are a bit on the small side but I like them. Jason does too. I do have more freckles that Asseka does though.
			

			
				Jason is the art director from a commercial production company. He can do about any type of art. He is an amazing artist. Even the way he has created his house is amazing.
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				My Job
			

			
				My job is kind of flexible. As long as I come in several times a month and do all the things I am supposed to do it is fine.
			

			
				What am I supposed to do? Well it is mostly social media posts. I work for a musician. On paper I work for the record company but mostly I work for a certain musician. I am not really supposed to say who it is because his fans believe he is the ones making all the posts. He does tell me what he wants to say and I say it. Usually. He doesn’t have access to his social media accounts. That is in case he is drinking or something else. We don’t want any embarrassing posts. So when he has something to say he just emails me and I post it. Or edit it. Or veto it. 
			

			
				I can’t tell you how many times he has messaged me in the morning and said, “That post I sent you last night. You didn’t post it did you?”
			

			
				Usually if it is questionable I didn’t post it.
			

			
				He is an older musician and when I started he didn’t have any online sales. Now more than half of his sales are online. He still sells a lot of CDs but his digital downloads are taking off.
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				Noise in My Boyfriend’s Cabin
			

			
				Jason has a four bedroom home and when I stay with him when he is in town, we usually sleep in the master bedroom, but sometimes if it is just me, I don't want that big bed, so I will sleep in one of his other bedrooms. One of them I call the Blue Room because it is done up in blue, had a gorgeous picture window overlooking the mountains, so that's where I usually stay in.
			

			
				One weekend when I was staying there by myself. I thought I heard some noise. More often than not, it's a bear or flying squirrels or raccoons. Bears outside the house, flying squirrels inside the house. Flying squirrels love coming in the house when it is really cold outside. They are very cute but they are nocturnal which means if they are inside the roof, like in the attic they can scurry and run around all night.
			

			
				I've also seen elk a few times right outside his window. And I have seen bears a few times.
			

			
				Once Jason and I saw a baby bear on his deck. We heard a noise and he looked out one of the door that goes out to the deck. He opened it and then shut it immediately.
			

			
				“Oh my god. It’s a bear. Make sure the front door is locked. It went around to the front.”
			

			
				He has a wrap around deck and his doors are basically just a big window. He also has a lot of picture windows.
			

			
				For some reason I opened the front door at the same time the bear made it around the house. I don’t know who scared each other more. I screamed and the baby bear jumped. I slammed the door and locked it. A baby bear isn’t usually a problem by themselves but if there is a baby bear there is usually a mama bear nearby. You don’t want to be between a mama bear and her baby.
			

			
				But this noise sounded like it was inside the house. Then I heard the water turn on. Surely Jason wasn't back in town. He was supposed to be in LA for another two weeks. I looked out the front window and saw a car I didn’t recognize.
			

			
				I picked up a walking cane that he had. He said he just had from when he tore his meniscus a few years back. Now he keeps it more as a weapon than anything else. I am not sure he could fight off a bear with it but he thinks he can. Anyway, I picked up the cane and I went quietly to the door of the master bedroom. I could tell that there was someone in there. The shower was on. The bedroom and bathroom doors were cracked open slightly, so I looked through them and saw a woman. She was gorgeous.  Totally nude, getting ready for the bath. There was no doubt as to who it was. I knew it must be Asseka, Jason’s ex girlfriend. I knew before we got together Asseka would sometimes come up and watch his house when he was gone sometimes. I felt kind of sneaky looking through the open bathroom door at her. Asseka walked around the bathroom totally nude. She was beautiful, as many Japanese women are. Petite frame, small breasts, small butt and a dark black bush. I was going to say something, but before I got up the nerve, she stepped into the shower. I could see her through the shower door as it's just slightly frosted. I watched as she washed her face, her body and legs. I gotta admit she’s a beautiful woman. Watching her washing her body was exciting even though I'm not a lesbian. And I watched her suds up her body. Then she rinsed it off with the removable shower head. She washed off the soap and I saw that she seem to be focusing the spray on her nethers between her legs. Then it was obvious she was using the shower head for more than washing. I could see that she had closed her eyes and was using the shower head at different angles for different sensations. She definitely gave me some ideas of shower time fun. I wondered if she would bring herself to orgasm. Before I even noticed it, my hand was in my pajamas. I'm diddling my sopping wet pussy. She was obviously having a good time, as I could hear her moaning above the sound of the shower. Before she spotted me, I decided to go back into my bedroom. I didn't want to shock her by her seeing me when she was mid orgasm. Especially not spying on her in the shower. I decided it would be better if she found me, rather than me scaring her and barging into the bathroom in the middle of a private moment. So I went back to the blue bed room and laid down. 
			

			
				The memory of her using the shower head for pleasure stuck with me and there wasn’t even a question whether I would rub one off when I got back to bed. It was all I could do to make it back to the bed room before I jammed my fingers inside myself. The image of her pleasuring herself was such a turn on. I just immediately assumed my favorite position. The index finger from my right hand went inside my pussy and the index finger from my left hand rubbed my clit. I gotta admit I have had some pretty intense orgasms over they years when left up to my own devices but remembering Asseka using the shower spray helped send me over the moon very quickly.
			

			
				As I lay in bed in the afterglow I listened to the shower. She was still running the water. Then I found myself thinking a lot of random thoughts about Asseka. Since she was Jason’s ex-girlfriend I knew that they’d had sex. They had dated for quite a few years and she lived in the house for more than two of them. Obviously they’d had sex in the master bedroom. I wondered if they ever had sex in the blue room. The room I had just masturbated in. Being the nasty girl I am I couldn’t help but imagine them in throes of passion. I knew what Jason liked doing when we were together but what did they like doing. Jason had talked about her a bit. I knew they did most of the usual things a couple do. They had gone down on each other and regular sex. I knew they had never had anal sex. Jason felt the need to mention that after one of the times he had come in my back door. He really likes it and I don’t mind. It’s different. I did kind of think of Jason’s dick plunging in and out of her pussy when I was plunging into mine with my finger. Apparently he never entered her back door not even with his finger. I know, it is weird that I think of things like that. I like thinking of sex. I really like thinking of sex. I like watching it. I mean I have never witnessed it first hand but I do like watching porn. I have watched a little bit of lesbian porn but mostly just your basic guy and girl getting it on. I have watched videos of most of the ways that guys and girls get it on.
			

			
				Under the doctrine of openness I will tell you that I have engaged in anal activities. Jason likes it but I did try it before I met him. The first time I was alone. The second time I tried it I was also alone. I try a lot of stuff alone. I watch a lot of videos, just for education you understand. 
			

			
				I had watched a video of a beautiful woman masturbating and she seemed to enjoy sticking her finger in her butt so I tried it. I did enjoy it. I am usually too embarrassed to bring it up to a guy, especially when we first meet but if he mentions it I usually let him know I am up for it. Jason and I had talked about it and that is how I found out that Asseka wasn’t up for it.
			

			
				After watching Asseka adventure with the shower head I wanted to watch some videos of women pleasuring themselves. Maybe even Asian women. In the shower.
			

			
				I didn’t have the time to watch any videos while she was in the shower as I didn’t know how long she would be. I did think I had time to quickly rub one off when I headed to the blue room.
			

			
				I probably broke my record in going from zero to orgasm. The fact that I had just seen a beautiful woman pleasuring herself with the shower head definitely helped. The fact that she was probably still in the shower with the water streaming over her clit made it easy.
			

			
				As I lay in the bed thinking, I realized that she probably hadn’t seen my car since I had put it in the garage. She probably didn’t even know I was in the house. 
			

			
				Now I had to figure out how to let her know I was in the house without scaring her. I had shut the door when I came to finish the job as I didn’t want my introduction to her to be like her introduction to me. I didn’t want her to catch me with my finger in my pie.
			

			
				She had finished her shower and was in the bedroom, probably getting dressed. I threw on a bathrobe and ran into the kitchen and started banging pots and pans so she would know I was in the house. I didn’t think it would surprise her since she knew about me and I knew about her. She probably just didn’t think I was there since she didn’t see my car.
			

			
				After I banged a few pots she came out of the bedroom. She peeked into the kitchen and smiled.
			

			
				“I guess you are Emily? I didn’t realize you were going to be here.”
			

			
				“Oh, hi. You must be Asseka.”
			

			
				“Yes. Good to meet you.”
			

			
				She reached out to shake my hand. I looked at her fingers as I shook it and I couldn’t help but wonder if any of the fingers I was touching had just been inside her snatch as part of her pleasure session. My own snatch tingled with the thought.
			

			
				“Good to meet you too. Jason said you might come up for a few days. I am just up here for a few days. Jason planted a garden so I wanted to water it since it hasn’t rained much. Actually he let me plant the garden here since I don’t even have much of a yard in Greenville. I love putting my hands in the dirt.”
			

			
				“I love to garden too. Maybe we can do some gardening while I am here.”
			

			
				There were a few half emptied bags on the counter. She had put the stuff that needed to go into the refrigerator away but there were a few things still in bags. I watched as she put away the rest of the cans.
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				Breakfast
			

			
				I was getting hungry so I said, “I am making breakfast, do you want some eggs?”
			

			
				“That would be lovely if you don’t mind. Do you need me to help do anything.”
			

			
				“If you wouldn’t mind slicing up some onions that would be great. I was going to make some fried potatoes and onions to go with the eggs. And maybe some turkey bacon.”
			

			
				She knew where everything was stored since she had lived here before.
			

			
				“Sure. Fried potatoes with onions sounds great.”
			

			
				Watching her walk around the kitchen I couldn’t help but wonder if she had ever had sex with Jason in the kitchen. We had tried it once but it was kind of difficult. We had tried it in most of the rooms of his house and even a few times outside on a chaise lounge in the yard.
			

			
				I did look at her petite waist and imagine Jason’s cock moving in and out between her legs. I wondered if she was noisy. I kind of imagined she was, since I heard her moans over the sound of the shower. I wondered if she enjoyed oral sex. Probably so, since I knew Jason liked it. At least he seemed to like going down on me. Yeah, I like thinking of sex. I had never had sex with a woman but now I was getting a little bit intrigued. She was wearing a kimono. I knew she wasn’t wearing a bra underneath but I wondered if she had put on some panties. I didn’t get to see her titties again but I saw enough of her shoulder to know her breasts were unencumbered. As she moved around I tried to see if I could catch a glimpse of her panties of lack thereof. As she reached up for the onions I saw enough to convince me she was at this point going commando.
			

			
				I had put on panties and my bathrobe. I hoped she would not get any more dressed as I was looking forward to having breakfast with such a lovely woman wearing only a kimono. We finished the rest of the breakfast preparation and sat down. I was disappointed that she was sitting across the table so there was no possibility that I would get a flash of what I was pretty sure was an uncovered beaver.
			

			
				It crossed my mind that I had never been unfaithful to Jason since we had been together. Knowing Jason as well as I did, I wondered if his his interest in the two of us together would over power any jealousy he had. He had mentioned an interest in a threesome a few months ago. Not specifically with Asseka but just as a general concept. I had immediately vetoed it but now I was reconsidering it. Asseka was so intriguing.
			

			
				I was hoping for a chance to see a few more of Asseka’s intimate moments “How long are you planning on staying in the mountains?”
			

			
				“I was thinking about five days if you don’t mind.” She tilted her head a bit as she spoke.
			

			
				“No, I don’t mind. I would love to have the company.”
			

			
				“I guess I should finished getting dressed.”
			

			
				“You don’t have to get dressed on my account.” I couldn’t believe I said that. She was my boyfriend’s ex-girlfriend.
			

			
				She just looked at me and smiled. “Sometimes when I was living here I wouldn’t get dressed all day. Sometimes I wouldn’t wear anything at all.”
			

			
				I wasn’t sure if that was a kind of flirting or not. I stopped myself from suggesting we both have a nudist weekend. 
			

			
				“Sometimes I do that. It is freeing. I have even gone out side totally in the buff.” That is as far as I dared push it. At least since we had just met. I was getting ideas I never thought I would have though.
			

			
				“Yeah. I have done that before. With and without Jason. The nearest neighbor is about a mile away.”
			

			
				“I don’t think they even live there anymore. I never see their car in the drive way anymore.”
			

			
				“Well, I want to take a little hike so I think I will get dressed. Do you want to join me. Have you seen the little water fall up that trail. I don’t know if you can see it now. I have seen it in the winter when the leaves are gone.” She pointed up one of the trails.
			

			
				“No, I don’t think I have seen it. Sounds lovely.”
			

			
				“Want to go exploring?”
			

			
				“Sure.”
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				Dressing for the Hike
			

			
				We both went off to get dressed. She went to the master bedroom but I had my suitcase in the blue room. I did have some things in the drawers in the master bedroom but that was mostly winter clothes. As she walked into the master bedroom she didn’t pull the door completely closed. I remembered I had a hiking shirt Jason had given me in his closet. I walked up to the door and looked in. I could see her drop her kimono on the bed. She looked at herself in the mirror and tousled her hair a bit. It was still wet from her shower. She grabbed one of her cute little titties with each hand and rubbed them. My hand went inside my bathrobe and started caressing my own breast. Then she turned around and saw me looking at her through the door with my hand in my bathrobe. She just smiled and walked over to the door naked.
			

			
				“Did you need something in here?”
			

			
				I had to make an excuse for staring so I went to his closet and grabbed the shirt. “Yeah, I wanted to get this.”
			

			
				She was still in the nude. I admired that she seemed to have no embarrassment standing naked in front of me. She just smiled. I don’t know if it was because I was looking at her but her nipples seemed to harden under my stare. I could feel my own nipples react in the same way. I felt passion start building in my loins. She just stood there pointing her little titties at me. 
			

			
				Not to be outdone, I took off my bathrobe and threw it on the bed and put on the hiking shirt. I was still only wearing panties underneath. I probably wouldn’t have gone hiking with no bra but now I was kind of committed. If she was going with no bra or panties then the least I could do was free my titties.
			

			
				I don’t know if it was in response to my lack of a bra or not but she pulled out some very short shorts and put them on without putting on panties. Then she put the a rather tight T shirt. 
			

			
				“I’m ready.” She literally had me speechless. I stood there for a moment just taking in the beauty of her titties through her t shirt. It was then I noticed that her shorts had a lot of holes in them. There were several tufts of pubic hair sticking out on various places. There were also several other holes in the back which allowed glimpses of sections of her butt. I just stood there looking at her for a moment.
			

			
				“Are you going to put on some pants?”
			

			
				“Oh yes. I was just deciding what to wear.”
			

			
				I went into the blue room where I had left my suitcase wondering what I should wear. I did not have anything as sexy as her shorts except a mini skirt but that was just too inappropriate to wear on the trail. I did have some cargo shorts that I had worn hiking before. They were kind of big and baggy but I told myself it wasn’t a competition and that no one other than her would even see me. I remembered how cute and sexy she was in her hot pants and tight T shirt as I looked at how frumpy I was in my baggy hiking shirt and cargo shorts.
			

			
				“Do you want to grab some snacks for the trail? I always get peckish on the mountain?”
			

			
				“Yes. Sounds good.” I wondered where she got the word “peckish?” I had only heard it from a Brit I used to work with a few years back.
			

			
				She had collected a few things in a back pack. When she put it on I noticed that it made her tight T shirt even tighter, accentuating her cute little nipples. 
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				The Hike
			

			
				On the hike, I decided I would try to stay behind her so I wouldn’t get too distracted looking at her breasts. Of course I realized as I hiked up the mountain behind her that there was a distraction in having her walk ahead of me too. Especially with her hot pants about level to my eyes since we were traveling up the side of a mountain. I surprised myself that I was getting that turned on by her. I never was interested in women. I mean I admire a beautiful woman but I was really getting turned on by her, whether I was in front of her looking at her nipples in her T shirt or behind her looking at her butt in her shorts. Little areas of her ass were playing peek a boo.
			

			
				Watching the globes of her ass shift with each step up the trail I daydreamed. I daydreamed of Jason’s dick moving in and out of her puckered little asshole. I just assumed her butt hole was puckered as most of them are. I could see them on the double bed in the master bedroom with her lifting her legs up to her head giving him access to her rear entrance. She was making faces and moaning as he rammed into her.
			

			
				Then I fantasized a little bit about breaking her anal virginity myself with my finger. It would feel good to accomplish something that Jason had not even accomplished. I had to try and stop with my fantasies as I didn’t want it to be too obvious that I was getting turned on. I could feel the spot between my legs getting quite moist.
			

			
				Asseka stopped ahead of me and I kind of bumped into her now sweaty body. 
			

			
				“Oh sorry I stopped so quickly. I need to pee. I will be right back.”
			

			
				With that she darted off the trail. I could kind of see her behind a tree drop her shorts and squat down. I couldn’t really see her relieve herself. She was only partially hidden by the tree and actually all I saw was her butt sticking out from the tree. I could actually see the pee dripping from her butt. I didn’t want her to think I was a pervert watching her take a piss so I turned and looked the other way. Well, I guess I didn’t want her to know I was a pervert. I was shocked that I even thought about watching her. Just knowing she was behind the tree squatting was so hot. I couldn’t help touch myself through my cargo shorts. I kept an eye on her as I pressed on my clit and rubbed my fingers back and forth over my lower lips and swollen clit.
			

			
				I almost don’t want to admit this but while Asseka peed I had a little orgasm. It came so quickly, well I came so quickly I actually surprised myself. I guess all the fantasizing as we were hiking up the mountain aided my passion.
			

			
				She was buttoning her shorts as she walked back to the trail. I forced myself to look anywhere but her shorts. Even her T shirt was like a trap. The rigor of the trail had caused her to break into a sweat. The thin white cotton clung to her breasts, leaving very little to the imagination. I could see her nipples, her belly button, and even a large freckle on the side of her belly.
			

			
				A little further up the trail we stopped for a snack. We hadn’t planned on a full lunch since we would only be gone a few hours and we had just had breakfast.  She had packed some nuts and a bit of granola as well as a two bananas. I won’t even mention watching her eat her banana. I tried to eat the banana in the most non sexual way I could. I wouldn’t have eaten it but we both needed some potassium from the hike. I know she must have picked up on my thoughts but she didn’t mention it. I mean I am her ex boyfriend’s girlfriend. We don’t know each other that well yet.
			

			
				We rested a bit before starting out again. About a half hour later we came across a big rock on the side of the trail.
			

			
				“I think the waterfall is right up there. If you look over there you can see where the creek comes out.” Asseka pointed up the hill to a copse of trees. I could hear a little bit of water rushing from the direction she was pointing. 
			

			
				“I think I can hear something like water rushing. In the winter when all the leaves have fallen off the trees you can see it from here. Want to go see it?”
			

			
				“Sure. I am game for anything.” I was embarrassed how many things I said could have been taken as a come on. She didn’t seem to notice anything.
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				Laying in the Pool
			

			
				We made our way to the brush and lo and behold, was a small pond at the bottom of a little water fall. It was very beautiful. I just looked at it for a moment.
			

			
				“I can’t pass that up.” I looked back at Asseka and she had her hand out, kind of gesturing to the waterfall like she was presenting it to me. I looked back to the waterfall and then back to her. She sat on a rock and started taking off her hiking boots. After removing her shoes and socks she stood up.
			

			
				“You gonna get your feet wet?” My feet were a little hot and sore from the trek up the mountain. I looked back to the pond to see if the rocks at the bottom were smooth or sharp.
			

			
				“Yeah, my feet wet!” Asseka laughed mischievously. When I looked back over to her I saw drop her shorts and take off her T shirt. She just stood there on the rock, totally in the buff for a few seconds smiling at me. I got a great look at her amazing body. Her jet black bush was big and fluffy. Her titties were standing at attention. Her skin was so smooth and tan except where her bikini top and bottoms covered her at the beach. Her bikini lines were not as contrasting as I figured they would be. She must spend at least some time getting sun in the nude.
			

			
				She tilted her head a bit and winked at me then walked into to the little pond and sat on a stone just under the water. The water there was about a foot and a half deep. Most of her body was under water except her head and chest. I could see her nipples get even harder.
			

			
				“Oh my god that is cold. It feels great though.”
			

			
				I was speechless. I am not real competitive but I could not let her be more adventurous than I was. I put all my clothes in a pile and followed her in. The cold water cooled off my passion in my nethers just a bit but it made my nipples as hard as an eraser. I sat down next to her in the cold water. She reached over and flicked my left nipple.
			

			
				“Oooh, look hard the cold water made your nipple.” 
			

			
				She then grabbed both of her titties and lifted them for me to see. See how hard mine are?”
			

			
				I was speechless. I wanted to caress her breasts. I actually wanted to suckle them but before I could do anything she splashed me a few times with the cold water. It was so invigorating.
			

			
				Then she stood up right in front of me. Her bush was about two feet from my face. I had never seen a woman that close. I was almost hypnotized. I snapped out of it and looked up at her face. She was just smiling impishly at me. I think she winked again but I am not sure.
			

			
				“OK. Well I am ready to head back. How about you?”
			

			
				“Uh, yeah. Sure.” I didn’t know what to say. I felt like I wanted to do or say something but I wasn’t sure what. I kind of wanted to kiss her. On the lips. And to be honest I kind of wanted to kiss on her lower lips. I wasn’t sure if she had any interest in me or not. Maybe she was just a very honest and free woman with no hang ups. It didn’t seem to bother her at all to stand buck naked in front of a stranger. That made her even more attractive to me. 
			

			
				She just walked out of the water to get dressed. With her butt pointed toward me she just bent over to pick up her top and shorts. It almost seemed like she was spreading her cheeks for me I got such a perfect view of her butt hole. OK, I know this seems kinky but her butt hole just looked so inviting. I wanted to lick it and stick my finger in it. From what Jason had said her butt was still a virgin. She stayed facing the other way as she wiggled into the tight skimpy shorts. I had been given a quick view of her pucker butt hole and part of her pussy lips. If she had asked me to I would have kissed her butt. It is amazing the things I think of when I haven’t had sex in a while.
			

			
				I am pretty sure she didn’t see me staring at her butt but it didn’t seem to faze her at all that I had been staring into her snatch like a love sick puppy when she was standing in front of me. I couldn’t help but wonder if she did it on purpose. Was she teasing me on purpose?
			

			
				As I got dressed and we walked down the mountain I could only think of the missed opportunity. I wanted so badly to just push my face into her bush. I wanted to find her clit with my lips. I wanted to bring her to ecstasy with my tongue. And to be honest, I wanted to stick my finger into her tight ass hole!
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				Heading Down the Mountain
			

			
				The first half of the trip back down to Jason’s house I fantasized about what I would do to her. I started out kissing her inner thighs, right under her curly black bush. Then I moved up and licked her clit and pussy lips. I moved up and nibbled on her nipples for a bit. Then I imagined her going down on my. I did this while trying to make sure I was paying enough attention that I didn’t stumble down the mountain.
			

			
				After about half way down the mountain I had given up thinking that she would ever actually have sex with me so I tried to notice as many things I could on the side of the trail as we descended. When we got close to the cabin I found I was thinking about me masturbating in the blue bedroom while thinking of her. Thinking of her in the next room laying naked on Jason’s double bed. I imagined her furiously fingering herself while thinking of me. Thinking of how I looked laying in the mountain pond.
			

			
				Then I thought of Jason. They had dated for several years. I thought of Jason plunging into her sopping wet cunt in the bed that  he had also fucked me in. I thought of him licking her pussy in the same bed that he licked my pussy. I thought of her pussy juice leaking onto the same sheets my passion juices had dripped on. I wondered if she had ever masturbated on the bed by herself. Had she ever come into the blue room and rubbed one off. Had she ever explored other rooms in the house to have sex with Jason or even just herself.
			

			
				Jason and I have had sex in several rooms in the cabin. Obviously in the master bedroom. The living room had hosted us a time or two. Several times we had sex in the shower. We had oral sex in the kitchen and fucked in the dining room. We did screw on the deck a few times. Once I was standing on the deck looking into the woods after getting out of the shower. I was only wearing a towel and he came up and penetrated me from behind.
			

			
				By the time I had gotten to the bottom of the mountain I had resolved not to think of her at all and definitely I wouldn’t masturbate while fantasizing of her. It would just make it weird not only with her but also with Jason if I had been fantasizing with his ex-girlfriend..
			

			
				The thing that just dashed my promise not to think of her was the fact that when we got home whe said she was going to take a long hot bath in the oversized tub in the master bedroom. She just stripped off her shorts and T shirt as she walked into the house and went into the master bathroom. She turned on the bath then came out totally nude and got her a glass of wine as the tub filled up.
			

			
				Again she didn’t totally close the door to the bathroom. I did peek a bit as she climbed into the tub but I couldn’t really see her once she was submerged.
			

			
				Then something caught my eye. She had just peeled off her top and shorts and left them in the living room. I picked up her shorts. The shorts were so small there was just a very thin strip of cloth that covered her pussy. Her shorts were still damp from her sweat and whatever passion she thought about on the way down the mountain. I couldn’t help myself but to bring her soiled shorts up to my nose and sniff her passion. Oh my God. She smelled so sexy. I sat on the couch and frantically rubbed my clit while sniffing her shorts. I figured I had just a few minutes before she finished her bath so I made myself come pretty quickly.. As it turned out she spent quite a long time in the bath so I didn’t need to hurry.
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				Shopping
			

			
				“I need to go into town and get some veggies. If I made a stir fry would you like some?”
			

			
				“Yeah. That sounds great. We do have a bit of zucchini from the garden if you want some.”
			

			
				“That would be lovely. Do you have any other vegetables from the garden?”
			

			
				“Some tomatoes but that’s about it.”
			

			
				“And I used the last onion for breakfast. Do you want to go with me into town?”
			

			
				“Sure. It will be nice to go shopping with someone else. Jason never shops. He will get a few frozen meals or go out to eat. No one really even wants to deliver up here.”
			

			
				“Do you eat chicken?”
			

			
				“Yes. I eat pretty much anything.”
			

			
				OK, we can have a chicken stir fry with as many vegetables as we can find fresh.”
			

			
				I regretted letting her drive to the grocery store. She wasn’t that good driving in the mountains. I held on to the handle on the door the whole time.
			

			
				“I should have warned you about my driving. Jason always drove so I don’t have a lot of experience driving in the mountains. I only live about five miles from the shops in Chapel Hill.”
			

			
				“What do you do there? Jason had mentioned you work for an organic farm.”
			

			
				“I used to. I work for the University now. I teach a few classes on growing practices of the past. I am trying to lead the way to using less chemicals for pest control and better yields. Before the chemical companies tried to improve yields through more chemicals and poisons the farmers had a lot of techniques that worked. Big Agriculture has hidden most of them. I am uncovering them and making them known.”
			

			
				“Wow. That’s amazing. I am all for putting less poison in the world. I don’t use any toxins in my garden.”
			

			
				“What do you do? Jason said something about working for a famous musician.”
			

			
				“Yeah. He is kind of famous. I am trying to make him more famous.”
			

			
				“Are you going to tell me who he is?”
			

			
				“No. I signed a non disclosure. I could actually go to jail.”
			

			
				“Does Jason know?”
			

			
				“I haven’t told him. He might have guessed.” 
			

			
				“Really?”
			

			
				“Actually we don’t talk about work much. Sometimes he works for companies he doesn’t talk about.”
			

			
				“Oh yeah. I remember that. Sometimes he wouldn’t tell me what shoot he was going to if it was a famous actor. So do I know of the guy you work for?”
			

			
				“Maybe. His fan base is older than us so you might not have heard of him.”
			

			
				When we got to the store we got some assorted vegetables, some chicken, some dark chocolate and some saki. She was using some sort of Japanese recipe so we decided to have saki with it.  She bought some whole grain croissants and more eggs too for breakfasts.
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				Naked Gardening
			

			
				When I got up in the morning I remembered that we had talked about doing a bit of gardening. She said she would give me some of the tips she learned. Techniques she teaches. She is actually writing a book on recovered hidden information.
			

			
				I didn’t hear her up so I just made some toast and coffee and sat out on the deck. I was out there for a few minutes before I noticed that she was already tending the garden. There were some fruit trees that she had planted that she was trimming back. Another thing I hadn’t noticed right away was that she was naked. She had been standing behind a leafy branch that was covering most of her body. When she stepped away to get a better look at the tree I saw that she didn’t have a stitch on. I decided to forget about my coffee and join her.
			

			
				As I came up she commented, “You are wearing clothes.”
			

			
				“Uh, and you’re not.”
			

			
				“Of course not. It is National Naked Gardening Day.”
			

			
				“Isn’t that back in May?”
			

			
				“Got me. Really every day should be naked gardening day.”
			

			
				“You are not worried about bug bites? Mosquitoes love to chomp on me.”
			

			
				“I have a bug balm I make. It works pretty good.”
			

			
				“Really? What is it made of?”
			

			
				“You have your secret, I will have mine.”
			

			
				“Does it work?”
			

			
				She spread her arms and said “Look at me.”
			

			
				It was hard to get over the sight of her gorgeous body but I did notice she wasn’t being swarmed with mosquitoes like I was.
			

			
				“Can I try it?”
			

			
				“Sure. Take off your clothes. In order for it to work you must be naked.”
			

			
				I wasn’t buying it but I figured I would join her. There was virtually no chance that we would get any visitors. The house was down a long twisty road. Even if we did, we would know about it long before they got here.
			

			
				I put my clothes in a pile and without even asking me she started rubbing her secret balm all over my body. In addition to repelling the bugs it had a very invigorating tingle. She didn’t even ask before rubbing it on my titties. When I reacted she laughed, “Well you definitely don’t want a bunch of bug bites there. My nipple came to immediate attention. She just took it in stride and covered my legs with the balm. From top to bottom. She acted like it was totally usual for her to touch my breasts and inner thighs. When she brushed against my pussy lips I shuddered.
			

			
				“Feels nice to get a surprise touch sometimes doesn’t it?”
			

			
				She didn’t seem to expect me to answer which was fine because she had left me speechless again. It was the second time she touched my titties. This time she had brushed my pussy lips as well. It wasn’t an overtly sexual touch but it wasn’t a nonsexual touch. It did produce a sexual reaction. I wasn’t sure what to think if it.
			

			
				She stepped back and looked me over. As if to examine her work. Maybe it was my imagination but her eyes did seem to stay on certain areas of my body more than was necessary.
			

			
				“Should be good.” 
			

			
				She then stepped up and put some on my neck and behind my ears. Her breasts were so close to mine I could feel their heat. I could see that her nipples got hard. Mine did too. I almost leaned in so they could touch.
			

			
				“That should work for your face. Let me know how it works.”
			

			
				Already the mosquitoes that had been swarming around me seemed to be leaving me alone.
			

			
				“We are almost too late for the peaches but pruning them now will still give us a better yield. If you want I can help you do some weeding. With all this rain the weeds are having a field day.”
			

			
				“OK.” I felt a little strange sitting on the ground with no pants on but we had some pads to sit on. We pulled up most of the offending weeds fairly quickly.
			

			
				Then we watered the whole area just in case it didn’t rain. We sprayed most of the dirt off each other too. Talk about nipples coming to attention!
			

			
				We walked around a bit to dry off. Talk about invigorating, walking nude in the woods is amazing.
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				A Naked Lunch
			

			
				After we put in a few hours of gardening we went inside and I made a little cheese and bread tray. We had a little wine too. She had spread a sheet on the couch since we were a bit dirty. I actually dozed off for a bit. Wine does that to me sometimes. When I woke up I saw a little pencil drawing of me lying on the couch. I was still naked but somewhat covered by the sheet. I guess she is an artist too. There was also a little note next to it. 
			

			
				“You are so beautiful I had to draw you. I am taking a shower. Come and join me if you wish.”
			

			
				I did wish. The shower in the master bedroom was definitely big enough for two people. Maybe even more if they are friends. I went in to join her. I was still naked so I just opened the shower door and walked in.
			

			
				“I’m glad you could make it.”
			

			
				“Wouldn’t want to miss it. I need a shower.”
			

			
				“It’s a good idea to wash off the balm after you are outside. Some of the ingredients can stain the couch and whatever you wear or sit on. I actually make my own soap.”
			

			
				“Of course you do.”
			

			
				She squirted some soap out of a bottle and started rubbing it all over me. It amazed me how she can do thing that would seem totally sexual if someone else did it but it just seems natural if she does it. She did put extra attention on my breasts and also made sure between my legs was nice and clean. I say it seemed natural but I did get my juices flowing.
			

			
				“Does this mean we are going to have sex?”
			

			
				“I don’t know. Do you want to have sex?”
			

			
				“I am not sure.”
			

			
				“Then we won’t have sex.” She continued washing the bug balm off me. She then rinsed herself off and stepped out of the shower and started drying herself off. 
			

			
				Maybe I looked disappointed because before walking out of the bathroom she said, “But we can still see what tomorrow brings. You know, about having sex.”
			

			
				I just stood in the shower with the water running over my body. I was kicking myself. Why did I say that? I could be having wild passionate sex if I would have just said I wanted it. I really wanted to finish bringing myself off but it didn’t seem like the thing to do at the moment. Then I remembered the hand held shower head. I held it in front of my pussy and came in about thirty seconds.
			

			
				When I had dried myself off and gotten dressed for dinner she was about halfway through cooking.
			

			
				“I took the left overs from yesterday and spiced it up a bit. Have a seat.”
			

			
				She sat two plates of food on the table and sat in front of one. I just sat in front of the other one and dug in. I felt like I could say something or not. I chose not.
			

			
				After dinner we went out on the deck to enjoy the fireflies. Part of the deck is screened in so we didn’t have to fight off the mosquitoes. We just sat out there for a couple of hours talking about our lives. 
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				Getting to Know Her
			

			
				I found out that Asseka was born in Japan but moved over here to go to college. Her parents moved to the states shortly after she did. She was an artist for a few years. That was how she met Jason. They lived in the LA area for several years then he bought a cabin in the mountains and she followed him out here. He had some ideas of how their lives should go and she had some different ideas. They are still good friends.
			

			
				“Where did you meet Jason?”
			

			
				“We would see each other on set. I was doing a bit of acting. I got a few commercials that he was the art director on some of them. After we met several times in the craft services room he asked me if I wanted to try some better food right down the street.”
			

			
				“Then what happened?”
			

			
				“A few months later we moved in together. He had a house in Cagle Canyon. We lived there for a while. He sold it and he could buy the cabin here. Prices are much cheaper in these mountains. Not near as crazy.”
			

			
				“It wasn’t too much of a culture shock?”
			

			
				“Not really. Living with him just got to be too much. I got a job at an organic farm about seventy miles away and they let me stay in a cabin they had on the property so I didn’t have to drive home every day. Jason and I weren’t getting along so I came home less often. He difingitely has a way he wants things. We both knew it was over. We are still friends.”
			

			
				“He does like it the way he likes it. But you seem to be doing well.”
			

			
				“Yeah. I am having a blast. I really love teaching. How about you? Where did you meet him?”
			

			
				“We actually met online. I wasn’t meeting anyone I was at all interested in. Neither was he. We talked quite a bit through text, then on the phone. Then we met.”
			

			
				“He seems to really like you.”
			

			
				“Yeah. He is a great guy. Kind of like you said though, he can be a bit controlling. I am not sure I can handle that. It’s OK if I am not living with him since we have a lot of time apart. I think it might be too much if we lived together.”
			

			
				I could tell she was specifically not saying anything. That probably meant she agreed with me.
			

			
				We watched the fireflies for quite a while. We heard some owls. It was so peaceful just to sit out there and enjoy the nature. Sometimes we would talk and sometimes we would just listen to the night. After a few hours I went in and we made pop corn. We got into a little pop corn fight. A pop corn fight isn’t as easy as it sounds. It is very hard to throw pop corn. Eventually I decided it was time to go to bed. I had been waiting all day to relieve the sexual tension that had been building up.
			

			
				She walked me to the door of the blue room and said good night. Then she kissed me right on the lips. I am not sure if I had ever been that turned on by a kiss. Then she walked away to the master bedroom. 
			

			
				I just stood there for a moment. I wasn’t sure if I should follow her into her room or not. Then I heard the sound of the bedroom door locking. I guess she meant it when she said maybe tomorrow. I went into the blue bedroom. 
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				Yard sale
			

			
				The next day Asseka was up before me. She had made a light breakfast. She toasted the whole grain croissants. Then she melted some sharp cheddar cheese on top of the croissants and added a fried egg on top of the cheese. It was so good.
			

			
				“What should we do today?” I was pretty free.
			

			
				“I saw a sign talking about a yard sale today. I have met the woman that lives at the house and I am sure she will have some amazing clothes. Uh, Angela. I am pretty sure her name is Angela. She has exquisite taste and she used to be about our size. She has put on a bit of weight. I am pretty sure she will be getting rid of all her smaller clothes.”
			

			
				“Wow. Sounds great.”
			

			
				I had met Angela a few times and she did have good taste. She is one of those women that it is very hard to tell how old she is. She could be anywhere from fifty-five to maybe eighty. Even though Angela was older than we were she did still seem sexy in a goddess sort of way. She had a lot of money and loved buying clothes. 
			

			
				When we pulled up and got out of the car she looked at Asseka and I and seemed a little surprised
			

			
				“Hi Angela.”
			

			
				“Hello Asseka. I was hoping you would come. I have some clothes you would look great in.” 
			

			
				“Have you met Emily?”
			

			
				She looked at me then added, “I believe so. Oh, you would both look exquisite in them!” She directed us over to two boxes containing vintage Linda Asher dresses and some other clothes.
			

			
				Asseka and I looked at the boxes and ooh’ed and ahh’ed over them.
			

			
				She pointed at the box and looked away. “Just give me a hundred dollars and take them. I don’t want to see them any more. I know I will never fit in them again. I would love for you two to have them.” She looked back and forth between us as if imagining us wearing her clothes.
			

			
				“Are you sure? A hundred dollars?”
			

			
				“Yes. Do it now before I change my mind. I want you to have them.”
			

			
				Asseka gave her a hundred dollar bill in a flash. As the woman took it she added, “Most of these dresses are probably older than you are.”
			

			
				Asseka looked at her and said, “Thank you so much Angela. We will, we will take good care of them.”
			

			
				“Please, call me Angie.” The woman smiled. 
			

			
				Asseka looked at me. “Let’s go home and try these on.” She seemed much more excited than I thought she would be.
			

			
				As the three of us walked to the car Angela added, “I didn’t know you two even knew each other.”
			

			
				“We have both dated Jason Jarvis.” Asseka said rather sardonically.
			

			
				“Ahh, totally makes sense.” She looked back and forth between us a few times. “Well, I hope you enjoy trying on the dresses. I would love some pictures of you trying them on.”
			

			
				We examined the box as we put it in her car. There was actually a couple of big boxes of really nice tops, dresses, skirts; even shoes. As we got in the car she walked up and handed us another box. “I want you to have these also.” She handed it to me and I was kind of surprised that it was an amazing assortment of Linda Asher panties and other intimates. I was getting rather turned on just thinking of trying them on.
			

			
				As Asseka drove back to Jason’s house neither of us spoke for a bit. We were both thinking of trying on the assortment of clothes.
			

			
				Finally Asseka broke the silence, “I am getting wet just thinking of what we are going to do.”
			

			
				“You mean trying on the clothes?”
			

			
				“Yes, trying on the clothes.”
			

			
				I told myself she must really enjoy fine clothes but I knew better.
			

			
				As I imagined her changing from one dress to another I started to get a little hot and bothered myself.
			

			
				When we got to the cabin we carried the boxes into the master bedroom and dumped them both on the bed. It pretty much covered the bed. We put the two boxes of dresses on the bottom and emptied the box of lingerie on top. I just stared at the pile of clothes and picked up a pair of panties. It was in pretty good condition but it was not brand new. That meant that Angela had worn at least a few of them if not all of them.
			

			
				Asseka picked up one of the pair of panties. It was a pink pair of cotton panties and had little white and red flowers on them. It was then that I noticed that Asseka had already shed her shorts and T shirt. She was in the buff holding a used pair of Angela’s panties. She held it to her nose. I was shocked. I thought I was the only woman who would do that.
			

			
				“Mmm. They have been laundered. Too bad.” She smiled as she put them on and rubbed her clit through the panties. She closed her eyes to focus on what she was doing. Then she opened her eyes and looked at me.
			

			
				“I am going to make love whether you are involved or not. I don’t mind making love to myself.”
			

			
				I took off my clothes and asked, “Can I join in?”
			

			
				“Of course!” With that she leaned in and kissed me for real. 
			

			
				She handed me her phone. “Take a picture of me for Angela.”
			

			
				“Are you sure?” She was only wearing Angela’s panties.
			

			
				“I am sure she will enjoy it. I am sure.”
			

			
				After I took a few pictures she pressed her titties against mine as she pushed her tongue into my mouth. Our legs intertwined as we pushed our sex against each others thigh.  At this point she was the one wearing panties and I was naked. I ruffled through the pile and found a set of pajamas. It was a cotton camisole and shorts set with the cutest little strawberries on it.
			

			
				We took a few more pictures of each other for Angela. It was fun.
			

			
				I guess the pajama shorts turned her on as she pushed her hand in my pajamas and slipped her finger inside my sopping wet pussy. Both of us moaned with pleasure. She pushed it in and out a few times before pulling it out of my pajamas and putting it into her mouth. She closed her eyes again and sucked my juices off her finger. I pushed my hand in her panties and a finger slipped inside her right away. The first pussy I had ever touched other than my own and it was already dripping with passion. I pushed my index finger as deep as I could while also pushing my palm against her clitoris. I had to smell her juices so I removed my finger and brought it up to my nose then pushed it into my mouth.
			

			
				Asseka found a cherry night shirt and started pulling it on. I helped her and as soon as we were done I pinched her nipples through the thin cotton material. Asseka had her fingers in my cunt again and took her finger out to rub my juices on my left nipple. She then licked my pussy juice off my titty.
			

			
				We began kissing and intertwined our legs together. We started humping each other standing beside the bed. I knew I had a chance and didn’t know if I wold ever get another one. I brought my finger and slipped it into my mouth. Then I put my hand behind her and brought it up under her night shirt. I found her anus and started doing circles around it. She was a bit shocked. I think she started to object but then decided she liked it or at least that she would give it a try. She moaned slightly so I pushed my finger about a quarter inch inside her ass hole. I could feel her make the decision to just go with it. I brought my hand out and quickly licked it again and started fingering her butt hole again. She just closed her eyes and went with the movement. We were both rubbing our clits against each other’s thighs. We soon became one, a machine assembled for one purpose only – orgasms.
			

			
				We were moving against each other as I tried to be as gentle as I could in her virgin ass. Soon she was making noises I had never heard before.
			

			
				As she came she covered my thigh with her pussy juices. She may have even squirted but my leg was pushed up against her so her passion just ran down it. She pulled me down and we collapsed on the bed. On top of all the vintage clothing. 
			

			
				After an intense orgasm I am pretty sure both of us dozed of for a few minutes.
			

			
				When we woke up and were ready to join the living we got up and had a little snack. In honor of the vintage clothing we picked out the two fanciest dresses in the pile and put them on. Then we made some little finger sandwiches and tea, our version of a British High Tea. It was so sexy seeing this amazing woman in this fabulous dress knowing soon it would be coming off and we would both be coming.
			

			
				After another brief rest we started going through the pile of clothing again. We each just started trying them on and modeling them for the other one. Angela must have had a build very close to ours because the dresses seemed to have been chosen for us. Our bodies were so similar if something fit one of us it would surely fit the other one. Sometimes we tried something on and then cast it aside and sometimes we insisted for the other one to try it on. Often when I saw a dress on her I would want to try it on myself. It was so sexy to play dress up with her. I felt like a little girl but being much more mischievous than when I was a little girl. We even switched panties quite a few times. We enjoyed rubbing ourselves and each other as we tried on Angela’s old underwear. She had great taste in clothes. The fact that we were trading another woman’s sexy panties kept us wet the entire afternoon. 
			

			
				After several hours we tired of the game. We hadn’t even tried on all the outfits yet. For the next two days we took turns having sex, trying on dresses, eating, sleeping and having sex. We did go for a few walks outside. We were kind of daring ourselves as to how far away from the cabin we would venture in the buff. We were in bliss. 
			

			
				My life was changed by Asseka. After she left I decided to move totally out of Jason’s house. I didn’t really live there but I had a lot of stuff there for when I stayed for sometimes a week at a time. When I packed up to go back to my house in Greenville I just took all of my clothes and anything else I had there. I just couldn’t see myself staying in Jason’s cabin without Asseka. But we do plan to take turns staying at each other’s homes.
			

			
				I wasn’t sure how to tell Jason but he would probably figure it out when he saw I had moved out. I didn’t tell him that I met Asseka or that she was there. It didn’t really concern him and I didn’t want him to get in the way of us getting to know each other even better.
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				The Future With Asseka
			

			
				I heard from Asseka. Actually I got a text with a picture of her in a pair of Linda Asher panties. I could see little tufts of hair peeking out. It was so how. We made plans for her to come visit me in Greenville. She has always wanted to see Reedy Falls Park but Jason didn’t like traveling.
			

			
				I love traveling. So does she.
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				Note from author
			

			
				 
			

			
				I hope you enjoyed reading this story as much as I enjoyed writing it for you.  And I did enjoy writing it! I would be ever so thrilled if you did enjoy my story, that you please take a moment to write a review on Amazon. If your panties got a little bit damp while you were reading it, I would love to hear about it.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Staci O
			

			
				Somewhere in the mountains of Western North Carolina.
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				This story a work of fiction. All characters, names, locations, and incidents are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual people, places, or things is a coincidence. This work is for mature audiences and contains explicit lesbian sexual content that is suitable for adults. All characters are over 18 years old.
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