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Chapter 1


 


 


“Victoria?”


 


The lights were off when I got back
to the house—very unusual, because my strict landlady Victoria was pretty much
always around.  She’d converted the extra bedroom into an office years before I
came out here for school, and that’s where she worked as some sort of typist. 
I never asked for details about what she did for a living.  I didn’t really
care.


 


I know that sounds mean, but
Victoria was hard to sympathize with.  At times, she was unbearably
controlling.  She demanded I come home promptly after class, and I always
resented the way she’d stand in the living room with one eye on her watch,
asking, “What time do you call this, Summer?”


 


Victoria was an old friend of my
mom’s, but the longer I stayed with her the more she acted like she owned me,
like I was a little kid in need of protection.  Who did she think she was,
bossing me around in that passive-aggressive way of hers?


 


“Victoria?  Are you up here?”  I
climbed the stairs, turning on every light as I went.


 


As much as I complained about
Victoria breathing down my neck every hour of the day, I hated being alone in
the house.  It gave me the creeps.  If I could afford it, I’d get a nice little
apartment of my own, but that would mean finding a job.  After getting fired
from my last two restaurant gigs I couldn’t get a reference to save my life.


 


Anyway, until I finished university
it was better to focus my time on writing papers and studying for exams. 
That’s a big part of the reason I transferred schools and came out here to
live.  Back home I got way too distracted by hot friends and good times.


 


In fact, the thing I missed most
about my freedom was all the meaningless sex.  Under Victoria’s roof, I
couldn’t get away with shit.  School and home, bedroom door open at all times. 
She even had the parental block set on the TV so I couldn’t watch anything with
“mature themes.”


 


My poor pussy was craving attention,
and the most I could give it was a little stroke in the shower.  Even then,
Victoria timed me as if I was wasting water.  After five minutes, she’d be
knocking on the door, hollering, “What are you doing in there?”


 


I stood at the top of the stairs,
gazing into open, empty rooms.  “Victoria?”


 


No response.


 


That settled it—she wasn’t home!  No
way I was going to miss this opportunity to do something naughty.  Racing into
my bedroom, I shut the door and pulled my laptop out of my bag.


 


My heart thundered in my ears while
a thick heat pulsed low in my belly, spreading all the way down my thighs.  I
couldn’t wait.


 


“Gimme the good stuff,” I said as I
clicked on my favourite porn site.  It had a feature where you could search out
what you liked best.


 


I typed in lesbian orgasms.


 


There was nothing I loved better
than watching real girls come, and I looked through the thumbnails for one where
the women weren’t bleach blondes.  Girls with tattoos got me off almost
immediately, so when I found a porn clip starring one inky vixen with hot pink
streaks in her hair and one innocent looking redhead, I was all over it.


 


When the video began, the tattooed
girl was already sucking the redhead’s tits, thank god.  I hated when lesbian
clips started with ten minutes of kissing.  Sure kissing was hot, but when I
watched porn I wanted it to be on fire.


 


This clip definitely fit the bill. 
After fifteen seconds of ogling that leather-clad punk as she suckled the
pallid redhead, my panties were soaked through.  I reached under the elastic
waist of my Uni track pants and cupped my mound overtop of my juicy, soaked
underwear.


 


Victoria had disposed of all my sexy
thongs the first time she did laundry, replacing them with white cotton
undies.  Totally not sexy, but I never did like going commando so I just grew
extra cautious about letting people get an impromptu look at my panties.


 


“Fuck yeah!”


 


The chick with the ink planted rough
kisses and love bites down the redhead’s paper-white belly.  God, they were hot
together.  I hadn’t eaten pussy in months, and I missed it so bad I could
almost taste that heavy, musky aroma at the back of my throat.


 


“Yeah, lick her hard,” I told the
girl onscreen.  “Suck her clit, you fucking slut.”


 


I didn’t mind calling instructions
out to my computer.  Didn’t make me feel crazy or anything.  I figured, hell,
if I had the house to myself for once I should take full advantage and make a
little noise.  When Victoria was home, I always had to be quiet as a church
mouse and it was driving me nuts.


 


When the tattooed girl lunged
against the redhead’s bush, a growl rumbled deep inside of me.  I wasn’t sure
who I should be more jealous of: the one doing the licking or the one getting
licked.  Fuck, I loved the look of that bright red pussy hair.  So many girls
in porn were shaved—hell, so was I—but it really turned me on to see a full
cloud of pubic hair between a woman’s thighs.


 


The tattooed girl seemed to like it,
too.  She ate that redhead’s pussy wildly and without remorse, like a wolf
tearing into a bunny rabbit.  The redhead reacted in a big way, shrieking and
whimpering, her voice mellifluous even when she grunted and groaned.


 


I pushed my bottoms to the floor and
spread my legs for the girls onscreen.  Parting my smooth lips, I traced my
middle finger round and round my sensitive clit, pretending they could see me.


 


“You like my pretty pussy, huh?”  I
smacked it for them, jumping in my chair as the slap to my clit rang through my
body.  “Look how much you turn me on, you little sluts.  I’m all fucking wet
for you.”


 


Stroking my clit with one hand, I
pulled up my t-shirt with the other.  It was tight enough to stay there, hiked
above my breasts as I tugged my tits out of my bra.  When I pinched my nipples,
a surge of electricity zapped down to my clit.  If only I could do what the
redhead onscreen was doing, bringing her breasts up to her mouth and sucking
them, but my boobs were nowhere near as big as hers.


 


“God, I love your tits,” I told her,
pretending she’d heard me and that smile on her plump pink lips was
acknowledgement.


 


The girl between her legs ate her
hard, ravaging her clit.  She hugged her tits and shrieked.  Planting her feet
against the mattress, she bucked up against the tattoo girl’s wet face. 
Watching her lips contort with blissful agony set my belly ablaze, and I
scoured my clit so hard and so fast I came when she did—and I came hard!


 


But once was never enough when I was
getting myself off.  I cupped my mound, squeezing it in my hot hand, feeling my
slick inner lips pound and pulse against the outer ones.


 


When the porn clip finished, I
reached for the touch pad on my laptop.  My goal was to get the cursor to a
thumbnail of a naked blonde and an Asian woman with giant boobs, but my fingers
were wet and my aim was off.  I ended up clicking another video instead.


 


My belly flip-flopped when the clip
started.  It was another lesbian scene, but I’d never come across anything like
it before.  There was a woman in her forties, I guess, wearing a prim dress
unbuttoned at the front so her big naked breasts were fully exposed.  In her
arms, she cradled a girl who was probably about my age.  Like a baby.  So much
like at baby that the girl was wearing a diaper!


 


“What the fuck is this?”


 


I’d seen some kinky-ass porn in my
day, but nothing had ever made my heart clench and my stomach wrench like this
did.  It seemed really wrong, and I urged my hand to click another thumbnail,
but my fingers would not obey.


 


When the younger woman took the
older one’s nipple in her mouth, my pussy gushed with juice.  There was
something mesmerizing about the way she sucked that woman’s tit, like she
derived more than just sexual pleasure from it.  And the woman in the
dress—wow!  The look on her face was so serene, so loving, that my heart warmed
as I watched them together.


 


“Fuck, I can’t be turned on by
this.”  I spoke more to myself than the computer this time.  “This is some
crazy shit.”


 


Even so, my fingers parted my smooth
wet pussy lips, tracing up and down my slit and bursting inside while my thumb
found my clit.  My whole body surged.  Sure I’d just come, but that wave of
orgasm was still close at hand.  Stroking my clit in tight circles, I thrust my
fingers languorously in and out of my pussy, savouring the wet squelching sound
they made in there.  It wouldn’t be long until I was riding that wave of climax
again.


 


I watched the scene on my computer
more intensely than I’d ever watched any other porn clip.  Mainly, I think I
wanted to understand why I found it so arousing.  And at the same time, of
course, I didn’t want to know at all.  I just kept fucking myself and toying
with my clit as the maternal older woman stroked the younger girl’s fine blonde
hair, rubbed her back, and caressed her thigh.


 


It all looked so intimate and
serenely sensual that I wanted the same thing, though I didn’t know why.  I
loved the way the younger girl’s smallish breasts pressed against the older
woman’s bare belly, just above where her dress was still buttoned up.


 


“Suck my tits, baby.”  I pinched
them one by one, imagining those pretty pink lips against my nipple, that
velvet-soft tongue licking it, bringing it into her warm, wet mouth.


 


A surge of energy pulsed through my
clit, and my pussy muscles tightened around my fingers.  I was going to come
watching this crazy fetish porn.  I was going to come watching that pretty
young woman suck those big, beautiful tits.  This was unbelievable.


 


“Summer!”


 


Every muscle in my body clenched. 
My heart seemed to stop beating, and still I struggled to extract my fingers
from my pussy and turn off the porn.


 


Too late anyway.  I’d been caught
red-handed.  I’d gotten so involved that I didn’t even hear the door open.


 


“What do you think you’re doing,
young lady?”  Victoria hovered just inside my room, hands on hips.  She hadn’t
even taken off her leather boots.


 


I quickly pulled my t-shirt down to
cover my boobs, though my bra was still lodged beneath them.  My face felt
burning hot.  It must have been red as a beet!  Still, I couldn’t let her know
how embarrassed I felt.


 


“What does it look like I’m doing?” 
I scrambled into my track pants.  “I’m trying to get off—and you’re no help,
standing there like the wicked witch of the west.”


 


Was that the bad one?  I couldn’t
remember.


 


“I have absolutely no intension of
helping you in that twisted endeavour.”  Victoria’s gaze kept darting to the
computer screen, where the younger woman continued to suckle to older one. 


 


“Besides,” I said.  “My door was
closed.  Don’t I deserve a bit of privacy in my own damn bedroom?”


 


Finally, she let out an exaggerated hmph
sound and pushed my wheeled study chair clear across the room.  By the time I’d
turned myself around, she’d closed my laptop and was trudging out of my room
with it.


 


Now my blood was really boiling. 
That laptop was my private property!  “Where the fuck do you think you’re going
with that?”


 


Victoria gasped, spinning on her
heels.  Her face was like marble, hard and white and frightening.  “Mind your
language, Summer.  This is still my house, after all.”


 


“Yeah, no shit!”  I couldn’t control
my anger.  The power she wielded like a weapon just made me so damn mad.  “You
remind me every day: ‘My roof, my rules.  Your mother sent you here for a
reason.’  I’m so sick of you.”  Grabbing hold of my computer, I yanked it from
her hands.  “I take all my class notes on this laptop, and I do all my reading
on it too.  It’s not a toy, and even if it was, it’s mine, you ugly
bitch.”


 


Everything seemed to happen in slow
motion after that.  I held my laptop so close to my chest I could feel its
warmth against my pointed nipples.  My breath was coming so fast after all that
screaming I worried I might hyperventilate, but I worried even more that Victoria
would hit me with something.


 


It wasn’t right of me to call her an
ugly bitch.  I knew that.  And it wasn’t even true.  She was the kind of woman
whose skin didn’t know her age, except for the laugh line to one side of her
mouth and the crinkles she got around her eyes every time she smiled.  But she
sure wasn’t smiling now, or laughing.  I’d never seen her looking so… hurt.


 


“Wait,” I said as she walked to her
bedroom across the hall from mine.


 


She looked at me, seeming small,
gaunt, powerless.  She didn’t say a word.


 


“I’m sorry, Victoria.”


 


But it was too late.  She’d already
closed her door.


 







 


 


Chapter 2


 


 


Around midnight, I went to the
kitchen.


 


After everything that had happened
earlier, I didn’t want to face Victoria, and she was always deep into sleep by
now.  Although my stomach gurgled, I was too riddled with guilt to bear the
thought of food.  I clicked the kettle on, but after about
fifteen seconds I got tired of waiting for it to boil and clicked it off.


 


“Summer?  What are you still doing
up?”


 


Victoria stood in the doorway in a
white eyelet nightgown that went all the way down to her toes.  I didn’t jump
this time because, for a second, I thought I was dreaming.  She didn’t usually
wear her hair down, and I was surprised by how long it was, falling in sleek
fawn waves across her chest.  Those wayward strands drew my eyes to the thin
fabric covering her breasts.  Though I told myself not to look, I couldn’t help
glancing at the dark circles of her nipples.  They were hard.


 


“Summer?” she asked again.  This
time I did jump, feeling naughty for staring at her breasts.  I’d never seen
her without a robe in the evening.


 


“Hmm?”  I looked up into her eyes,
glad to be met with concern and not hostility.  “I haven’t eaten since lunch.”


 


“There are leftovers.”  She opened
the fridge.  “I could heat them up for you.”


 


Setting my hand on my stomach, I
peered over her shoulder.  “Maybe just a glass of milk.”


 


“Warm milk,” she suggested. 
“That’ll do us both some good, help us sleep.”


 


I hadn’t even thought to ask why she
was still up.  That was so like me, always thinking of myself first and others
way down the line.  Suddenly, I saw this afternoon from her point of view, and
I understood a little better why she’d freaked out.  The porn I’d been watching…
it was really kinky.


 


“Thank you,” I said, sitting down at
the table.


 


She smiled faintly and then busied
herself at the stove.  When the warm milk was ready, she poured it into two
mugs and walked toward me.  I expected her to set it on the table, but instead
she walked right out of the room.  When she was half way up the stairs, she
called, “Turn the lights out on your way up.”


 


My way up where?


 


I felt weird, following her into her
bedroom, but that’s where the milk was.  She set one cup on each of the night
tables.  This was getting really strange.  Victoria never invited me into her
room.  Everything in this house was hers, nothing was mine.  She’d made that
very clear.


 


“Isn’t that my milk?” I asked as
Victoria climbed into bed.  I couldn’t think how else to phrase it.  It sounded
weird enough already.


 


She patted her hand against her
white quilt with little pink rosebuds, summoning me inside.  “I found a poem I
thought you’d like.  Sit with me and I’ll read it to you.”


 


I hesitated on the threshold, one
foot in, one foot out.  Her smile invited me inside, but she’d never been this
nice to me before.  It seemed weird.


 


“Poetry isn’t really my thing.”  I
tiptoed into her bedroom, reaching for my mug.  “I don’t get it, to be honest.”


 


She looked up at me and smiled. 
“Well, aren’t we quite the pair?  I don’t really get your advanced
mathematics.”


 


That made me laugh.  “Yeah, it’s
kind of an acquired taste.”


 


I sipped my milk, and it coated my
insides in heat, all the way down to my pelvis, which had been aching for
attention since I’d spotted the outline of Victoria’s nipples under her
nightgown.


 


Warming the milk had brought out its
sweetness and thickened it somewhat.  After each sip, I had to lick traces from
my top lip, and Victoria’s curious gaze made me feel self-conscious.  I only
had on a stretchy cotton camisole and matching shorts, and it seemed like she
could see right through them.


 


After watching me for what felt like
a very long time, she patted the bed again.  “Sit with me, Summer.”


 


I couldn’t think of an excuse not
to, so I sat cautiously on the edge.


 


“This is a literary journal from
when I was at college.”  She showed me the weathered yellow cover.  “They were
kind enough to publish a few pieces of mine.  Granted, my work wasn’t very good,
but I didn’t know that back then.”


 


She sipped her milk and made an mmmm
sound before reading from the little book:


 


Mistress Mother


 


Push, pull, 


I hate you, I need you, 


Mistress Mother.


Cling to your apron strings,


Soak your print dress with my tears,


Thrash as you pry me from your solid
hips.


 


No!


Don’t leave!


I won’t survive without you.


Callous Mother!


Mistress Abandoner!


I won’t take this desertion lying
down.


How dare you abscond in the night?


You should be here beside me,


Mistress Mother.


 


Needy, raging, screaming your name,


I battle the darkness,


I strike out against your absent
form. 


Where are you, Mistress Mother?


I am hopelessly alone.


Please pick me up.  Please take me
back.


I’ve been a wretched child, but I
can be better.


I can be good.  I can behave.


Give me one more chance and you’ll
see my angel wings.


 


Dejected, you resign yourself to
feeding my hunger.


I am calm when you cross the room to
soothe me in your arms.


Don’t fret, Mother-Mistress.


Give me warm milk and comfort and
I’ll forgive your departure.


Bundle me in cotton and steal me to
the grown-up bed.


Hold me close and rest my head where
I may feast on flesh.


 


I am yours!  I am yours!


Yours to care for and sustain, to
feed and to nourish.


Let me revive your body with
long-forgotten pleasures.


You see, Mother-Mistress?  My mouth
does more than scream.


Feel my lips, feel the warmth of my
tongue


As it sounds out the beat of my
heart on your breast.


Let me suck your taut nipples,


Let me suck them raw and red,


Until contentment ensconces us in
sleep.


 


Victoria sighed contentedly and set
the book in her lap.


 


As for me, I’d stopped breathing
about halfway through the poem, when its significance began to resonate inside
of me, making my pelvis buzz and my pussy throb.  I couldn’t think what to do,
so I took a big sip of warm milk.  It went down the wrong tube and I started
choking on it, hacking, my eyes welling with tears.


 


When Victoria pulled me into her
arms and slapped my back the way my mother always did when I was choking, I
tried to pull away but her grasp on my body was too tight to struggle against. 
I gave in, letting my chest settle against hers when the coughing died down.


 


“Better now?”  She plucked a tissue
from the box on the table and dabbed my cheeks.


 


“You’re not supposed to slap someone
on the back when they’re choking.”  My spine ached from the smacks.  “That’s an
old wives’ tale.”


 


“Oh.”  Victoria smoothed my hair
against my shoulder in consolation.  “I’m sorry, dear.  I didn’t know.”


 


In all the tussle, I’d somehow ended
up sitting in Victoria’s lap, my chin hooked over her shoulder.  I could feel
her heart beating against my breasts and the sound and sensation soothed me
until my breath regulated.  She traced her hands down my back, first the smooth
press of her fingertips, then the slight tickle of her nails.  When she lifted
up on the hem of my camisole, I knew what she was doing and I didn’t resist. 
In fact, I shifted out of her lap and raised my arms so she could lift my top
over my head.


 


What was I doing?


 


I watched her watching me.  The way
her gaze spilled over my breasts sent a shot of pulsing heat between my legs. 
My nipples stiffened to pink peaks, like her eyes had a psychic touch that
coaxed them erect.  In a way, I wanted to touch myself, but I wasn’t sure how
Victoria would react, especially after everything that happened this afternoon.


 


“Your mother told me you were…”


 


I waited for Victoria to finish her
sentence, but she only shook her head, her gaze still locked on my breasts.  My
body was paralyzed by the longing in her eyes.  I wasn’t surprised at all when
she reached for the top mother-of-pearl button on her nightgown and slipped it
gently through the hole.


 


“Are you taking off your clothes,
Victoria?”


 


“No, Summer, no.”  She chuckled,
seeming flustered as she struggled with the next button.  “Only…”


 


“Only opening your top, Victoria?”


 


“That’s right, Summer.”  She looked
up from her thin cotton gown, gazing into my eyes for only a brief moment. 
“Perhaps it would be better if you called me… Nanny Victoria?”


 


My chest froze like I’d taken a big
swig of ice water, then warmed like I’d followed it up with a shot of whiskey. 
Something gripped my chest, but my heart pounded too hard to stay bound by
unseen forces.


 


“Nanny.”  I felt the word out,
savouring the way my tongue struck the roof of my mouth as I spoke.  I liked
that sensation.  It felt like sucking.  “Nanny Victoria.”


 


“Summer,” she said, opening the top
part of her nightgown.


 


I’d never seen her breasts before. 
Until that night, I hadn’t really thought of her as having them.  They weren’t
old lady boobs, they weren’t saggy, and I was glad about that.  The skin there
was pale and soft, which made her nipples look even darker.  What most
surprised me, aside from their youthful perkiness, was the sheer size of them. 
They were nearly as big as my head, or at least that’s the impression I got. 
Maybe they only seemed bigger seen though my amazed eyes.


 


“Would you like to suck Nanny’s
nipples, Summer?”  She shifted my hair behind my back, running her fingers
through the strands.


 


I tried to say no, but the word
caught in my throat, and I found myself nodding instead.  Cupping my hand
around one breast, I eased down against the other, feeling her hard nipple
press into my cheek like a warm pebble on a pillow.  I could feel her watching
me, waiting, and I wished she would touch my bare breasts too, but somehow I
knew she wouldn’t.


 


Pressing my little tits against
Nanny Victoria’s nightgown, I turned my head until her nipple met my closed
lips.  She inhaled sharply, arching her back, pressing her breast against my
mouth until I opened up to let her inside.


 


“Oh, Summer!”  She cradled my head
in her hand as I licked her pursed tit up and down with the tip of my tongue. 
“Suckle, dear.  Suck it.”


 


A hot ache pulsed in my pussy.  When
I started sucking, feeling her hard nipple against my soft velvet tongue, I
wanted to touch myself so fucking badly I could have screamed.  I squeezed my
thighs tight together, and my shaved pussy lips pressed my engorged clit from
both sides, but it wasn’t enough.


 


“What’s wrong, baby?” Nanny asked as
I squirmed in her arms.  “What’s the matter?”


 


I suckled her nipple at an easy,
gentle pace, but I couldn’t stop wriggling.  It was quite a shock to realize
there were hot tears pricking my eyes.  I couldn’t understand it, but when I
looked up at my new nanny, her gaze was so loving, so caring, that my tears
streamed down my cheeks in warm streaks.


 


“Use your words,” she said.  “Tell
Nanny Victoria what you want.”


 


Pulling away from her nipple, which
was now significantly fatter and redder than the other one, I pushed down on my
shorts, kicking them off the side of the bed. When I opened my legs and reached
for my clit, Nanny Victoria swiftly intercepted.


 


“No, no, Summer.”  Grabbing my
wrist, she used my hand to press my thighs closed.  Her grip was unbelievably
strong.  “That’s a naughty place to touch.”


 


I wanted to respond, of course, but
I had no words.  A whimpering noise surged from my throat.  All I wanted was to
play with my pussy, but Nanny wouldn’t let me.  She wouldn’t let go of my hand.


 


“Come, now.”  She dried my tears
with her free hand, then shifted to give my mouth better access to the tit I
hadn’t yet suckled.  “Never mind that, Summer.  Take my breast, darling.  Suck
the nipple, right there.”


 


My clit pounded between my baby-soft
lips, and I wanted to touch there so badly my heart hurt.  But I couldn’t
fight.  I didn’t know why.  I’d always been so argumentative, especially with
Victoria, but there was something about calling her Nanny, about thinking of
her as my nanny, that tamed me somehow.


 


I gave in, resting my head on the
breast I’d already sucked.  Opening my mouth, I took her cool nipple between my
lips.


 


“That’s right, Summer.”  Nanny
Victoria traced the pad of her thumb along the outside of my ear, and the warm
sensation settled me.  I sucked rhythmically at her breast, feeling in my heart
the joy she derived from my mouth.  “You’re very good at this.  You’re a good
girl.”


 


My heart filled with gushing warmth,
and the warmth shot down between my legs.  I couldn’t remember anyone ever
calling me good before.  Was I really?  I sucked harder at her nipple to show
her how good I could be, and it worked.  She moaned, letting her head fall to
one side.


 


I took her distraction as an
opportunity to tighten up my thighs, easing them back and forth to stimulate my
hot clit.  I was already soaked with pussy juice, and the sweet, wet pressure
nearly made me come on the spot.  I started moaning too, hoping Nanny Victoria
would think it was from the pleasure of sucking her.  And maybe she did think
that, because she didn’t make me stop.  Or maybe she just didn’t notice.


 


“Good girl,” she breathed, caressing
my hair with her fingers, pressing them gently against my scalp.  “Oh yes,
Summer.  Suck the first one again.”


 


I released one nipple with a wet
pop, licking the other before taking it into my mouth and sucking there.  The
sensation of her hard tit on my tongue turned me on beyond measure, and Nanny
Victoria whimpered, “Yes dear, oh yes.”


 


“Mmm-hmm!”  I let the movement of my
hips swell so my smooth shaved lips pressed against my engorged clit.  It was
so fat that it peeked out from between my pussy lips and I had to inch my thigh
forward to put pressure on it.  “Mmm-hmm!”


 


I’d never come like this before. 
Over the years, it took more and more to get me off—porn, pain, toys—but there
was something in the simple pleasure of being naked and sucking another woman’s
tits that got me off hard.


 


No, not just another woman. 
Victoria.  Nanny Victoria.


 


When I gazed up, she turned her face
down and I saw the awesome pleasure in her eyes.  I saw her arousal, the sheer
bliss of my mouth on her nipples, and I felt something course through her body,
leaving her shuddering.  If I didn’t know better, I’d have thought she’d just
come, come with me. But a woman couldn’t come from having her tits sucked,
could she?


 


“That’s enough for now.”  She moved
my mouth away from her nipple, setting my cheek on her breast.  “Sleepy time
for Summer.”


 


At first, I thought she meant I
should go back to my room, sleep in my own bed.  When she opened up the covers
to let me in, I was grateful.  I didn’t want to go to my bed.  I wanted to stay
here with Nanny Victoria.


 


Slipping into the warmth, I laid my
naked body on top of her, using her breast for a pillow.  It felt wonderful to
be so close to someone, not just sleeping with her or beside her, but right on
top of her, basking in her warmth.


 


“Did you like that poem I read you,
Summer?  Mistress Mother?”


 


I nodded against her warm breast,
licking tenderly at the taut white skin surrounding her nipple.


 


There was a smile in Nanny
Victoria’s voice when she said, “I wrote that poem when I was your age, or
thereabouts.”


 


I had a suspicion, but I knew she
wanted me to be surprised, so I acted as if. “You wrote that?”


 


“I did.”  She leaned down to kiss
the top of my head.


 


“Wow.”  I wanted, more than ever
before, to make her happy.  “I liked it.”


 


“Thank you.”


 


That was the last thing she said
before her breath grew rhythmic and deep.  I didn’t fall asleep so fast.  There
was something unsettled in me—a lot of somethings, actually.  I kept wondering
what Nanny would do if I crawled up her body and pressed my nipple to her
lips.  Wanting to feel that sensation made my insides itchy.


 


If I could have sucked my own
breasts, god, I would have.


 







 


 


Chapter 3


 


 


The only thing I knew about Kira was
that she always complained about having no money.  I wouldn’t have called her a
friend.  I didn’t have any friends at school.  I just went to my classes and
paid attention, and inadvertently eavesdropped on a lot of conversations before
my lectures began.


 


That’s how I knew Kira needed money.


 


Her jaw dropped when I explained
what I had in mind, and I thought for sure she’d say no, but she thought about
it for a minute and then asked, “Just your tits?”


 


“Just my tits.”


 


Kira glanced around the lecture
hall, waving to her friends as they cleared out.  When they were gone, she
asked, “Why?”


 


“Doesn’t matter why.”  I stepped
away from the open door so a guy in a wheelchair could get by.  “Just… how much
would you want?”


 


“Fifty bucks.”


 


“Ten!”


 


She hesitated.  “Twenty?”


 


“Fine.”


 


She shifted from one foot to the
other, scratching her elbow with deadly blue fingernails.  “I’m not a lesbian,
you know.”


 


“I really don’t care.”  Harsh, but
true.


 


Raising an eyebrow, Kira looked at
me dead-on.  She had that Japanese schoolgirl thing going for her, and that was
a big part of what had drawn me in.  Today she wore a knee-length kilt and a
white shirt under a black pullover, her slick hair in a high ponytail.  I’d
always half wondered about her, but I never anticipated paying her for sexual
favours.


 


“Where?” she asked.


 


I hadn’t really thought about that
part.  “Your place?”


 


She shook her head no.  “I don’t
want my roommate thinking I’m queer.”


 


Did she really think other women
couldn’t read her like a book?  Well, whatever.  Her sexual identity wasn’t my
concern—I just wanted to get off.  But not at her place, and certainly not at
mine.  The only spot I could think of that wasn’t widely frequented was the
women’s washroom in the sub-sub-basement.  So that’s where we went.


 


The stalls were all empty, as usual,
so I stepped into the one at the end. She followed me like a puppy.  “Cash
upfront, please.”


 


“I’m good for it,” I teased, sitting
my backpack on the toilet seat and fishing for my wallet.  She set her bag on
the floor after shoving my cash inside.  “So…”


 


Kira looked at my backpack sitting
precariously on the toilet seat until I took the hint and moved it.


 


“I guess you should take off your
top,” she said.


 


My stomach knotted as I stood with
her in the cramped bathroom stall.  “Right.”


 


“How long do you want me to suck
them for?” she asked.


 


I pulled off my t-shirt and bra,
hanging them on the hook at the back of the door.


 


“Until I come,” I told her. 
“However long that takes.”


 


She was quiet now that my top was
off, her gaze sliding relentlessly toward my naked tits.  I pushed my track
pants down to my ankles, and that seemed to alarm Kira—her breath caught
audibly in her throat—so I left my cotton panties on.  For some reason, I
didn’t care if she saw them.  She probably wore the same ones.


 


“I’m not touching you there.”  Kira
was adamant, folding her arms across her chest.


 


“I know,” I said.  “I am.  You just
work the tits.”


 


Kira leaned against the far wall of
the stall, looking at me while I hovered nearly naked, gazing back at her.  I
wanted her to start, but I wouldn’t force her.  This was a weird situation.  I
knew that, she knew that, so I waited until she felt comfortable enough to bend
at the hips, steadying herself by pressing her ass against the stall and her
hands against the painted concrete wall behind my back.  She obviously didn’t
want to touch me with anything more than her mouth, and I was kind of hurt by
that, but I also understood her trepidation.


 


Pausing with her lips a kiss away
from my nipple, Kira breathed on my tit and it tightened into a bud.  We stayed
like that for a long time, breathing hard, my nipple straining toward her
shimmering pink lips.  I was sure she’d chicken out.  I was sure she’d grab her
bag and leave.


 


But she didn’t.


 


Opening her mouth, Kira stuck her
tongue just beyond the threshold of her lips and pressed it to my nipple.  When
I felt the wet warmth of her mouth on my tit, my breath came faster and I
struggled not to shove my breast against her face.  Her pace was slow, but I
let it happen in her time.  I’d probably scared her more than enough for one
day just by asking her to do this.


 


Slowly, she enveloped my nipple with
her warm, wet mouth and sucked it in unhurried pulses.  I watched her in
disbelief, her eyes closed, short black lashes flickering against her cheeks
like dragonfly wings.


 


“Oh God, Kira.”


 


I shouldn’t have said her name.  It
made her tense, holding my nipple between her lips without sucking at all.  I
wished she wouldn’t be so apprehensive.  I wasn’t going to ambush her, but I
got the feeling she was waiting for something really weird to happen.


 


“It feels good,” I said, “when you
suck.”


 


She opened her eyes, licking my tit
gently while she gazed up at me.  Until that moment, I hadn’t realized that
worshipful look was exactly what I’d been searching for.  It wasn’t solely the
sensation of her mouth on my breast that was going to get me off, but the
sentiment that went along with it.


 


“Oh, suck my tit.”  My breath grew
weighty and jagged as she moved from one bare breast to the other.  “Suck it,
baby.”


 


When Kira’s mouth closed around my
virgin nipple, I gasped, straightening against the wall.  My pussy drenched my
panties with juice, and I reached underneath the elastic waist to get at my
aching clit.  I was going to come fast, and I didn’t want to.  I didn’t want
this to end.


 


“Mmm!”  Kira shoved her hand inside
my panties, knocking my fingers out of the way.  Apparently she’d changed her
mind about touching me “down there,” but I wasn’t going to ask about her
motivation.  I was in ecstasy at the surprisingly firm pressure her fingers
exerted on my clit.


 


“Oh yeah, baby.”  I purred as she
stroked me, sucking religiously at my nipple.


 


“Shaved,” she said, pressing her
cheek to my breast and nuzzling the one before returning to the other.  “I like
it.”


 


“Yeah,” I said.  “Feels good.”


 


She sucked my tits with metronomic
precision, but she stroked my clit erratically, like my pussy was too hot to
handle, and the disparity turned me on like mad.  I writhed against her mouth,
against her hand, driven toward a vast horizon of pleasure.


 


But I had to know.  I had to.  “Do
you shave yours?”


 


Without releasing my nipple, she
shook her head no.  It took me a moment to realize she was raising her kilt up
above her waist.  I had to bend a touch to see that she did indeed have cotton
panties on underneath, though hers were a soft pink with little white flowers,
like Nanny Victoria’s quilt in reverse.


 


The thought of Nanny Victoria made
my breath catch.  Suddenly I felt guilty for doing this, finding pleasure with
another girl, but I was past the point of no return.  The sight of Kira’s
panties set me off, and I started bucking against her hand, throwing my chest
against her mouth, panting and moaning and pleading for more.  She gave it,
mercilessly sucking my nipples while she scoured my clit.


 


“God, yes!” I cried when I realized
Kira had shoved her free hand inside her panties and was stroking her pussy
while she worked on mine.  “Oh yeah, baby, rub that little clit.  You’re gonna
make me come so hard!”


 


“Mmm-hmm!” she replied without
detaching from my tit.  “Mmmmm-hmmmm!”


 


I was so close I could taste it. My
thighs were trembling, my knees weak, and my pelvis a hive of tight buzzing
energy just waiting to burst.  I thrust against her hand, mashing my clit on
her palm, bringing myself to sweet exultation as she sucked my tit in that
warm, lovely mouth.


 


“Yeah, baby!  Fuck, yeah!”  I rammed
my cunt against her hand, pressing her head flush to my breast and savouring
the shuddering glory in my body and in hers.


 


When Kira bit my nipple it hurt like
hell, making me scream, but I knew from the intensity of that bite that she was
coming too, and hard!


 


“Oh my gosh!” Kira cried, pressing
her cheek against my wet tit and scouring her pussy.


 


I couldn’t bear her touching mine
any longer.  It throbbed so hard it hurt.


 


“You gonna come too?” I asked.


 


“Uh-huh!”  She didn’t look up at me,
which was just as well.  If she had I probably would have kissed her, and I
don’t know if she’d have liked that.


 


Returning to my bare chest, she
sucked the nipple she hadn’t just bitten, and the pressure of that intense
suction hurt every bit as much as a bite.  I tried to stop her, but she
wouldn’t detach from my tit.  She clung to it, suckling madly.  When she
screamed around my nipple, I knew she’d climaxed every bit as hard as I had,
and it made me strangely content to know she’d enjoyed herself so completely.


 


The bathroom door squealed open, and
Kira shot up and away from my breast, her eyes wide.  It made me laugh out
loud, which seemed to make her angry, like I’d give us away.  I was past
caring, but Kira climbed onto the toilet, crouching with both feet up on the
seat.


 


With an expression of terror painted
across her face, Kira hugged her knees, her skirt still bunched up over her
hips.  When I caught a glimpse of her underwear, the crotch all twisted and
damp between her legs, my pussy twinged in unexpected aftershocks.  My nipples
were done in, that was for sure, both red and raw from Kira’s mouth.


 


She looked up at me as somebody peed
in the adjacent stall, like she wanted me to do something about it.  I just
shrugged.  Nothing to do but wait.


 


When the girl in the next stall
started pulling reams of toilet paper from the holder, I put my bra and t-shirt
back on.  Even the slight pressure on my nipples made me hiss.  I couldn’t
believe how tender my tits were.  Did Nanny Victoria’s breasts feel the same
way?


 


After the other woman had washed her
hands and left the bathroom, Kira zipped from the stall and splashed some water
across her face.  She looked so pretty and fresh, her face glowing with little
beads of moisture. I ached to kiss her lips, but I didn’t go for it.  I just
got my gear together, watching her all the while.


 


Kira pulled a paper towel from the
dispenser and patted her neck and cheeks. “There’s this thing…”


 


I waited for her to finish her
sentence, and when she didn’t I said, “Okay?”


 


“Not a thing… well, sort of a
thing.”  Kira shook her head like she’d confused herself, or the right words
weren’t coming, or she was nervous or something.  “A bunch of us get together
and we do, like, art projects and collages and stuff.  Oh my gosh, it sounds so
stupid when I say it out loud, but it’s actually kind of fun.  We just talk and
drink and glue stuff together.”


 


Kira seemed like she might
hyperventilate if I said anything critical, but I actually thought her collage
group sounded cool, and I told her so.


 


“Want to come?” she asked, quickly
adding, “It’s not like a date or anything.  It’s a bunch of us.”


 


An amused little smirk bled across
my lips.  I watched myself in the mirror, seeing my expression alter when I
realized how upset Nanny Victoria would be if I stayed out.  After last night I
didn’t want to disappoint her, but I still felt smothered because she treated
me like a child.  I had a juvenile urge to rebel.


 


“Sure I’ll come,” I told Kira. 
“Sounds awesome.”


 







 


 


Chapter 4


 


 


It was late when I got home.  The
house was dark and I was drunk.


 


Very drunk.


 


“What time do you call this, young
lady?”  Nanny Victoria held out her wrist, pointing to it even though she
wasn’t wearing a watch.  “Where do you think you’ve been all evening?  You are
to come straight home after class.  You know my rule.”


 


Kneeling on the staircase, I looked
up at Nanny on the landing.  I’d figured if I crawled up the stairs she
wouldn’t hear me.  So much for that plan.


 


“I made you something,” I told her,
easing my backpack onto the stairs and struggling with the zipper.  “Look, it’s
a collage.  I made it for you.  Don’t be mad.”


 


My words felt fuzzy and my lips felt
funny.  Even on my knees I could feel my body wavering, and I held my artwork
out for Nanny Victoria, but she didn’t take it.


 


“You’ve been drinking, Summer.”


 


I climbed up the stairs.  I wanted
to show her my collage.  “Wine is… isn’t count.  But a lot.”  I stopped and
tried a whimsical smile.


 


“Shameful.”  Nanny Victoria folded
her arms across her chest and tsked.  “Go to your room, young lady.”


 


That sounded like a pretty good
idea.  My head felt like a dizzy bowling ball.  Stumbling up the stairs, I
fixed on my door in the darkness.  Were my eyes playing tricks on me, or was my
door not there?  I leaned against the desk on the landing, staring at the open
space where my door should have been.


 


That’s when I realized there’d never
been a desk on the landing before.  I spun around, looking from the oak desk to
my doorless room, and then finally to Nanny Victoria.


 


“This is my desk from my room,” I
stammered.  “And my room… there’s no door on my room!”


 


“That’s right, Summer.”  Nanny
Victoria nodded resolutely.  “You proved to me yesterday that you couldn’t be
trusted behind closed doors.  You can do your schoolwork out here in the
hallway from now on, so I can keep an eye on you.”


 


I couldn’t believe what I was
hearing.  “You can’t do this to me.  I am an adult!”


 


“As long as you’re living under my
roof, you will abide by my rules.”  Nanny Victoria’s expression was stern, her
lips pursed.  “And tonight’s behaviour is just another nail in your coffin,
young lady.  You don’t come right home from school, you stay out late drinking
and doing god-knows-what?”


 


“None of your business is what.”  Something
about Nanny’s scowl made me feel suddenly defiant.  I wasn’t a kid.  “You can’t
control me.  I’ll do whatever I want.”


 


An antagonized flash crossed Nanny
Victoria’s face.  Even in the dark, I could see it.  “You’ve been with a boy,
haven’t you?”


 


“What?  No.”  She might as well have
asked if I’d been to outer space.


 


“Take off your clothes.”


 


She was standing a few paces away
from me, but she could have been on a distant planet.  I didn’t understand what
she wanted.


 


“Take them off, Summer.  Let me have
a look.”


 


“At what?”  I stepped out of my
pants, wondering if this was all a game.  Maybe we’d end up in her bed again,
just like last night.  That would be good.  My pussy was swollen and aching
with want after spending a whole night with Kira.


 


I hissed as I peeled off my bra and
Nanny Victoria came close to investigate.  She didn’t turn the hall lights on,
but she didn’t need to.  Even the moon in the sky could see that my nipples
were abraded.  She looked down at my pussy next, my clit poking rudely from
between my slick shaved lips.  God, I hoped she would touch me.


 


“Who did this to you?”  Nanny
Victoria’s voice was hard and demanding.


 


“Just a girl in my class.”  I
shrugged.  “I gave her twenty bucks.  Whatever.”


 


Nanny’s eyes shot wide open, her
pupils dilating, fixing on me like a hawk’s.  “You paid another girl for sexual
favours?”


 


It sounded sleazy, the way she said
it, and I suddenly felt more sober than before.  “Kira didn’t mind.  Really. 
She didn’t.”


 


The fury in Nanny Victoria’s eyes
drove me away from her, but as I backed up my butt met my desk.  Maybe it was
stupid of me to think all would be forgiven, that she’d open her nightgown and
I’d suckle her gently just like last night.  She did not seem amused.  She just
stood before me, her shoulders rising with every breath but never settling
right back down again.  Everything about her seemed tight.


 


“Turn around,” she hissed.  “Front
down on the desk.”


 


I hesitated, but the whites of her
eyes told me she was serious, so I turned toward my desk and set my naked
breasts on the wood grain.  Oh, my searing nipples cried in pain, but I kept my
chest down.  I didn’t even look back.  I knew what was coming.


 


“Bad girl!”  Nanny Victoria brought
her palm down on my bare bum so hard I lurched forward.  “What you did was very
naughty, Summer.”


 


“I’m sorry,” I mumbled.  I wasn’t
really sorry.  “I’ll never do it again.”  Sure I would.


 


“You expect me to be convinced by
that pitiful apology?”  Her hand came down smack in the centre of the same
cheek she’d just struck, and that spot started to tingle.


 


When she spanked me there again, the
tingle started to prick.  After the next spanking the prick turned to a glow,
but not a pleasant one.  It sort of felt like my butt was being electrocuted.


 


“What do you have to say for
yourself now?”


 


I didn’t know what else to say, so I
croaked out, “I’m sorry, Nanny Victoria.”


 


The soft fabric of her nightgown
swept the side of my leg, a welcome reprieve from the harsh slaps she’d rained
down on me.  As she shifted beside me, slowly circling her palm over my blazing
ass, I thought maybe it was over.  She’d made her point.


 


“Did you think for even a second,”
she asked, “that maybe, just maybe, your actions might impact someone else?”


 


Sure, she’d slapped some sense into
me, but I was still a little too inebriated to wrap my head around that
question.  “I’m… sorry?”


 


“What are you sorry for, Summer?” 
Her hand paused over the crack of my ass, fingers on one cheek, palm hot
against the other.


 


“For being… bad?”


 


Obviously, that wasn’t the right
answer.  Pressing down on my back with one hand, Nanny Victoria spanked the
cheek that had so far gone unscathed.  She smacked me hard, smacked me again,
twice more, and then another time after that.  She spanked me until I couldn’t believe
the burn.  Shouldn’t all the wine I’d drunk have numbed my flesh?  Well, it
hadn’t.  My ass blazed under Nanny Victoria’s domineering blows.


 


“It hurts,” I whimpered.  Hot tears
burned my eyes while Nanny’s hand set fire to my flesh.  “Oh God, it hurts so
much!”


 


I tried to reach back, to cover my
blazing bottom with my hands, but she blocked one with her thigh and grabbed
the other wrist, twisting it behind my back and holding it there.  She smacked
me once more and I tried to wrangle free, but Nanny Victoria was stronger than
she looked.  She held me down, pressing her elbow into my back, pushing my
tender nipples harder against the wooden desktop.


 


“Nanny, it hurts!”  I couldn’t
believe it when the tears fell from my eyes, landing in wet splotches like ink
spots on my desk.  “Nanny, please!”


 


“I’m only doing this so you’ll
learn,” she said.  Her voice was so calm it frightened me, but I couldn’t deny
the juice between my legs as another blow fell.  There was something
delightfully devilish about feeling so much pain at Nanny’s hands.  It hurt
like hell, but I wanted it.  I wanted more.


 


And then she spanked me again, and I
asked myself if the pleasure was really worth the pain.  My bottom blazed so
hot I wouldn’t be able to sit for a good long time.  She’d brought me to tears
with her punishment.  Is this really what I wanted?


 


But it was.  It was terrible but it
felt so good.


 


“Nanny,” I cried as she spanked me
again.  “I was naughty, so naughty!”


 


Just like that, she released her
hold on me.


 


I thought it was a trick.  I didn’t
move, just whimpered against my desk, waiting for the next blow to fall.  When
nothing happened, I opened my eyes and blinked away my tears.  My face loomed
so close to the railing overlooking the first floor that my whole world started
spinning.


 


“You’re done?”  I picked myself up
from the desk and turned around, holding my sore bum away from the wood.  Nanny
stood in the dark hallway like a ghost, one hand covering her mouth as though
she’d frightened herself.  “Are you finished punishing me, Nanny?”


 


Nanny shook her head.  Her loose
hair looked almost blue in the moonlight.  “You mustn’t see this girl again.”


 


“Who, Kira?”


 


“Kira.”  Saying the name seemed to
make Nanny Victoria sick.  Her skin looked blue too.  “She’s a bad influence on
you, this girl.”


 


I laughed because I felt confused. 
“If anything, I’m a bad influence on her.  It was my idea to—”


 


“Shht!”  Nanny cut me off, placing a
firm finger against my lips.  “That was very naughty of you.”


 


Nanny Victoria traced her fingers
down my belly, making me jump.  My knees buckled and I struggled to stay
upright.  When she reached my bare pussy, I thought for sure she was going to
rub my clit, maybe even eat me, but instead she drew her hand back and slapped
me.


 


I shrieked, “Nanny!”


 


As her hand drew away from my
sopping wet pussy, gossamer strands of my wetness went with her.  My engorged
clit ached for more touch, even this harsh smacking sort, and I opened my legs
to give her better access.


 


“You mustn’t see her again.”  Nanny
Victoria slapped my pussy, striking my lips and my clit, making me arch back
over the desk and hiss.  I wanted more, and Nanny provided, spanking my fat red
clit, smacking my pussy lips.  It felt incredible.  The pain was nothing to the
pleasure.  “Promise me you won’t see her.”


 


“But I can’t not see her, Nanny.”  I
held my position, legs spread, leaning back against the desk, but Nanny
Victoria stopped spanking me.  “She’s in my classes.  When I go to school I’m
going to see her.”


 


I felt like I was being perfectly
reasonable, but Nanny’s brow furrowed and her lips pressed tight together. 
“You must not see her.”


 


“But I have to.”  I held my pose,
watching her hand.  Why was this such a big deal?  “Aren’t you going to spank
me again, Nanny?”


 


She shook her head, then started
down the stairs, walking slowly.  “No, Summer.  You’ve disappointed me
terribly.”


 


My heart sank, but at the same time
a surge of rebellion kindled in my belly.  My bum still burned from Nanny’s
spankings, so I stepped straight into my track pants, since the insides were
nice and fuzzy.  When I was dressed, I picked up my backpack and raced down the
stairs.


 


“You can’t treat me like this, you
know.”  I opened the front door.  “I’m not a child.”


 


Nanny Victoria stepped out from the
kitchen, milk in hand, and I wondered if she was making it for us, if tonight
would be like last night.  “I know what’s best for you,” Nanny reasoned. 
“You’re too young to make good decisions.”


 


“So what?”  My head buzzed.  “Yeah,
okay, I’m young, but when else can you get away with doing stupid things?  And,
anyway, making mistakes teaches you not to do it again.  So just let me fucking
do it!”


 


“Where are you going?”


 


I stepped into the night.  “Out!”


 


“Get back here, Summer.” She raced
to the door just as I closed it, and I was already on the run by the time she
opened it again and called,  “Get back here, so help me!”


 


The night was mine.







 


 


Chapter 5


 


 


I stood in the tampon aisle at the
all-night drug store, remembering a time when I was embarrassed to buy them.


 


Just three steps to the right was my
target product, but I couldn’t bear to stand in front of it.  It would be so
humiliating to put them up on the counter in front of the cute young cashier
while she rang up my bill.  She would know just what I was up to if I bought
the soothers too.  What I really wanted was a baby bonnet, but the drug store
didn’t sell any.


 


Adult diapers.


 


If the package hadn’t been so big
and bulky, I’d have shoved it under my shirt and walked out.  But imagine
getting caught for stealing diapers!  Imagine the embarrassment when the court
asked why I’d stolen them and I had to admit they were for me to wear, to teach
Nanny a lesson.  I would have to do so much explaining for them to understand
that I felt smothered by her, that she was treating me like a baby so I would
dress like a baby.  It was a shock tactic.


 


Everything I wanted was incredibly
pricey considering its function.  Swallowing my pride, I grabbed the cheapest
package and headed to the front.  The sleepy cashier didn’t look at me or my
diapers or my soothers or the pack of gum I’d thrown in just because I liked to
buy things in threes.  Was her disinterest a relief?  I wasn’t sure because
now, for some strange reason, I craved judgement.  I wanted her to tell me I was
a sick freak.


 


Maybe Nanny Victoria would say those
words.


 


When I got home, Nanny was asleep on
the sofa and seeing her like that made my chest feel gauzy and full.  Two mugs
of warm milk sat on the coffee table.  When I saw those, I felt awful for running
off, but as much as I wanted her to know I was safe I just couldn’t bring
myself to wake her.  All that wine was catching up with me.  I was too tired to
go through with my plan tonight.  Anyway, I had an early class.


 


Covering Nanny Victoria with a warm
blanket, I left her on the couch and went to my doorless bedroom.  She’d moved
from the couch by the time I snuck off to class the next morning.  I couldn’t
leave the diapers in my room, because Nanny Victoria searched my stuff. This
was something I now took for granted, though it really was an invasion of my
privacy.  I packed the diapers and soothers into a gym bag with some workout
gear on top.  Nobody at school would ask.


 


Except Kira.


 


“What’s in the bag, Summer?”  She
followed me out of our last class, and my heart beat really fast knowing she
wanted to be around me.


 


“Nothing,” I said.  “Just my gym
stuff.”


 


“Are you going to the gym?”  Kira
walked beside me like a puppy.


 


I lied.  “I went first thing this
morning.  Home time now.”


 


“I’ll come with you,” she offered. 
“I want to see where you live.”


 


“You can’t,” I snapped.


 


As much as I wanted to be around
Kira in a general way, right now I needed her off my tail.  My pussy had been
wet all day with the excitement of my sordid idea.  But now Kira looked so hurt
that I took her in my arms and said, “I’m sorry.”


 


“I don’t get you,” she said in a
whimper.  “I thought you liked me, and now you don’t?”


 


“I thought you weren’t a lesbian,” I
teased.  “So why would you care?”


 


A sneaky smirk broke across her
lips.  She laughed, but then asked, “What aren’t you telling me?”


 


I don’t know why, but I answered. 
We sat together on a bench outside her dorm and I told her all about the
dynamic between me and my landlady, who was an old friend of my mother’s.  She
kept saying, “That’s not fair” when I told her about the controlling stuff—the
parental lock on the TV, the crazy curfews, taking my door off the hinges—but
she gasped when I confessed what had happened the other night in Nanny
Victoria’s bed.


 


“That’s so kinky!”  Kira slapped me
on the thigh.  “We should do something like that.”


 


I shot her an incredulous stare. 
“Why do you think I paid you to suck my tits?  Nanny wouldn’t do it.”


 


“You’ll have to do mine next,” Kira
cooed.  She looked so cute with her head cocked to one side, her slick black
hair cascading over one shoulder.  “So, what’s really in the bag?”


 


The idea of telling her filled my
belly with butterflies.  I wanted to, but the words wouldn’t come, so I
unzipped my gym bag and showed her.  At first, Kira looked perplexed, liked she
didn’t understand.  Then after a moment her eyes grew wide and she covered her
mouth with her hand.  “Oh my gosh.”


 


“Yeah, I know.”  I felt scared and I
didn’t know why.


 


“I’ve never met anybody who was into
that stuff.”


 


I nodded.  “I know.”  My heart
thudded so loudly it was all I could hear.  “I know it’s weird, but I have to
show her how she’s infantilizing me.  She doesn’t seem to get it.”


 


“Wow.”  Kira scored her palms
against the harsh wool of today’s blue and green kilt.  “Wish I could be
there.”


 


She surprised me, then, by leaning
close and kissing me quickly.  It was just a press of her lips on mine, no
tongue, and it happened so fast it was over before I realized it had begun, but
it certainly made an impression.  There were students walking by, and she’d
been so concerned before about what other people might think.


 


I thought about that kiss all the
way home.  Kira assured me she’d be in her dorm room thinking about me in
pigtails and a diaper, being disciplined by this ghost of Nanny.  The idea
aroused me too.


 


Nanny Victoria would have heard the
front door open, so I snuck around to the backyard.  The trellis and
late-season ivy still concealed the patio from neighbours’ prying eyes, so I
undressed quickly, revelling naked in the afternoon sun.  I’d brought two pink
satin ribbons, and I used them to tie my long hair up in high pigtails at the
sides of my head.


 


My stomach quaked as I gazed into my
gym bag.  Was I really going to go through with this?  Of course I was.  All I
had to do was think about Kira back in her dorm room, legs spread, skirt above
her waist, playing with her pussy while she imagined this scene, and that drove
me to action.


 


It felt weird, stepping into a
diaper.  I didn’t even like using pads when I had my period, so it felt really
uncomfortable wearing one that swaddled my whole pelvis.  My stomach flipped as
I stepped in front of the kitchen door, six feet of darkened glass which served
as a mirror.  I found my appearance shocking: blonde pigtails, naked breasts
with soft pink nipples, long legs, and then a diaper?  I remembered the
soothers in the bottom of my gym bag, and when I put one in my mouth it
completed the ensemble.


 


What would Nanny Victoria think of
me?


 


Only one way to find out.  I
unlocked the glass door and slid it open, leaving my bags outside while I snuck
in.  “Nanny?”


 


Closing the door, I walked through
the kitchen and into the hallway.  She was obviously working, and I felt badly
interrupting her until I crept upstairs and remembered my room had no door and
my desk was in the hall.


 


I heard the chair squeak in her
office, and asked myself where I most wanted to be.  The answer was obvious: in
her bedroom.  That’s where I went, sitting in the middle of her bed like a disobedient
puppy.  I took the soother from my mouth only long enough to say, “Nanny
Victoria?”


 


Every footstep made my tummy
flip-flop, but I sat up straight, waiting for her to appear in the doorway.


 


She gasped when she saw me.  The
image was shocking, I knew that much, but Nanny Victoria was rendered
speechless.  Standing there in her dark blue cotton dress with the lace collar,
she pressed both hands against the door jamb, her jaw hanging open in what
might have been horror.  I couldn’t be sure.


 


“Now do you see how you’ve been
treating me?”  I held my soother against my breast, flicking my nipple with the
wet rubber.  “I’m twenty years old and you treat me like a baby!”


 


“Summer, take that off and act your
age.”  She spoke in such a whisper I could barely hear her.  “You’re being
preposterous.”


 


“Am I, Victoria?”  No Nanny,
not this time.  Just Victoria.  “If you want to control my actions, you have to
take responsibility for my behaviour too.  You can’t have one without the
other.”


 


She shook her head.  “What are you
talking about?”


 


I knew this part wouldn’t be easy,
and I was right.  I kneeled on Nanny Victoria’s bed, legs spread, bum sitting
back against my heels, trying to make myself pee. Every time I thought I’d let
go just enough, my muscles would all tighten up again and nothing would come
out.


 


“Summer, what are you doing to me?” 
Nanny stepped beyond the threshold like she was in a trance.  “What is all
this?”


 


The lost look in her eyes as she
fingered my hair, letting golden strands fall against my breasts, made me feel
very odd.  The butterflies in my belly moved lower.  They turned hot in my
pelvis, their buzzing warmth taking over my bare pussy lips and even my
thighs.  My clit pulsed like another heartbeat, and that’s when I knew my plan
was bound to fail.


 


“I have been unfair to you, haven’t
I?”  Nanny took the soother from between my lips, but my throat was too raw
with tears to speak.  I only nodded, leaning forward to press my forehead
against her consoling belly.


 


“It was all for your own good,” she
said, her voice high and defensive.  She played with my pigtails, letting them
fall against my naked shoulders.  “But even nannies can be wrong once in a
while.  Perhaps you’re right, I’ve been overprotective.”


 


I nodded against her belly, wanting
to apologize for making her feel bad about herself, and for making her feel
uncomfortable by dressing this way.


 


Wrapping my arms around her waist, I
said, “I love you, Nanny.  I know you were just trying to keep me out of
trouble.”


 


She sighed, taking a seat at the
foot of the bed.  “Oh, it was more than that, Summer.  I wanted to keep you to
myself.”


 


Maybe I knew that already, but the
statement surprised me.  “You did?”


 


She took a deep breath, raising her
shoulders high and letting them fall low.  “I did.  But I see now you’ll never
be mine, not exclusively mine.”


 


“Not exclusively,” I said slowly,
setting my head on her shoulder.  “But sure I’m yours, Nanny Victoria.  I am.”


 


I turned my head up to her, and the
look of adoration in her eyes made me think she was going to kiss me.  She
didn’t.  She did, however, undo the mother-of-pearl buttons down the front of
her dress.  No slip on underneath. No bra.  Nothing but those pendulous breasts
I’d quickly learned to love.


 


“Suckle, Summer.” Nanny set her hand
on the back of my head and I eased forward like I was in a trance.  “Suckle
Nanny’s breast, baby.”


 


My pussy throbbed when she said
those words.  The ache between my legs made me squirm, but I settled the moment
my lips latched on to Nanny’s nipple.  I loved the warmth of her big breast and
the hardness of that dark nipple against my soft tongue.  I loved the way I
could push my face against her boob, bury my nose in that mass of flesh until I
could barely breathe.  I loved how dizzy I would feel when I did that, and how
sleepy.


 


I closed my eyes when she started
rocking gently, cradling me in her arms.  I’d never felt so cared for, and when
she started singing to me I sucked her breast slower, in time with her gentle
rendition of that mockingbird song.


 


“Hush little baby, don’t say a
word.  Mama’s gonna buy you a mockingbird…”


 


My lips turned up at the edges,
around Nanny’s nipple.  I was smiling in my half-sleep, my heart beating in
time with hers.  In that moment, Nanny Victoria was my whole world.  I belonged
to her.


 


“And if that diamond ring turns
brass, Mama’s gonna buy you a looking glass…”


 


I hugged Nanny Victoria around the
middle, bringing myself as close as close could be.  A blazing heat rose from
between her thighs, and it made me think of what she might look like down
there, which I quickly realized I didn’t want to think about. She had the same
parts I had, the same parts Kira had, but with Nanny Victoria it was different
somehow.  I only wanted what was on top.


 


“And if that cart and bull turn
over, Mama's gonna buy you a dog named Rover...”


 


The rocking motion made me so tired
I could have sworn I’d fallen asleep, except that my mouth was still sucking
Nanny’s nipple.  I could feel the motion of that hard bud in the middle of my
tongue, the soft flesh at the base, and my whole body felt warm even though I
was nearly naked.


 


“And if that horse and cart fall
down, you'd still be the sweetest little baby in town…”


 


Oh, I felt so loved and so relaxed. 
Lying in Nanny Victoria’s lap, I let go and felt a warm stream leave my body,
filling my diaper with moisture.  I’d meant to do this, initially, to prove a
point, but I couldn’t manage to pee out of spite.  It felt odd, peeing with the
diaper’s lining right up against my pussy lips.  It felt like I was peeing my
pants, which, in a way, I suppose I was.


 


For a moment, I felt supremely
relaxed.







 


 


Chapter 6


 


 


When I looked up into Nanny
Victoria’s warm, caring eyes, I realized I had to tell her I’d just wet my
diaper.  Once that thought occurred to me, I felt terribly embarrassed by what
I’d just done.  I was a young woman, a grown woman, and I’d peed myself.


 


A knot tightened in my belly.  I
couldn’t say the words.  I tried, but what came out instead was a whimper.  And
then another.  And then I released her nipple from my mouth and pressed my face
against her big breast, and I started to cry.


 


“Oh, baby, what’s wrong?”  She
petted my arm with just her fingertips, and the sensation calmed me enough to
speak.


 


“I wet myself,” I told her.  “My
diaper is wet.”


 


After last night, I expected Nanny
Victoria to toss me over her lap, pull down my diaper, and smack my bottom,
shouting, “You disgust me, Summer.  You should be ashamed.”  I expected her to
spank my somewhat damp ass cheeks until they burned, until I writhed in her
lap, struggling to get away while she grasped my wrists, holding them flush to
my back, never letting go.


 


That’s not at all what happened.


 


“Come, dear.”  Nanny led me to the
bathroom, pulled down my diaper, and ran me a bath.  When the sharp scent of
urine hit my nose, my cheeks burned scarlet.  I felt unspeakably embarrassed
that I’d wet myself, even though that was the plan all along.


 


I wanted to show Nanny Victoria
she’d been treating me like a baby and make her answer for it, but the
transition was difficult.  It was hard to be an adult and a child both at
once.  Maybe that was my problem in general, the reason I’d gotten into so much
trouble back home: I’d brought my juvenile mindset into my adult life.  I
hadn’t completed the transition.  I wondered when that would happen, exactly. 
How long would it take to become an adult and nothing but?


 


Nanny Victoria added lots of bubbles
to the bath, which made me glad, since the strawberry scent covered up the
smell of my pee.  My diaper was still sitting on the floor, and it embarrassed
me so much I couldn’t stop glancing at it.


 


“Let me help you in, Summer.”  Nanny
took both my hands as I stepped into the tub.  The warmth on my feet and ankles
pleased me so much I sat down quickly, leaning my head back on the tiled wall. 
“That feels lovely, doesn’t it?”


 


I nodded, but I was staring at her
naked breasts.  She’d rolled up the sleeves on her dress, but she hadn’t closed
up the front of it, and just the sight of those dark, fat nipples made me want
to suck them.


 


“Let’s give you a quick wash.” 
Nanny grabbed the cloth hanging over the faucet and swished it around in the
water, brushing my thigh under the bubbles.


 


“We start with your face.”  Nanny
Victoria pressed the warm washcloth over my mouth and my nose, and I could
hardly breathe through the wet heat. I squirmed away, but she caught my head
with her free hand to keep me from banging it on the tile.  “Hold still,
Summer.  I’m only trying to get you all nice and squeaky clean.”


 


I struggled against her until she
flicked the washcloth underwater again, rewetting it, then tracing it across my
cheeks and behind my ears.  “Any bunnies back there?”


 


That made me laugh.


 


“Any bunnies behind the other ear?” 
She scrubbed my neck next, and it hurt so much I edged away.  “No, no, no,
Summer.  Your neck is filthy.  We need to get all this yucky dirt off, all
right?”


 


I sighed, leaning back a touch to
get a better view of her breasts bouncing and waving as she struggled with me. 
They were hypnotic, Nanny’s boobs.  I loved them so much.


 


When she was done with my neck,
Nanny rinsed the washcloth in the tub and brought it up to my chest, cleaning
my arms and tickling my armpits, then centring in on my little breasts.  I’d
been hoping she’d touch me there since that first night I suckled her in her
bed, and now that it was actually happening I was so excited I started kicking
my feet, splashing in the water.


 


“Calm down, now.”  Nanny pressed the
washcloth down on each thigh in turn, and her insistence made me stop.  “Be a
good girl, Summer.”


 


She gazed at my nipples and sighed. 
They were still slightly raw from when Kira had sucked on them, and when Nanny
Victoria touched them with the warm cloth, that soothing feeling took over and
made me coo in approval.  She pressed her palm flush to one breast, cupping it
gently with her hand, and went around in slow circles.  One breast, then the
other.  So slow, so caring.


 


I breathed deeply, feeling my bare
pussy begging under the water.  If I tried to touch it, Nanny would shift my
hand away, wouldn’t she?  No sense in risking it.


 


“You’re being very good,” she told
me.


 


Smiling, I fixed my gaze on Nanny’s
big round breasts.  Her pale skin looked so pretty set against the dark blue
fabric of her open dress.  I felt tempted, like someone had set a big chocolate
cake on the table and said nothing of it, then left the room.  If I leaned
forward and started sucking, would she let me?  Hard to say.  But I wanted it
so I went for it, aiming my mouth at the nipple that wasn’t already red and
plump from the bedroom.  I took it in my mouth and sucked.


 


“Summer!”  Nanny arched away from
me.  “You’re getting me all wet.  Won’t you please sit still?”


 


When I whimpered, she shook her head
and smiled.  “Oh, very well.  Have it your way.”


 


Leaning down slightly, she allowed
me to trap her nipple between my lips and suck.  A rush of pleasure flooded my
veins as I held her breast with two wet hands.  Her skin was the perfect
temperature, smooth and consoling as the warm milk she’d prepared for me the
other night.


 


As I suckled Nanny Victoria’s
nipple, she retrieved the washcloth from between my legs, but didn’t move back
up to caress my small breasts.  She smoothed the warm, wet cloth across one
thigh and then the other, moving the bathwater so it waved against my hot pussy
lips.  It was the sort of motion I probably wouldn’t have noticed at all if I
weren’t already so aroused.


 


Underwater, she cupped the washcloth
around my bare but swollen pussy lips, squeezing gently and releasing, repeating
that motion like a pulse.


 


“This is a dirty part,” Nanny said. 
“It’s important to wash here.”


 


“Mmmmm.”  I nodded against her
breast, opening my legs wider in the water to give her better access.  It felt
so good when she squeezed there that I sucked her nipple harder, faster, and as
I did she started to stroke my pussy.  Rubbing in circles, she pressed one
finger between my lips, finding my clit all fat and engorged.  “Mmm-hmmm!”


 


I tried to press my pussy against
her hand, but the motion made me slip against the tub so I didn’t try again.  I
let her cleanse me at will, pressing gently, pressing harder, circling,
rubbing.  Oh, it felt wonderful.  Even when I detached from her breast to look,
I couldn’t see beyond the sheet of ripples in my bathwater.


 


She must have known she was bringing
me to orgasm, but she didn’t say anything as I whimpered and moaned against her
breast.  I was sucking her nipple so hard it must have hurt, but she didn’t
express any pain, not even when I gnawed on it.  Her fingers on my pussy felt
so good I couldn’t stop squirming, and she had to grab me around the shoulders
to keep me from sliding and hitting my head.


 


Somehow, in all my wailing and
thrashing, I ended up with my feet pressed to the bottom of the tub, my
shoulder on Nanny’s thigh while I thrust my pelvis up in the air.  Nanny
struggled to keep me in check, curling around my body until the world went dark
under the weight of her boobs.


 


I kept sucking, even as I squealed. 
Everything felt good.  I could hardly breathe, but I didn’t care.  I bucked up
against the heat of the washcloth and the strength of her firm hand.  My clit
throbbed ever faster as she worked my pussy.  Butterflies filled me, making me
itchy on the inside, making me want to sneeze, except not quite sneeze.  This
was different.


 


My orgasm raged through me, making
my legs tremble until I collapsed back down into the water with a big splash. 
The warmth of the bath kindled aftershocks in my body, which I felt even in my
breasts.  My nipples were hard against the cool air of the bathroom, and I
couldn’t stop panting, moaning, whimpering, even when I pulled away from
Nanny’s poor nipple.  It was all red and raw, the way mine had been after Kira
sucked them the other day.


 


I was staring at Nanny’s big breasts,
but I was thinking of Kira, wondering what she looked like under those
schoolgirl outfits she always wore.  When I realized Nanny was looking at me
like she was perplexed, I felt funny, a little guilty I think.  She’d brought
me to orgasm, and I was picturing another girl naked.


 


“All clean,” Nanny said with a kind
smile.  “Time to get out.”


 


She rose from the tub ledge and
grabbed a big white towel, swaddling me in its cuddly warmth when I stepped out
of the bath.


 


“Are you feeling sleepy now?”


 


I nodded.  Orgasms always made me
sleepy.


 


She buttoned up her dress, and I was
sad to see her big breasts disappear.  “Would you like to take a nap in Nanny’s
bed?”


 


Oh yes.  I nodded again, and she
hugged me tight, bringing me into her bedroom and opening the sheets.  Her
mattress was so soft and fluffy, and her sheets so tight and fragrant, that I
closed my eyes the minute she tucked me in, though I still had a towel wrapped
around me.


 


“Would you like to bring your friend
Kira home to play one day next week?”


 


I was already half asleep when Nanny
Victoria asked, but my eyes shot open.  I had no idea how to answer that
question.  I wasn’t even sure what she meant.


 


“Does Kira need a nanny too?” she
asked, as though she realized I required clarification.  “Have you thought
about having a play date here at home with your Nanny Victoria?”


 


Although  Nanny stood all the way by
the door, I could have sworn I could feel her sweet breath on my cheeks.  I
clung to Nanny’s nice quilt.  “I’ll ask.”  When Nanny didn’t move at all, I
asked, “You want to be her nanny?  If that’s what she wants, I mean?”


 


With a slow nod, she said, “I know
I’ve been harsh at times, and used a certain amount of discipline to keep you
in line, but I do care about you, Summer.  I have so much love to give.”


 


I didn’t want to respond to that.  I
didn’t know how, because I wasn’t sure exactly what she meant, so I closed my
eyes and pretended to sleep though I could hardly breathe.  When I peeked,
she’d gone away, and I picked up my soother from the foot of the bed, brushed
off the nipple, and stuck it in my mouth.  Again, I closed my eyes.  Sucking on
the soother helped me relax more than I’d ever have believed, and as I drifted
off I found myself imagining what it would be like if Nanny Victoria took care
of me and Kira at the same time.


 


 


 







 


 


Chapter 7


 


 


“We can’t do this.”  I stopped short
on the sidewalk, turning quickly to grab Kira by the arms.  “It’s gonna be
weird, don’t you think?”


 


She shrugged.  “Probably.  So what?”


 


“Okay, honestly?  I’m really afraid
that we’re gonna do this whole nanny thing together and you’ll be so freaked
out by it that you’ll never want to see me again.”


 


“Aww, that’s so cute!”  Kira kissed
me gently on the cheek before continuing down the street ahead of me.  I loved the
way her pleated skirt bopped against the backs of her calves.  She was the only
girl I knew who wore knee socks, and there was something about them I found
more alluring than bare flesh.  Kira really did the Japanese schoolgirl thing
right.


 


I called out, “You’re sure you want
to… you know…?”


 


She turned to face me, but didn’t
stop walking.  “Am I sure I want to put on a diaper and suck your Auntie’s
tits?  Yeah, I’m good with that.”


 


“She’s not my Aunt,” I said in a
semi whisper, hoping she would take the hint not to inform the whole
neighbourhood of our plans. Jogging to catch up, I said,  “Just a friend of my
mom’s.”


 


Kira’s eyes opened wide, followed
swiftly by her mouth.  “Oh my gosh, do you think she and your mom ever did
stuff like this?”


 


“Ewww!”  My stomach churned at the
thought.  “Why would you say that?”


 


“Just to gross you out.”  Kira
winked.  “And it obviously worked.”


 


I folded my arms around my middle. 
“Yeah, I think I’m gonna puke now.  Thanks a lot.”


 


“Hey, moms are people too.”  She glanced
around, like she’d suddenly realized she didn’t know where she was.  “Nice
neighbourhood.  Are we close to your house?”


 


“Right up there.”  I pointed to
Nanny Victoria’s place.  It had the nicest garden on the block, and Kira
admired the summer flowers still blooming in this unseasonably warm autumn
weather.


 


As we walked through the front gate
and up the path to the door, my blood felt like sludge in my veins.  I wanted
to walk backwards.  This just seemed like such a big risk.  What if Kira got
super weirded out and ran off and never spoke to me again?  Sure we hadn’t been
close for long, and we weren’t even a couple in any official sense, but I
already knew I’d die if she went away.


 


“Should I knock, or what?”  Kira had
walked up the front steps ahead of me, and she looked back, eyes sparkling in
the mid-afternoon sun.  We’d both had only morning classes that day.


 


Shuffling in front of her, I
unlocked the door and stepped inside.  Kira followed. She scanned the interior
with inquisitive eyes and the fact that she was now seeing the place I lived
for the first time made me look at it with fresh eyes.  Nanny Victoria’s house
seemed so big and dark and wooden and austere.  I hadn’t thought those thoughts
since I first arrived here.  It’s funny how you get used to things and then
stop seeing them.


 


Like Nanny Victoria.


 


She coasted down the stairs like the
monarch of her realm, with her hair done up in the usual bun.  Though she had
on the same sort of dress she wore every day—a long, dark cotton thing specked
with ghostly grey flowers—she looked different.  Her lips were pursed, which
wasn’t unusual, and her brow furrowed, which wasn’t unusual either, but I still
felt, in some dissociated way, like I was seeing her for the first time.


 


“You’re late.”  Nanny Victoria
stomped her foot when she reached the bottom of the stairs, and the knocking
sound surprised me.  She didn’t usually wear shoes in the house, and certainly
not leather schoolmarm boots.  That was different.  That was unusual.


 


“Sorry, Nanny Victoria.  We had to
stay a few minutes after class to—”


 


She cut me off, asking, “You were
naughty at school?”


 


“What?  No, we just had to talk to
the professor about—”


 


“But you don’t deny that you’re late
coming home.”


 


Kira stepped out from behind me, and
the awestruck look in her eye sent a slick, hot pulse between my thighs.  She
cast her head down, and then looked back up at Nanny, her eyebrows arching
penitently.  “We were late, Nanny Victoria.  We’re very sorry, and we
understand if you feel it necessary to punish us.”


 


Nanny stood a little straighter,
shifting her weight slightly and cocking her head.  “You must be Kira.”


 


“Yes, Nanny Victoria.”  God, she was
beautiful, the way her sleek black hair tumbled over her shoulders, shining
like oil.  And, better yet, she knew how to play this game.  “Summer said you
could take care of me.  Is that true?  Will you be my nanny?”


 


“I would be less reticent to say yes
if you’d arrived home on time.”  Nanny sighed dramatically, then stamped toward
the kitchen, returning with a wooden spoon in hand.  “But I suppose if you need
care, it might as well be from me.”


 


I couldn’t take my eyes off that
spoon.  “I thought we were gonna—”


 


“All in good time, Summer.”  Nanny
Victoria approached us, pointing toward the couch she’d fallen asleep on
waiting up for me the night I’d gone out to buy diapers.  “You could learn a
thing or two from your friend here.  Kira knew there’d be a price to pay for
arriving home late.  Bend over, girls.”


 


Not only did Kira bend over, she
flipped her schoolgirl skirt up over her bum and slid her cotton panties down
to her ankles.  With her flawless bottom exposed, she kneeled on the couch
cushion and leaned against the back, silently awaiting her punishment.


 


“Summer,” Nanny said, her voice hard
and unforgiving.  “Why can’t you be a little more like Kira?”


 


“Sorry, Nanny.”  Stealing my gaze
away from Kira’s gorgeous ass, I pushed my bottoms and panties to the floor and
stepped out of them, assuming the same position on the couch.


 


Nanny Victoria stepped in close to
my bare behind, and then seemed to change her mind and approached Kira
instead.  “I’m trying to decide, girls, whom to spank first.”


 


“Please spank me first, Nanny.” 
There was a begging quality to Kira’s voice that gave me butterflies low down
in my belly.  “It was more my fault than Summer’s.  I dawdled all the way
home.”


 


That wasn’t true in the least.  If
anyone had dawdled it was me.  I wondered where Kira learned to be so
beautifully submissive.  She was way better at it than I was, and that
realization made me more jealous than I cared to admit.


 


“Did you hear that, Summer?” 
Nanny’s gaze burned a hole in my back, but I didn’t turn around.  Maybe I
should have, because when she brought that spoon down on my ass, boy, I was not
expecting it!


 


“Oww!”  I started reaching back to
rub my poor bum, but another blow landed before my hand got there, so I quickly
moved it out of the way.


 


I hadn’t been spanked with a wooden
spoon since I was a child, and even then it was only on my palm.  This sting
was a brand new sensation, nothing close to the feeling of being spanked by
Nanny’s warm hand.  The spoon rendered more centralized, more succinct blows. 
There was no give.  The wood just pounded my soft flesh as she brought down
controlled slaps against my ass.


 


“What do you think, Summer?”  Nanny
smacked my bottom with metronomic precision, in the same spot again and again. 
“Is it time I start on Kira?”


 


Could I handle any more spankings? 
My bum was starting to burn in the spot where she struck me time after time,
and the meat beyond flesh felt sore, like I’d wake up tomorrow with a big
purple bruise.


 


“Yes!”  I looked over at Kira, and
felt a little shocked to find her staring right back at me.  She smiled, and I
couldn’t say anything more.


 


“Yes?” Nanny asked.  She punctuated
the question with another spanking, but she didn’t stop at one.  She kept
slapping my bum with the wooden spoon, until the spot that sort of burned and
sort of hurt began to blaze, throbbing almost as hard as my aching pussy.  “You
do seem eager to see your little friend punished.  You’re afraid, aren’t you
Summer?”


 


“No!”  I covered my bottom with my
hands.  The pain was too much.


 


Nanny Victoria shifted my hands
easily aside.  “You’re afraid Kira will become Nanny’s favourite.  You’re
afraid Nanny hasn’t room in her heart for two such pretty girls.”


 


“No more, Nanny.  No more, please!” 
Tears pricked my eyes as she cast a final slap. I broke down and cried
shamelessly into the couch.  “It hurts, Nanny.  Oh, it hurts!”


 


I felt her move away from me like a
cloud passing over the sun, and when I looked back she was standing behind
Kira, her palm tracing figure eights around that perfect ass.


 


“You saw how sternly Summer was
punished.”  The wooden spoon took over for Nanny’s hand now, still drawing
circles around Kira’s beautiful bum.  “Would you say you deserve to be equally
disciplined?”


 


“Yes, Nanny.”  Kira responded
without hesitation, and she reminded me of those snotty girls in high school,
the ones who sat at the front of the class and had the answer to every
question.


 


“You are a good girl, Kira.”  Nanny
tapped her bottom lightly with the spoon.  I watched intently, hypnotized by
the subtle ripples in Kira’s flesh.  “But, as you know, even a good girl must
be disciplined when she breaks the rules.  Isn’t that so, Summer?”


 


“Huh?”  It took a moment before I
realized she was talking to me.  “Oh, yeah, I guess so.”


 


Nanny Victoria raised an eyebrow. 
“Take note of how politely your friend responds when I address her.  You could
stand to be a little more like Kira.”


 


Kira was facing straight ahead, but
I could see her eyes subtly looking to the side to gauge my reaction.  She must
have known I was getting jealous of all the positive attention Nanny Victoria
was paying her.


 


When I heard the wooden spoon wallop
Kira’s ass, I turned to watch in mystified horror.  It was different when it
was happening to someone else.  I felt like I was walking by a car crash and
couldn’t help but peer inside.  Any blood, guts, pain?  That made me feel
guilty, too, but I couldn’t stop watching.


 


“Open your legs a little wider, my
dear.”  Nanny Victoria tapped the wooden spoon between Kira’s thighs.  “You saw
me spank Summer’s bottom, but I think you could benefit from other forms of
discipline.  What do you think, Kira?”


 


“I think you’re right, Nanny.”


 


“Did your pussy get very wet while
you watched me spank Summer?”


 


“Oh yes, Nanny Victoria.”  Kira
leaned down like she was trying to see between her legs.  “Very, very wet, and
very warm and tingly.”


 


“How do you think it might feel if I
were to spank you here?”  Nanny tapped the wooden spoon between Kira’s legs.


 


“I think it will hurt very much,
Nanny.”  Kira bunched up her skirt and held it above her waist.  “But I think
it might also feel good, in a way.”


 


I struggled to get a better view,
but it wasn’t easy.  Thank goodness Nanny instructed Kira to turn around.  When
she faced Nanny and leaned her shoulders against the back of the couch, that’s
when I finally got a good look at Kira’s pussy.  It must have really turned her
on, watching me get spanked, because her pink inner lips glistened with juice. 
They’d gotten so fat and engorged they stuck out past the outer ones, which
were neatly trimmed but not shaven.  Her bush wasn’t bushy, but a perfect black
triangle, like it had been painted on.


 


A gush of saliva flooded my mouth,
right underneath my tongue, as Nanny Victoria tapped the curved part of the
wooden spoon against Kira’s pretty pussy lips.


 


Kira whimpered, clinging to the hem
of her skirt, bringing it all the way up to her neck like a child hiding under
a blanket.  Her voice quivered when she said, “It’s going to hurt, I just know
it will.”


 


My pussy pulsed, a sweet naked ache,
and I wondered if Nanny would notice if I reached down to play with my
throbbing clit.


 


“Spread your legs a little wider.” 
Nanny tapped at Kira’s thighs, and the sight of that blond wood against the
girl’s smooth skin made me want to dive at her cunt.  “That’s a good girl.  Are
you ready, Kira?”


 


Kira poked the hem of her skirt into
her mouth and sucked on it while she nodded.  There was something wonderfully
wicked in the glint of her eye, the way she looked so innocent and so naughty
both at the same time.


 


“Are you certain?” Nanny asked.


 


I couldn’t believe how jealous I
felt seeing that concerned look in Nanny’s eyes.  She’d only just met Kira and
already she liked my friend better than she liked me.


 


Kira nodded, nibbling on the edge of
her plaid skirt with her perfect little teeth.  Nanny didn’t ask again.  She smacked
Kira full on the pussy, and a wet slapping sound echoed in my ears.  So did the
sound of Kira’s gasp, and then her squeal and hiss.  God, I was even more
jealous than before, hearing how she enjoyed Nanny’s punishment.


 


“How did that feel?” Nanny asked.


 


A mock-shy smile bled across Kira’s
lips.  “Good.”


 


Nanny straightened up, and her
expression changed to the one she’d worn while spanking me.  She slapped Kira’s
cunt with the spoon, and I could tell it was harder this time because of the
way Kira arched her back.  Her eyes shot wide open when Nanny did it again,
smacking her wet pussy lips with the wood.  In fact, those perfect pink lips
were already starting to turn red, from what I could see.


 


Kira whimpered like a kicked puppy
when the next smack struck, and I took the opportunity to reach down between my
legs, finding my pussy slick and wanting.  I almost gasped when my fingers met
my clit.  I had to bite the other hand to keep quiet, and that didn’t get any
easier as I rubbed my fat little bud in tight circles.


 


“How does it feel now?”  Nanny wore
a triumphant smirk, to which I felt strangely a party.  “Still good?”


 


“Mmhmm.”  Kira nodded, but let her
skirt fall from between her teeth.  “Hurts now.”


 


Nanny Victoria raised an eyebrow. 
“Does it?”


 


When Kira nodded deeply, Nanny
smacked her cunt again and I swear that time I could feel the pang of wood
against my slick pussy.  My clit throbbed against my fingers as I bit down
harder on my hand.


 


“Summer,” Nanny said, and I quickly
stole my fingers away from my pussy.  “Take off Kira’s top.”


 


My breath caught at the very idea of
exposing her breasts, and I was afraid I might get a little pussy juice on her
clothes, since my fingers were drenched in it, but I tore at the hem of her
sweater anyway, pulling it up and over Kira’s head.  The white button-down
shirt she had on underneath lifted up with it, but fell quickly back down to
cover the hollow expanse of her belly.


 


I unbuttoned Kira’s shirt as quickly
as my fumbling fingers would let me, exposing her soft stomach.  Her plain
white bra was thin enough that I could see her dark nipples right through that
stretchy, shiny fabric.  As I watched them harden into tight buds, I could
suddenly feel my own tits pressing against the cups of my bra like they were
dying to get out.


 


Kira’s bra opened with a little
latch in the front, and when I’d undone it, the elastic took over, flinging the
stretchy cups away from her breasts.  They weren’t very big, but there was
something appealing about that.  She must have been insanely aroused because
her nipples were hard as pencil erasers.  My mouth watered to suck them, but I
wouldn’t take the chance, not until Nanny told me to.


 


“Out of the way now, Summer.”  Nanny
brushed me off Kira’s arm with the wooden spoon, like I was taking up too much
space, and the feeling that she didn’t want me around made my throat burn. 
“You’ve already had your turn.”


 


When I curled up in the corner of
the couch and folded my knees up against my chest, Kira glanced over, so I
spread my legs a little to give her a glimpse at my shaved pussy.  Her smile
was well concealed from Nanny Victoria, but I saw it.  That look of arousal on
her face was worth the slight burn of sitting on my ass.  It was still tender
from the spankings.


 


Nothing in this world was hotter
than Kira kneeling on the couch, legs splayed, pussy dripping, skirt pulled up
past her waist, and breasts exposed.  I loved the way her white shirt slipped
off one shoulder just a little bit and she didn’t seem to notice.


 


“Can you imagine where I’m going to
spank you next?” Nanny asked, wielding the spoon like a weapon.  When Kira
didn’t answer, she asked, “Summer?  What do you think?”


 


I was surprised that she asked me,
and I felt like I was getting my chance to be the goody two-shoes.  “I think
you’re going to spank her breasts, Nanny Victoria.”


 


Nanny’s wooden spoon thwacked Kira’s
pussy, making me jump against the side of the couch.  That spanking was so
swift and unexpected it got my pulse racing.  Kira just squealed, arching her
back while Nanny traced the spoon in figure eights around her clit and her
hole.  That wood was so slick with pussy juice it shimmered in the low light
sneaking in from outside.


 


Kira’s little tits were next, of
course.  Nanny lifted the spoon from between Kira’s thighs and whacked first
one tit, then the other.  Not hard.  Just gently the first time, but it was
enough to transfer pussy juice from the spoon to her nipples.  God, I wanted to
bend over and suck them.  They were calling out to me, so dark and rigid.  I
could just hear the sounds Kira would make when I sucked them.


 


But I didn’t.  I couldn’t, not with
Nanny standing right there.  I just waited, feeling the juice drip from my
pussy lips until it met the couch cushion.  I would get in trouble, no doubt.
Later.


 


“What did you think of that, Kira?”


 


Nanny gently smacked the base of
Kira’s breasts, working her way up to those perfectly pointed nipples, then
smacking them too.  Her little boobs bounced a touch, making my pussy
palpitate.  I wanted to reach down and touch it again, but there was no way.  I
was too exposed now.  Nanny would see for sure.


 


“What do you think of your friend’s
breasts?” Nanny asked me.


 


“Oh.” I bolted upright, realizing my
hand had slipped down my belly in search of wet heat.  “I like them.”


 


Nanny gave those little tits another
firm smack, and Kira hissed.  “They’re quite a bit smaller than yours, Summer.”


 


“That’s okay.”  I glanced at Kira,
thinking she’d be hurt by that statement, but her smile only grew.  She looked
so sneaky, the way her eyelids closed a touch and her nose twitched.


 


Nanny Victoria took a step back and
lightly tapped the wooden spoon against her lips.  Oh, I was so jealous
watching that.  I’d have been sucking on that wood like it was covered in cake
batter.


 


“Take your top off, Summer.”


 


My heart hammered in my chest.  It
was silly to feel overwhelmed by the invitation, but it was such perfect
timing.  I was starting to think Nanny didn’t care about me anymore.


 


Tearing off my T-shirt and bra, I
tossed both over the side of the couch and took up the same position as Kira. 
She still had her skirt hiked above her waist and her shirt clinging
desperately to her shoulders, but I was buck naked.  It was kind of freeing.


 


“Where are you going to spank me,
Nanny?”  Just saying the words made my clit jut proudly between my shaved pussy
lips, throbbing like a hot, wet, wild thing.


 


“Where do you think you ought to be
spanked?” Nanny asked.


 


I didn’t have to think about it. 
“On my pussy.”


 


She sure didn’t waste any time.  As
I looked down, Nanny Victoria was already bringing the wooden spoon between my
legs.  In fact, the blow struck before I even realized it, and my physical
reaction to the slap of pain didn’t even hit until I saw her pull away a
gossamer strand of my pussy juice.  That clear nectar gleamed against the blond
wood, mesmerizing me enough that pain ghosted in the background.


 


The same was not true for the next
slap.  I felt it almost before it landed and flinched, forcing the blow to land
hard against my fat clit.  A surge of electricity bright as lightning shot
through my body.  I’d never been electrocuted, but I’m sure it would feel a lot
like being spanked hard on the clit.


 


The spankings kept coming, and I
couldn’t take my eyes off of the wooden spoon, watching it beyond my pale
breasts as it struck the very pink of me, which was getting quite red,
actually.  Even my shaved outer lips felt swollen and blushing.


 


“My oh my, little Kira!”  Nanny
stopped spanking me, her voice glittering with laughter, and I glanced over at
my friend.  “You’re ready for more, are you?”


 


Kira had turned around and set her
shoulders against the back of the sofa, her bum up in the air.  Her skirt was
up over her waist, of course, and she was holding her cheeks wide open with both
hands, exposing the dark pink pucker of her asshole.  “Spank me here?”


 


I hadn’t even got my boobs spanked
yet and already Kira was drawing Nanny’s attention away from me.  Again I felt
that grizzly growl in my belly, like the jealousy and ire couldn’t keep quiet. 
At the same time, though, the sight of Kira’s asshole made something inside of
me flicker, and I suddenly got this weird image in my mind of me licking it
with the tip of my tongue.


 


“Summer,” Nanny Victoria said
without turning in my direction.  She set the wooden spoon down on the coffee
table.  “Get yourself and your friend ready for nursing.  Your things are on
the back deck.  I’ll be out momentarily.”


 


Without another word, she turned
around and walked upstairs.


 


I didn’t move until I heard her
bedroom door shut, and neither did Kira.  But, from where I was kneeling I had
a perfect view of the wooden spoon.  It was just sitting there.  Waiting.


 







 


  


Chapter 8


 


 


“Nanny’s gone upstairs,” I said to
Kira.  She hadn’t moved from her backward position on the couch, holding her
butt cheeks wide open so her asshole puckered and begged.  “It’s just the two
of us now.”


 


Kira didn’t reply.


 


“She wants us to go outside and get
ready.”


 


“Why outside?” Kira asked without
turning around.


 


“That’s where the stuff is.”  I
still felt weird saying the words.  “Our diapers.”


 


Kira chuckled, but the tone wasn’t
high and mocking, not at all.  It was lustful, rough as gravel, open to the
experience.  “Should I get up now?”


 


Her asshole continued to demand my
attention.  I rose and tentatively reached toward the coffee table.  There was
something about wrapping my fingers around the spoon’s wooden handle that sent
a burst of power through me, and I wanted that control at least for a little
while.  “Not yet.”


 


I stared at her asshole, the way the
flesh itself was a little darker on the outside than the inside, the way it
raised and puckered, beckoning me.  Without even thinking, I grabbed her cheeks
just below where her fingers dug into the perfect soft skin and I plunged my
face between them.


 


Kira yelped but she didn’t say no
when I took one long lick of her asshole.  I’d be lying if I said it tasted
like rosewater and honey, but it actually didn’t taste as bad as I thought.  I
licked her again, tracing my tongue in circles around the wrinkled skin,
working my way toward the centre as it writhed.  It was so alive, her asshole. 
It wanted my tongue.  It wanted even more than I was willing to give.


 


“What about Nanny?” Kira asked,
whimpering. “She’ll be down soon. Shouldn’t we get ready?”


 


I stood up and away from her ass,
still clutching the wooden spoon in my right hand.  She held her cheeks open,
perched against the back of the sofa, looking back almost in need.  Her dark
gaze filled me with some sentiment I couldn’t quite name, but it made my knees
weak and my heart pump like we were on the run, like there wasn’t much time.


 


“Smack it,” she said.


 


“It?”  I knew what she meant. I
don’t know why I asked.


 


“Spank my asshole.”  She bit her
bottom lip and I watched the plump pinkness squeeze out from under her
tooth.    “Please?”


 


I couldn’t get over how beautiful
she was, sitting there offering me her ass.  I wasn’t sure how this was going
to work, if her cheeks were spread wide enough that the spoon would even make
contact with her asshole, but I spanked her anyway, and I sure hit something.


 


Kira jerked forward, very nearly
smacking her head against the wall.  I went again right away, watching the
spoon very carefully as I spanked her.  Sure enough, the curved wood got right
in between her smooth, soft cheeks and struck her puckered hole, making her
squeal and jerk forward yet again.  Now that I was sure I was making contact, I
couldn’t help myself.


 


Smack!


 


“Spank my asshole.”  Kira spoke
quietly, like she was talking to herself.


 


Smack!


 


“Spank my asshole.”


 


Smack!


 


“Spank it!”  Not so quiet now.


 


Smack!


 


“Oh my gosh!”  A growl, like a
bear.  “Spank it.”


 


Smack!


 


Upstairs, Nanny Victoria’s door
squealed and Kira whipped her head around to look at me, her eyes wide as dinner
plates.  I’m sure I looked exactly the same, but I didn’t hold that pose for
long.  My bum burned as I imagined my punishment for not following
instructions.  I dropped the spoon back on the coffee table and I was off like
a shot out the kitchen door, with Kira hot on my tail.


 


“Oh, it’s nice out here,” she said
as I looked around for my gym bag.  My heart hammered in my ears.  “I like all
the trellises and ivy.  Guess that’s so the neighbours can’t see what Nanny
gets up to.”


 


I spotted the bag as Kira spoke, but
her words stopped me in my tracks.  It hadn’t occurred to me that Nanny
Victoria might ever have done this sort of thing before my arrival, or that
she’d planned her garden’s architecture with privacy in mind.  It froze me in
thought until Kira asked, “What?”


 


“Hmm?”  I shook my head, trying to
recover quickly from that incoherent sense of betrayal.  “Oh, the stuff is
right there.  Take off your clothes.”


 


She dropped them in a pile on the
deck, which was warm against my bare feet even in the autumn.  I wondered if
I’d ever get used to temperatures in Nanny Victoria’s part of the country. 
Where I grew up you could never go outside naked after August.  Not that I ever
really put that rule to the test.  I had to admit, being naked outdoors was incredibly
freeing.


 


Kira wasn’t naked.  She still had on
her knee socks.  But that was okay.  In fact, that was good.


 


I tried to look for Nanny though the
glass door, but all I saw was the glare.  Digging two diapers out of the bag, I
handed one to Kira.  The moment her hand met the absorbent whiteness, I
suddenly felt like all my insides turned to lava, and I clenched my ass to keep
everything in place.


 


“Put this on.  You just… step in.” 
I showed her, slipping mine up to my hips.  Suddenly I felt very hot and
humiliated, standing diapered in front of this girl I liked.


 


But Kira’s smile consoled me like a
big bowl of oatmeal, helping my constitution get halfway back to normal.  This
was weird, though.  I kept asking myself why we were even doing it.  For Nanny? 
For me?  I really didn’t know anymore.


 


“Like this?”  Kira slipped the
diaper up past her knee socks and modelled it proudly, like she had on designer
lingerie.


 


I heard the door open.  I knew Nanny
Victoria had just joined us on the enclosed deck, but I couldn’t take my eyes
off Kira.  The way the sunlight glinted off her blue-black hair, the way her
dark nipples peaked and her belly dipped beneath the rippled waistband of that
diaper took my breath away.


 


My belly twisted into a knot as I
watched her gaze shift from me to Nanny Victoria.  Too many thoughts flashed
through my mind at once.  I tried to grab hold of something, anything that
might explain why my stomach felt like a tangled cord, but every new idea was
more elusive than the last.


 


“This is not normal.”


 


The world seemed to drop into slow
motion as I listened to the words coming from my mouth, powerless to stop
them.  I couldn’t believe I’d gone there—normal versus abnormal, versus weird,
versus perverse.  It so wasn’t me.


 


Kira laughed, then shrugged.  “So
what?”


 


“It’s weird.”  I looked straight at
Kira.  I couldn’t bring myself to look at Nanny Victoria.  Victoria.  Victoria. 
“I mean, are we… are we really fucked up or something?”


 


“Fucked up?”  Kira cocked her head
and her hair danced against her breast, making my pussy throb.  That only made
me more aware of what I had on.  “Even if we are,” Kira said, “Who really
cares?  We’re not hurting anybody.”


 


As I absorbed those words, I felt
them free me.  I didn’t want to think beyond them, especially when I turned to
find Nanny Victoria standing just beyond the door with a baby bonnet in each
hand.  “I made these for you,” she said.


 


My heart skipped at the thought of
Nanny Victoria with a thimble on her finger, sewing that lace border onto the
plain white cotton, then stitching on the satin ties.  When she placed mine on
my head and tied a ribbon at the front, I thought my heart was going to
explode.  Nobody had ever made me anything so beautiful.  In fact, I couldn’t
recall anybody ever making me anything at all.  That bonnet was immeasurably
special, and it was just for me.


 


Kira must have thought the same as
she thanked Nanny Victoria, bowing slightly.  I could feel the reverence
pouring from her skin.  I was beginning to feel dizzy, and wasn’t sure why, but
I backed up and took a seat on the cushioned rocker.


 


“Summer?”  I could hear the concern
in Nanny’s voice and see it reflected in Kira’s eyes.  “Is everything all
right, dear?”


 


I pulled my feet up onto the cushion
as the bench rocked gently beneath me.  For a moment, I closed my eyes, hoping
maybe I’d see things clearly if I did.


 


“What’s wrong, Summer?”


 


Leave it to Kira to ask precisely
the question I was asking myself.


 


“I don’t know.”  I tried not to
force the words, tried to let them fall into place all on their own.  “I don’t
know if this is pervy… I mean too pervy, like something only weirdos
do.  If I heard someone else talking about doing what we’re doing I would be
like, ‘Wow, that’s some crazy shit.’  And yet here we are, Kira and I dressed
in diapers and baby bonnets and…”


 


Nanny Victoria nodded.  “And?”


 


“And I like it.”  The realization
hit me like a punch in the gut.  I guess I already knew, but I hadn’t wanted to
admit it before.  “When I dress like this, Nanny, I feel like I’m showing you
how important you are to me, and how much I depend on you.  It’s true, it used
to bug me the way you babied me and put constraints on my time and all that,
but now I realize you did it because you care.  In fact, I don’t think anyone’s
ever cared about me quite like you do.”


 


I was looking at Nanny Victoria, but
Kira was standing close enough behind her that I saw how she reacted to that
statement.  Maybe Kira cared about me that much too, and that’s why she was
doing all this stuff.  It was all for me.


 


In that moment, my heart felt so
full and huge I was sure it would break my ribs.  “Nanny?”


 


Kira and Nanny both looked up, but
only Nanny responded.  “Yes, Summer?”


 


“May I?”  I knew she’d know what I
meant.  “Please?”


 


Joining me on the swing, Nanny
unbuttoned the front of her dress but didn’t open it.  Kira hadn’t followed,
and Nanny Victoria looked up at the girl who’d quickly become so much more than
a friend to me.  Nanny patted the cushion.  The swing was wide enough for
three.  “Join us, Kira.”


 


With a smile, Kira took a few steps
forward, then stopped and laughed, pulling at the places where her diaper met
her legs.  “This feels funny.”


 


“Doesn’t it just!”  Nanny Victoria
laughed in good humour, and it took me a moment to fully grasp what she meant.


 


“You’ve… worn one?”


 


Nanny nodded as Kira fell in at her
other side, making the swing rock back abruptly.  “Years ago, I took to another
woman’s breast just as the two of you are taking to mine.  Back then, of
course, we used cloth diapers folded and secured with large pins.  I still
remember how strange it felt at first—and not only the physical sensation. 
Those were the days before the internet, remember.  I’d never imagined people
did this sort of thing.  Facts about human sexuality were not as accessible as
they are now.”


 


Kira placed her cheek against
Nanny’s shoulder, and the softness of that action made something inside of me
flutter.  Kira’s breasts rested against the dark fabric of Nanny’s dress,
reminding me that those buttons were undone.  I wanted in.


 


And then Kira asked a question that
made my stomach turn again.  “Was it Summer’s mom?”


 


My eyes clenched closed. I didn’t
want to know.  I didn’t want to hear the answer.


 


But Nanny Victoria laughed, a golden
giggle, and I felt her warm lips press against my bonnet, kissing my head.  “Oh
no, no, no.  This was a professor of mine at university, one of the few female
instructors I had, in fact.”


 


I felt a shift, felt a new heat
against my face, and the soft lily scent of Nanny Victoria’s skin took over. 
That’s how I knew she’d opened the top of her dress.  When my eyes fluttered
open, I nearly gasped at the sight.  It didn’t seem to matter that I’d seen
them and sucked them before.  Every time was the first time.  Her breasts were so
beautiful, so large, so white and pendulous, with those perfectly placed
nipples the colour of ripe peaches, that I salivated the moment I saw them.


 


“Take suck, girls.”  Nanny placed
her arms gently around our shoulders and I found myself turning.  “Close your
eyes and take.”


 


I shifted on the swing until my bare
breasts met her thigh and my shins touched the back cushion.  My diaper made a
crinkling noise every time I moved, which in a way made me wish I’d shelled out
for the more expensive, less obtrusive ones, but at the same time wasn’t the
point for them to be conspicuous?  No sense in wearing a diaper if I could
forget I had it on. Yes it made me feel silly, but it also made me feel
strangely cared for.  I should wear my diaper with pride.


 


Kira’s head was in my way, but I
guess mine was in her way too.  Our cotton bonnets rubbed together, making
almost inaudible scratching sounds as we struggled to find the perfect
position.  Finally, I cupped my hands around the base of Nanny’s great breast
and lifted it, moving my head and feeling Kira’s end up on my shoulder.  When I
felt her heavy head nudging at my neck, my heart rambled, clenching and
shuddering, and I knew we’d found out place.


 


That’s when I leaned in and set my
lips flush to Nanny Victoria’s soft nipple.


 


Kira started sucking before me.  I
could hear the gentle kiss-kiss-kiss sound every time she drew Nanny’s nipple
between her lips.  There was something about that noise, coupled with Nanny’s
hitched breaths and stifled moans, that made my pussy ache.  My poor clit
wanted so much to be rubbed by my hot fingers, but I couldn’t even give it
that.


 


“Summer?”


 


I looked up at Nanny Victoria, and
the lofty sentimentality in her gaze struck me to the core.  I didn’t say
anything, just held her heavy breast in my hands and watched her watching me.


 


“Is everything all right, Summer?”


 


My lips brushed her blushing tit as
I nodded, drawing it into a bud with the subtle motion.  I didn’t understand
why she was asking.  I’d never felt so warm and full and good in all my life.
Life had never felt so right as it did in this moment.


 


She petted my hair where it left my
prim little bonnet and cascaded down the back of my neck.  “Then suck,
sweetheart.  Suck Nanny’s breast.”


 


Nothing could have made that moment
more perfect than joining Kira in the meditative act of wrapping my lips around
Nanny Victoria’s nipple and sucking gently at the hard peak of her soft flesh. 
When her tit met my tongue, my throat made a squeaking sort of noise and so did
Nanny’s, and a second later so did Kira’s.  We all giggled.  It could have been
a painting for its perfection.  That moment was my everything.  I could have
lived inside it forever.


 


I held Nanny’s breast, letting her
nipple dance and bob against my tongue.  Kira’s head grew heavier against my
shoulder, and I half wondered if she was falling asleep, but I could still hear
her sucking.  I imagined what we must look like, the three of us on that swing,
ivy and vines enclosing us, hiding us from all but the brilliant sunshine.  The
rocking made me sleepy, as did the sucking, but the knowledge that we were
outdoors and I had on nothing but a diaper and a bonnet made me
hyper-vigilant.  No way I’d succumb to sleep.


 


Nanny’s lips made a wet smacking
sound, which told me she was opening them, and I was sure she was about to sing
us a lullaby, but she didn’t.  She told us a story.  A story I wouldn’t soon
forget.


 







 


 


Chapter 9


 


 


“When you’re my age,” Nanny Victoria
said, “you’ll be amazed at all the things you no longer remember.”


 


I wanted to tell Nanny Victoria she
wasn’t old, because she really wasn’t, but I couldn’t seem to detach from her
perfect breast.  My lips insisted on sucking, not speaking.


 


“There are so many inconsequential
years of my life that passed by, and now they’re gone.  No memory, no
recollection.  And I think that’s normal.  I think, if you asked most people,
they’d say the same thing.  They might remember what job they had at the time
or who they were married to, but beyond that?  Well, so much of life is just boring. 
It’s only moments like this you remember.  These are the times that make life
worthwhile.”


 


Kira made a noise, “Mmmmm,” but it
was clear from the sound that her lips were still wrapped around Nanny’s
nipple.  She couldn’t separate either.


 


“I went to university, but I don’t
remember half of what I learned.  I don’t remember most of the people I met,
the students or the professors, but I do remember one—the one I mentioned
before—because she was to me what I am to you.”


 


Her turn of phrase made me smile,
because it reminded me of those SAT questions: Summer is to Nanny Victoria as
Young Victoria was to… to whom?


 


“Professor Ayre,” Nanny said, as if
in answer to the question I’d asked in the back of my mind.  “Professor Ayre
became Nanny Ayre.  I had no idea how I needed her discipline, or her care. 
She taught me everything.  She was…”


 


Nanny Victoria’s voice cracked, and
I looked up at her but she wasn’t looking at me.  She was gazing up into the
canopy of the neighbour’s tree, which extended beyond the fence and shaded the
edge of the deck.  I took more of her breast into the warmth of my mouth,
hoping to console her, then I closed my eyes again and just listened.


 


“I was the loudmouth in Professor
Ayre’s class, that argumentative sort of student you come across.”


 


“Mmmhmm!” Kira said without
releasing Nanny’s nipple.  I knew just what she was talking about too.  There
are some students who push, push, push, and refuse to accept any professor as
an authority.  Kira and I weren’t those types of students, but we sure had
classes with some.


 


“It wasn’t until many years later
that I realized she probably looked at me on the very first day of class and
knew I would come to be her pet.  In that era, you see, we feminists couldn’t
seem to acknowledge that we had predecessors.  We were terribly condescending
toward women in our mothers’ and grandmothers’ age brackets.  To us, they were
willing victims of hegemonic social structures, living in the kitchens of
patriarchs.  We were cruel to other women, cruel, cruel, cruel.  Professor Ayre
must have fought tooth and nail to attain her position in the university, and
was she our heroine?  No, no we saw her as a sell-out.”


 


I cuddled in closer to Nanny
Victoria’s chest, smelling the milky softness of her skin.  Her breast was a
weight in my hands, but I bore it willingly, shifting forward until one of my
breasts met her warm belly.  The sheer heat against my soft nipple made me
inhale quickly and deeply.  This was heaven, and she knew it.


 


“But Nanny Ayre saw something in me
that I was too young to see.  She recognized that, beneath all my thrashing and
fighting, there was a desire to be dominated.  Not by a man, of course. 
Never.  I’d fucked men, the kind who seemed sympathetic to my causes, because
of course these were the days of sexual liberation and if you weren’t screwing
around you were still living in your father’s house, metaphorically speaking.”


 


“Mmmmm.”  Kira offered this sound
every so often, and it made me wish I could see her.  I missed her face
already, but I channelled that sense of longing into my equal desire for
Nanny’s breast and sucked it rhythmically, in time with my heartbeat.


 


“Finally, I became such a pain
Professor Ayre asked me to come back to her office after class.  I remember the
day’s lesson: Jacques Lacan’s mirror stage.  You girls probably don’t cover
much psychoanalytic theory in your math courses, but of course I’d debated
every step of the way.  I just couldn’t keep my big mouth shut.


 


“So I followed Professor Ayre back
to her office, feeling quite haughty as we left the lecture hall, and perfectly
ill as we approached her little nook with its plants in the windows and
bookshelves touching the ceiling.  The door itself had no window.  It was one
of those heavy, ancient things, dark wood, decorative mouldings thick with
patina.  And then there was the mirror, a large one with a gold frame hanging
on the wall adjacent to the door.


 


“I remember my stomach dropping into
my shoes as I looked around her office.  In that moment, I felt completely
different about Professor Ayre.  It didn’t matter that her space was impersonal
and academic, I still felt I was seeing a different side of her.  In fact, I
was actively searching for personality in that space, even trying to eke out
the scent of her among the smells of old wood and books.  I realized I wanted
to see her as a whole person. I needed to.  I needed to see her vulnerability,
and in her vulnerability, her strength.


 


“The first thing she asked me was,
‘Are you rushing off to another class?’  When I told her I was done for the
day, she smiled, an eerie sort of grin I’d never seen from her before, and she
motioned for me to stand beside her.  All these years since, and I remember
that moment like it was yesterday.  She was gazing at her reflection in the
mirror, and when I crept in next to her she slid a hand around my waist,
resting it on my hip.”


 


I sucked Nanny’s nipple a little
faster, in time with my clit’s rampant pulsations.  Kira was doing the same.  I
could hear the wet smack of her lips on Nanny’s tit like the ticking of a
timepiece.  God, I wanted to touch myself, but I exercised restraint.  I
squeezed my thighs together, keeping both hands on Nanny’s hot breast and
refocused on her story.


 


“My spine went straight as a plank. 
It felt like a dream.  I really couldn’t believe what was happening, and I kept
telling myself it was nothing, it wasn’t what I thought.


 


“She told me to look ahead, look
into the mirror, and I did, though I could scarcely catch my breath.  When she
asked me what I saw, I stammered some nonsense.  I tried to fix my gaze on my
reflection but everything was a blur.  All I could concentrate on was her hand
on my side, the warmth of it, the way it moved gently down toward my thigh and
back along my bottom.


 


“When she spanked me, I truly didn’t
see it coming.  My parents hadn’t been the types to spank me as a child, not
with any regular occurrence, and the sharp sensation of her hand on my bottom
jolted me into the present.


 


“Again, she asked me what I saw in
the mirror.  Everything was suddenly sharp, precise, nothing hazy anymore.  I
saw myself, and I said so.  I saw my eyes wide as a dairy cow’s, my lips
parted, my skin ghostly pale.  It was a kind of shock, but the type that knocks
some sense into you.


 


“Professor Ayre said it was telling
that I saw only myself, even though she was in the frame too.  That was the
first time in my life I realized just how egocentric I was.  Oh, I was very
haughty about human rights and various movements, but it was all for me.  I
fought for fighting’s sake, not because I cared about victims of injustice and
indignity.  I was all about me, and I never realized it until that very moment.


 


“I looked away from my own face, and
gazed at Professor Ayre with such intensity it shook me inside.  In that
moment, I saw all the distinction in her face and in her manner.  Her hair was
dark with one white streak at the front, long but braided and woven into a
loose bun.  She was beautiful in a way you really don’t see anymore.  Her
features were sharp, pointed, imperfect, but she was stunning in her way.  I’ll
never forget her face.”


 


By then, I’d stopped sucking and
simply held Nanny’s nipple in my mouth, flicking it with my tongue every so
often just to let her know I hadn’t forgotten.  I sensed Kira was doing the
same sort of thing, because she was quieter than before and her head rested
even heavier against my shoulder.  What a perfect moment.


 


Nanny continued, “Professor Ayre met my
gaze in the mirror, and the softness in her eye just about killed me.  She’d
spanked me, and suddenly she was all warm and wonderful?  It didn’t make
sense.  She talked about the day’s lesson, Lacan and the mirror stage, the
theory that when children first recognize themselves in the mirror, they don’t
view themselves as separate from the mother, or whoever is holding them up and
saying, ‘Who is that?  What do you see?’


 


“The child views herself and her
mother as one object, one thing, indistinguishable.  There’s a tension when the
child gets a little older and begins to realize she is something different from
her mother, they are not one and the same.  They are distinct beings.  That’s a
shock, and in turn it can lead to rebellion, and that, said Professor Ayre, was
me, in some symbolic sense.  I was battling my mother, her generation, the old
ways, but there was still a part of me that couldn’t distinguish she from me. 
That was my tension.  Fighting my mother, I was fighting myself.  Professor
Ayre taught me to stop fighting.”


 


I knew just what Nanny Victoria
meant, because she’d done the same for me.  She knew it as well as I did.  I
could tell by the gauzy look in her eyes.  I wished I could see Kira, too.  I
wished I could hear her thoughts as Nanny’s went on with her story.


 


“That one little spanking changed
me.  It opened me.  The next time I was outspoken in class—and I mean
obnoxiously so—she summoned me to her office again and I didn’t hesitate
bending over her desk.  In truth, I’d been dreaming about it.  Maybe that’s why
I misbehaved.


 


“She spanked me once and when I
didn’t say a word she spanked me again.  I couldn’t stand the flat, muffled
sound her palm made when it met my trousers, so I unzipped the fly and dropped
them to my ankles.  Her eyes darkened in the mirror, as though I’d infused her
body with some strong brand of lust.  When I dropped my panties, I thought she
was enraged by the scowl on her face, but I realized later that was just more
lust.”


 


That was a look I’d become all too
familiar with in the past week.  In fact, thinking back over the few months I’d
lived with Nanny Victoria, I realized I’d seen that look just about every day
and always mistaken it for rage.  All that time I thought she hated me, when
she was actually lusting after my mouth and longing to feel her hand on my
bottom.  Now that I’d put the pieces together, I felt sorry for her.  It must
have been hard, wanting me without wanting me to know.


 


“When her palm met my bare ass, I’d
never felt anything like it.  Her spankings jolted me forward, one after
another, burning my bottom.  I couldn’t believe how it hurt!  When the
spankings became unbearable, I reached back to cover my bum, but she shifted my
hand away and kept at it.  My pussy was not just dripping wetness down my
thighs, but spreading sticky clear fluid everywhere.  It hurt like hell and I
liked it.”


 


I could certainly relate to that
sentiment, and I started sucking Nanny’s breast again to tell her so.  Were her
nipples feeling sensitive after all this pressure from Kira’s and my mouth?  In
a short span of time, Nanny Victoria had become more important to me than just
about anyone else in the world. I tried to suck gently so I wouldn’t hurt her.


 


“Oh Summer,” she said, as if to
appease my qualms.  “Oh, it is lovely, the way you suck.  I wondered, myself,
how much pleasure my mouth could possibly give, back when I took to Professor
Ayre’s breast.  I should have known by the languid look in her eye, but I
always wondered if she enjoyed it.  When I was your age, I could have used the
encouragement.”


 


My heart skipped at the compliment,
but when Kira shifted next to me I wished Nanny would say something nice to her
too.  The last thing I wanted was for Kira to feel alienated by our closeness.


 


For the first time since Nanny
Victoria started telling this story, Kira detached from her breast to ask, “How
did it happen?”


 


I looked up at Nanny, for two
reasons. Of course I also wanted to know how a university professor got a young
student to suck her tits, but I couldn’t help wondering if there would be
repercussions for speaking when we were supposed to be sucking.


 


Yes!


 


Nanny Victoria spanked Kira’s ass. 
Though she probably couldn’t feel a thing through her diaper, it definitely got
the point across.


 


“Suck, Kira.”


 


When I glanced to the side, Nanny
was holding her breast so her plump nipple popped out between two of her
fingers.  God, I wished she’d hold the breast I was feeding from like that. 
I’d love to feel her fingers against my nose, against my tongue.


 


Just watching Kira’s lips approach
that beautiful breast made my pussy palpitate like crazy.  I could have watched
that girl suckle all day long, except twisting that way killed my back. 
Finally, I just had to settle into my former position and let Kira’s head perch
against my shoulder.  At least I could listen, and when I did I felt a raging
heat between my legs.  God, I wanted to get out of my diaper.  I wanted Kira’s
face at the apex of my thighs.  The prospect of her tongue on my clit made my
insides tremble.


 


“For future reference, you must not
speak unless spoken to.”  Nanny was undoubtedly talking to Kira, because I’d
managed to exercise perfect restraint.  “But since you ask, it came as a shock
the first time Professor Ayre opened her top to me.  It happened in her
office.  All the early day trysts played out there.  Her bookish little den
quickly became my haven.


 


“We did talk, I should say.  We
spoke at length, or I did at least, about family, friendships, failures,
everything.  Now I realize I was infatuated with her, but at the time I don’t
suppose I could see that she’d become my therapist, my friend, my mother… and
soon my lover as well.  I wanted it.  I knew that much.  I never thought I’d
get it.


 


“And then one day she closed the
door, she locked it, and she simply unbuttoned her blouse.  It was that crepe
sort of material, a brownish shade of pink, and it had a ruffle down the
front.  She didn’t pull it out of her skirt, just left it tucked in while she
undid the buttons on her camisole.  That was cream silk.  I remember it like
yesterday, the way her lavender perfume burst from her breasts.  My fingers
went numb as I watched her.  My books all fell to the floor.  I couldn’t move. 
I couldn’t speak.


 


“She moved across the room, glided
really, to the purple velvet ottoman in the corner, the bookshelves on one
side, the plants and windows on the other.  She sat there, legs to one side and
crossed at the ankles, fully clothed except where her bare breasts beckoned
me.  She opened her arms and said, ‘Come, Victoria.’ I didn’t even think, I
just stepped over my books and went to her.


 


“I knew instinctively what she
wanted from me, and it magically meshed with what I needed from her.  I sat
half in her lap, half on the ottoman, and I let her comb my hair with her
fingers while I took her nipple in my mouth.  It was another world, the world
of suckling.  There was something so unreal about closing my eyes and smelling
the lavender on her skin, and not worrying about anything else but her breast. 
Living in the moment—that’s what it was, truly.  And in that moment, all I
needed was her breast.


 


“She said, ‘Call me Nanny Ayre,’ and
I did, always in private.  Sometimes she would be silent when I suckled, and
other times she would talk to me about the deep psychological implications of
certain theories she taught in class.  She told me things she would certainly
have been disciplined for teaching, because she trusted me.  I was like an
extension of herself—that’s what she said.  I wasn’t yet fully individuated.
She was right about that.  I supposed that’s why I didn’t resist when she brought
me home one night, when she suggested we try it, like a role-play.


 


“When she had me in diapers—the
cotton kind, like I mentioned before—I was her charge.  She speculated that I
must learn to be completely dependent before I could move on to being entirely
independent.  I had to start over and undo everything my irresponsible parents
had done to my detriment.


 


“Nanny Ayre’s discipline changed
me.  It took time, mind you.  I would spend weekends at her home, eating when
she fed me, wetting myself, feeling ashamed and uncomfortable until she bathed
me, until it finally clicked that someone cared.  Nanny was always there when I
needed her.  When I was hungry, when I was unclean, when I simply needed the
comfort of lying in her lap and taking to her breast, she was always there,
always available.  She gave herself to me completely, as completely as I gave
myself to her.”


 


I looked up at Nanny Victoria,
sucking slowly at her breast as she gazed up to the leaf line where the
treetops met the sky.


 


“She made me feel loved for the
first time in my life.”


 


Breathing deeply, I took in Nanny’s
floral scent, and it flooded my body with warmth.  I could have stayed that way
forever, cuddling close to Nanny Victoria, Kira sighing gently at my side. 
Heaven.


 


Nanny Victoria hissed sharply and
pulled her nipple from my mouth.  The sudden loss shocked me, and I wondered
what I’d done wrong.  But she’d taken her breast from Kira’s mouth too, and I
realized what was up even before Kira said, “Ooh, Nanny’s nipples are getting
sore after all that suckling.”


 


Her nipples were red and raw, and
the sight made my heart dip.  I hated that I’d hurt her.  That was the last
thing I wanted to do.  I loved Nanny Victoria so much.  “I’m sorry, Nanny.”


 


“I’m sorry too,” Kira chimed in.


 


“Ahhh well.”  Nanny’s face looked so
young, so pretty when she smiled at us like that, the sunshine brightening her
cheeks, the warmth in the air causing a sweet sheen of sweat between her
breasts.  “No worries, girls.  Now up you get.  Story time is over.”


 


I glanced quickly at Kira, wondering
if she was thinking what I was thinking.  What ever happened to Nanny Ayre? 
Although, the more I contemplated their relationship, the less I wanted to know
about its demise.  I didn’t want to think about endings just now.  I was too
caught up in wonderful beginnings.


 


“Summer, Kira, you’ve been such good
girls at my breasts that I want to give you a surprise.”  Nanny opened the
kitchen door and stepped into the darkness.  “Follow me, my lovelies.”


     







 


 


Chapter 10


 


 


Kira took my hand as we followed
Nanny Victoria upstairs.  Her palm was sweaty, and I found that a relief. 
Maybe she was just hot from the sun, but I preferred to think Kira was as
nervous as I was about this “surprise” Nanny had for us.


 


“Wait a minute.”  I looked over
Kira’s shoulder, spanning the landing.  Things were different.  “My desk… and
my door!  You put everything back the way it was.”


 


I wasn’t sure whether that was good
or bad.


 


Nanny Victoria’s gentle smile
appeased me, and I decided I was glad to have my privacy back.  “Thank you,
Nanny.”


 


Her dress was still unbuttoned at
the front, and when I hugged her my naked breasts pressed right into hers.  She
inhaled sharply, but hugged me hard, and the damp press of her skin made me
suddenly weepy.  I felt like whatever was behind that closed door would change
my life forever.


 


“Go inside,” Nanny said, but I
couldn’t let go.  She laughed good-naturedly, and I wasn’t sure if that was the
reaction I wanted from her.  “It’s all right, Summer.  Go on.”


 


When I still didn’t let go of Nanny
Victoria, I felt fingers against my neck and realized it was Kira untying my
bonnet.  Nanny encouraged her, and she pulled down my diaper, lifting my feet
out of the holes.  When I finally glanced at her, Kira was entirely naked too. 
My arms loosened their grip on Nanny as I looked at Kira, beautiful Kira, slim
and slender, small tits with those pointed, dark nipples teased by sleek black
hair.


 


My body changed as I watched Kira
watching me.  When Nanny stepped away, I almost didn’t notice the absence.  She
opened my bedroom door and motioned me inside.  “I bought you a toy.  I think
you’ll both enjoy it very much.”


 


Kira reached for my hand and
squeezed.  Her smile warmed me to a sizzle as she led me into my bedroom.  I
followed, but Nanny didn’t, and Kira asked, “Aren’t you going to play with us,
Nanny?”


 


“No, you girls play together.” 
Nanny Victoria buttoned her dress from the bottom up.  She was smiling too, but
hers was wistful, maybe maudlin, much different from Kira’s.  “Open your
present, Summer, and be sure to share with your friend.  Have fun, you two.”


 


When Nanny closed the door behind
her, I couldn’t quite believe she was gone.  I stood there in the middle of my
room, just staring at the spot that marked her absence.  Finally I had private
time alone with Kira, and what did I want?  I wanted Nanny back!


 


“Have you ever gone down on her?”


 


My stomach flipped and I jerked
around to find beautiful naked Kira sitting on my bed.  She picked up the gift
box Nanny had left on top of my covers and set it in her lap.


 


“No,” I said.  “God, no.”


 


“Has she gone down on you?”  Kira
played with the gold ribbons, running her fingers through them like ringlets.


 


“No.”  I didn’t like to think about
it.  I didn’t want that image in my mind.


 


“Why not?”


 


“I don’t know.  It’s just not… we
just… I just suck her tits.  I told you that before.”  I remembered how Nanny
Victoria had rubbed my pussy in the bath, how I’d had an incredible orgasm at
her hand, but I decided not to tell Kira about that.  “Didn’t you like sucking
her nipples with me?”


 


“Oh my god, it was amazing,
Summer.”  Kira’s eyes lit up like fireworks, and her smile grew impish, her
muscles visibly tight.  “Wow, I’ve never done anything like that before.  It
was so kinky, but so real.  I felt like I was Nanny’s… I don’t know.  I just
felt like she really, really loved me.  I could taste it on her skin.”


 


“Exactly.”  I knew she understood,
and I was glad.  “And did you have any desire at all to lick Nanny’s snatch?”


 


Wrinkling her nose, Kira said,
“No.”  She looked down at the turquoise box in her lap.  “I did want to lick
yours, though.  I kept thinking about it.”


 


“Oh yeah?”  It suddenly occurred to
me that I was naked.  I’m not sure how my nudity could have slipped my mind.  I
took a couple swaggering steps toward the bed.  “What about now?  Are you still
thinking about it?”


 


“More than ever.”


 


Kira reached out to touch my shaved
pussy, but I took a quick step back.  It felt good to tease.  This was the
person I couldn’t be with Nanny Victoria: the adult, the woman, the vixen.


 


I slowly spread my smooth lips,
showing Kira the pink of me, and god was it wet, like liquid silk drenching my
thighs.  The heat between my legs startled me.  I didn’t realize I was quite so
aroused.  My clit pulsed like a second heartbeat, pushing out towards Kira’s
beckoning fingers while her naughty smile only encouraged me to offer more.


 


Shifting the gift box out of her
lap, Kira touched my pussy lips gently, smoothing her finger around my soft edges. 
My gaze fell to the little gift box.  I really wanted to open that present, but
I couldn’t take my eyes off Kira.  She opened her legs and positioned me
between them as she rubbed my pussy. Finding my clit and making me gasp, she
leaned back on my bed.  It was my turn to move.  I climbed up her soft body
until I was straddling her face, hovering, asking myself for permission to love
her.


 


Her blue-black hair spread across my
covers, and I knew I was kneeling on it, but she didn’t even wince.  “I want to
taste you, Summer.”


 


“I thought you weren’t a lesbian.”


 


Our little joke.  I knew she was
smiling even though I couldn’t see her mouth at this angle. She managed to say,
“I lied” just before I set my pussy down on her tongue.


 


“Holy fuck!”  My spine straightened
and I threw my head back until all I could see was the ceiling.  There was
something about the velvet warmth of her tongue that spelled freedom for me.  I
couldn’t swear with Nanny Victoria, but with Kira I didn’t have to keep quiet. 
And, god, I don’t think I could have.  “Fuck, that’s good.”


 


One little laugh said it all: “I
haven’t even started yet!”


 


Of course, I didn’t need her to
start.  I didn’t need her to do anything.  Setting both hands against the wall
for balance, I slid my pussy against her tongue, gliding up and down until my
clit found the perfect position.


 


Kira reached up and grabbed my ass
with both hands.  Her fingernails dug into my flesh as I rode her mouth,
grinding on her tongue.  I tried to go easy, but I was too turned on.  The
outdoor encounter with Nanny had my cunt throbbing.  I needed release.  I just
couldn’t stop myself.


 


“I’m not hurting you, am I?”  I
gazed down at Kira and she shook her head no.  “Good, ‘cause that feels fucking
incredible.”


 


“Uh-huh!”  Kira made happy
open-mouthed noises as I rode her, sliding against her chin and her nose
because her face was so damn slippery with my juices.


 


I was taking so much, and all I
wanted was more!  Leaning my forehead against the wall, I grabbed my nipples
and squeezed, but it didn’t pack the punch I was hoping for.  Kira knew what I
wanted.  She let go of my ass and reached for my tits instead.


 


“Fuck yeah!”  I hissed when she
pinched my nipples.  Sure it felt good when I did it to myself, but it felt a
thousand times better when Kira did it for me.  “Yeah, pinch ‘em tight, baby. 
I’m gonna come so hard on your fucking face.”


 


“Uh-huh!”  Kira made a lot of noise
as I grinded my clit against her tongue.  As much as I hoped she wasn’t
drowning in pussy juice, a sex-crazed part of me didn’t even care if she was. 
“Uh-huh!  Uh-huh!”


 


Wrapping my hands around her hair, I
rode Kira’s face hard.  She gasped when I held her head steady and scoured my
clit against her tongue.  My orgasm was coming on strong like a tidal wave, and
I couldn’t wait for it to bowl me over.  I grunted and groaned like an animal
to get off on Kira’s face, but it was a momentary glimpse at her beautiful face
that did it for me.


 


“Oh fuck, baby.”  Every bit of
energy in my body flooded my clit, and I came in a blast of ecstasy.  “Fuck
baby, yeah.  Oh god yeah!”


 


My thighs took over, driving my
pussy against Kira’s mouth with jerky diagonal motions.  I couldn’t control
myself.  My body seemed intent upon squeezing every last drop of orgasm out of
me, and my exhilaration built every time I got an unexpected aftershock.


 


“Kira, fuck!”  I slid down her body,
rubbing my wet pussy against her little breasts, her belly, her thigh.  “You’re
amazing, did you know that?  You are fucking… wow!”


 


With a giggle, Kira pressed her
forehead to mine.  “I didn’t really do anything.”


 


“Like hell you didn’t.”  I kissed
her lips.  They tasted like pussy.  “You got me off better than anyone ever
has.”


 


When Kira didn’t say anything, I
tucked my head into the crook of her neck and breathed in the warm scent of her
skin.  Her body was so beautiful that I couldn’t resist tracing my fingers
between her breasts, down her belly.  She gasped, arching up from the bed as if
she’d been drowning and could finally breathe freely.


 


And then she rolled away from me. 
“You didn’t open your gift.”


 


I sat up in bed.  “Oh yeah.”


 


“Can I?”


 


“Sure.”


 


She tugged at the gold ribbons,
gently easing the knot apart.  I couldn’t take my eyes off her little fingers,
her nails, her knuckles.  In that moment I realized I loved everything about
her, and the words just wouldn’t stay inside me.  “Kira, I love you.”


 


Her fingers stopped picking at the
knot, but she didn’t look at me.  She stared at the blue box.  My stomach
clenched.  She wasn’t going to say it back.  I shouldn’t have been surprised—we
hadn’t been together very long—but now that I’d said it I wanted to hear it.  I
needed to hear it.


 


“Kira?”


 


She tore at the ribbon, stretching
it enough to pry it away from the box.  “I can’t wait to see what Nanny bought
us.”


 


I felt numb as I watched her, but
numb was better than sad.  I could have felt sad.  I could have felt very, very
sad.


 


“Oh my gosh!”  Kira tossed the box
top on the floor and pulled out a plastic yellow toy.  “Look at this, it’s a
rubber ducky.”


 


“That’s weird.  I thought it would
be something… sexual.”


 


Not that it mattered.  I didn’t want
to play anymore.  


 


“Well, it is something sexual.” Kira
giggled, flipping the duck over and turning a switch on the bottom.  Her whole
body bounced when the toy started to vibrate, and she shrieked, tossing the
duck up in the air and catching it when it fell.


 


The intensity of her reaction was so
adorably disarming that I smiled despite myself.  “Let me hold it.”


 


Kira handed the duck over and then
leaned back on the bed, subtly opening her legs.  “Isn’t that a funny feeling?”


 


The duck vibrated against my palms,
and the sensation was intense.  “Yeah, it is.”


 


“Have you used one before?” she
asked.


 


“A duck?”


 


Kira smiled and turned her head,
playing coy.  “A vibrator.”


 


Of course I had.  Of course she
had.  But where was the fun in admitting it?  “Nope, never.”


 


“Me neither.”  She opened her legs a
little wider and my pussy throbbed when I got a good look at her glistening
pink lips.  “I wonder what it feels like.”


 


“Want to find out?”  I held the
ducky against her leg, and she gasped at first, then laughed when I made it
swim up her thigh.  “What do you think?”


 


She grabbed her breasts, pressing
them together, pinching her nipples.  “Oh my gosh.”


 


“You want to feel it on your pussy?”


 


“Pussy,” she whispered, like the
word was forbidden.  “Yes, on my pussy.”


 


I stared at her pretty pink lips,
all glossy with wetness, and turned the rubber ducky so its base rested in the
palm of my hand.  When I pressed the duck’s head against her clit she yelped,
pushing her head down on the mattress and arching her back.


 


“Oh my gosh!”  Kira pulled away from
the duck before pressing her clit against it again.  “Oh my gosh!  Oh my gosh!”


 


It was so cute, the way she always
said “gosh” instead of swearing.  I pressed the duck’s bill against her clit
and she tugged at her nipples, sticking her tongue out of her mouth just a
little bit as she rolled her hips in tight circles.


 


“That feels good, huh?”


 


“Yeah, yeah, oh my gosh!”  Kira’s
belly was hopping, her thighs trembling.  If I didn’t know better I’d have said
she was about to come.  “Oh my gosh, Summer, I want you to feel it too.”


 


Rolling away from the duck, Kira
grabbed my pillows and set them in the middle of the bed, one on top of the
other.


 


“Here.”  She patted the pile.  “Put
it here.”


 


I plunked the duck down in the
centre of my pillow and it started bopping all over the damn place.


 


“Sit on it, Summer.”


 


I smiled because, god, I wanted to. 
“Are you sure?  I thought we were getting you off now.”


 


“We are,” she said.


 


So I climbed on board, setting my
pussy down on the duck’s back.  “Holy fuck!”


 


“Yeah, it’s good, right?”


 


“Fuck yeah!”  I squirmed against the
toy, feeling its rubberized casing against my wet pussy lips.  “God, this is
amazing.”


 


Kira kneeled in front of me,
approaching slowly until she was hovering over our saddle of pillows.  When she
folded her arms around my shoulders our tits met, and that slight press of hard
nipples took my breath away.  She gave me no time to recover before kissing my
lips, kissing me deeply, thrusting her tongue between my teeth and moving in my
mouth like a snake.


 


When she pressed her clit against
the duck’s vibrating head, I could feel the swift reaction in her body.  Her
pussy was so close to mine her hair swept my belly as she moved, grinding a
little, then pulling away.  I caught her waist with both hands, pulling her
near, keeping her right there against me as we grinded our pussies on the
vibrating toy.


 


“I’m gonna come.”  Kira fell against
me like a rag doll, then arched up straight.  She fought the hold I had on her
hips, then gave in to me, kissing my lips, whimpering and whining in my mouth.


 


The suction grew, not just my mouth
on hers or hers on mine, but our bodies together.  Every time her nipples
pressed against my breasts or her belly rippled against mine, I felt like we
were joining together somehow.  Kira had a hold on me I couldn’t explain,
except that I knew it was love.


 


I knew it was love.


 


Pulling away from our kisses, I set my
lips against her ear and whispered, “I love you, Kira.”


 


“I love you too.”  Her response was
immediate this time, and I couldn’t believe my ears.  In fact, I doubted myself
until she said it again.  “I love you Summer.”


 


“Yes.”  I pressed my tits against
Kira’s and kissed her hard enough that she whimpered in my mouth.  We moved
together against the vibrating toy, one being in two bodies, both covered in a
fine sheen of sweat.


 


Kira’s whimpers and moans put mine
to shame, and I grasped her hips as we writhed together.  I wanted to touch her
everywhere at once, but my body wasn’t under my own control anymore.  My thighs
shook and my belly quaked.  I clung to Kira and she did the same, but we
shuddered one against the other, our breasts pressing firmly together.


 


“Oh fuck, I can’t stop it.”  My
second orgasm came on strong, like a tidal wave lifting me up before letting me
fall.  I peaked hard with my climax, then down even harder, thrusting my wet
pussy against the duck’s back while Kira got off on its head.  My thighs worked
for more even though I was already coming like crazy.


 


“Oh my gosh!”  Kira hugged me around
the hips, digging her nails into my ass while she sucked my neck.  “Summer,
Summer, oh my gosh!”


 


“God, you are so fucking hot.”  I
threw her off the duck and dove at her body, licking, sucking, biting her tits,
her belly, her thighs, before planting my face against her sweet pussy.


 


“Oh my gosh!”  Kira fisted my hair
in her hands, yanking as she screamed with a pleasure that sounded like pain. 
“Oh Summer, that’s so good!”


 


I ate her pussy hard, zeroing in on
her insistent clit.  Riding the vibe had gotten Kira so aroused her pussy lips
were red and engorged, and her clit stuck out like it was begging to be
sucked.  She was already coming, so I knew I couldn’t go wrong no matter what I
tried.  I licked her and lapped her, jamming my face between her legs and just
going nuts down there.


 


When I sucked her fat clit, she
wrapped her legs around my head and clenched her thighs tight against my ears. 
It didn’t matter.  I could still hear her screaming my name a hundred times,
barely pausing to take a breath, just shouting, “Oh my gosh, Summer!” over and
over and over again.


 


I ate her pussy until she unclamped
my face and pushed me clear off the bed, crying, “Enough!  Oh my gosh, that’s
enough.”


 


Laughing breathlessly, I wiped her
pussy juice from my face.  “You got me so fucking messy, Kira.”


 


“Sorry.”  She burrowed under my
covers.


 


“Any time, beautiful.”


 


Kira laughed too, and grabbed a
pillow for under her head.  “Come take a nap with me.”


 


As I crawled toward my bed, I
noticed our rubber ducky upside down and gyrating against the desk.  I picked
it up and turned it off, then brought it to bed and made its plastic beak peck
at Kira’s head.  “Mmm, Kira’s hair is so tasty!  Nom nom nom.  Yummy shampoo. 
Tastes like coconut.”


 


Turning her head against the pillow,
Kira giggled and swatted at the duck.  “Get it away from me, Summer.  It needs
a bath.”


 


“I don’t control the duck.  It has a
mind of its own.”


 


I was still sitting naked on top of
the covers and pecking at Kira’s shoulders when there was a knock at my bedroom
door.


 


“Mind if I come in?” Nanny called.


 


I looked to Kira, but I couldn’t
find an answer on her face.  “Okay.”


 


Nanny Victoria burst into my room
with a tray of milk and cookies.  “I heard you were finished and I thought you
might like a snack.”


 


A few short weeks ago I would have
called her an ogre for intruding like this.  Of course, a few short weeks ago I
hadn’t worked up the guts to talk to Kira, let alone ask her to come home with
me.  So much had changed so fast, and I could see that change in Nanny’s proud
smile.  I could feel the change in my heart and my body.


 


“Thank you,” I said, choking with
emotion.  When she set the tray down on my night table and took a seat on the
edge of the mattress, I curled up naked in her lap.  “Thank you for
everything.”


 


“You’re welcome for everything,”
Nanny cooed, setting her chin on the top of my head.


 


Kira and I reached for the same
cookie, and when our fingers touched we both giggled.  She picked up a glass of
milk instead and drank nearly half of it before saying, “Oh, and thanks for the
duck!”


 







 


 


Epilogue


 


 


“Oh my gosh, it’s freezing out
there.”  Kira slammed the front door, locking out the cold.


 


I laughed at the little dance she
did as she kicked off her snow boots.  “It’s your own fault for wearing those
itty bitty skirts.”


 


“Hey, I’m wearing four layers of
woolly stockings under my itty bitty skirt.  What have you got on under those
track pants?”


 


Shrugging off my winter coat, I
tossed it on Nanny’s front hall bench.  “Wanna find out?  Give me your hand.”


 


“You perv!”  She ran halfway across
the living room, and I chased her only as far as the broadloom border.  I
hadn’t taken off my boots yet, and if I tracked street salt across Nanny’s good
carpet I’d never hear the end of it.  “Okay, well you’re safe for now.”


 


“Girls!”


 


Nanny was standing at the entrance
to the kitchen holding a wooden spoon in one hand, her arms folded across her
chest, her lips pursed into a tight pink line.  “What do you call this mess? 
Summer, hang up your coat.  Kira, take your things straight down to your room. 
The warm milk will be ready when the front hall is spotless, and not a second
before.”


 


Kira met my gaze with an eager,
hungry look I’d grown to know and love.  Without a word, we got to work tidying
outerwear, mopping up salty snow, and hauling Kira’s things down to her bedroom
in the basement.  It wasn’t finished, not just yet, but we worked at decorating
it when we weren’t busy studying.  The room was really just for show, somewhere
to keep her clothes.  Kira always slept with me.


 


When we weren’t both sleeping in the
big bed with Nanny Victoria, that is.


 


Our strangely warm autumn had gone
on forever and a day, and then just in time for winter finals—bam!—we were
ankle deep in snow.  Actually, it was all Kira’s complaining about her drafty
dorm room that urged Nanny to invite her to live with us.  Or maybe that was
just an excused.  Nanny and I didn’t even talk about it, but I guess we both
knew what we both wanted.


 


We both wanted Kira.


 


And now we had her and I knew beyond
a shadow of a doubt that I would be happy forever.  We tossed Kira’s shopping
bags containing new sheets for the bed she never slept in and a neat wall
appliqué thingy in her basement bedroom, and then I circled my arms around her
waist and hugged her hard.


 


“What was that for?” Kira asked with
a giggle.


 


“Just… I don’t know.”  I kissed her
sweetly on the lips.  They were still cold from the outdoors.  “I just love
you, that’s all.”


 


Her eyes went misty and she smiled,
cocking her head to one side so her long black hair fell against her prim white
top.  “You too.  Sometimes I wonder what I did to deserve all this.”


 


I laughed as we headed up the
basement stairs.  “Remember that time I paid you to suck my tits?”


 


She laughed too, and smacked my
ass.  “How could I forget?”


 


When we stepped into the kitchen,
Nanny Victoria was already heading up to her bedroom.  “Your drinks are on the
table, girls.  Carry them up, and careful not to spill.”


 


I drank my milk as quickly as I
could without burning the roof of my mouth.  It warmed a path down to my belly,
reminding me of the days when sunny meant warm.  Hard to believe this winter
world was the same one we’d lived in when it was hot out, when Kira and I had
crouched on the backyard swing and suckled Nanny Victoria’s breasts.


 


Nanny’s bedroom was one of my
favourite places on earth.  We only went in there when we were invited, and
every time it was a thrill.  The taste of her breasts never got old, and it
brought me more comfort than I could ever hope to describe.  There was
something so soothing about stripping bare, or changing into warm flannel
nighties as Kira and I did that day.


 


Tucking ourselves under Nanny’s warm
quilt, Kira and I felt for each other’s feet under the covers.  I could always
tell Kira’s feet from Nanny’s—they were softer, smaller.


 


Nanny unbuttoned the top of her
dress.


 


That moment never stopped being
wonderful, no matter how many times I witnessed it.  Every time I feasted my
eyes on Nanny’s big beautiful breasts and her nipples pursed to tight beads, I
felt a slow pulse beginning in my pussy.


 


In all this time, Kira and I had
never looked or licked or touched below Nanny’s waist, and we all seemed happy
with that arrangement.  Of course Kira and I were always turned on like crazy
after suckling Nanny, but we took care of each other afterwards, sixty-nining
in my bed or impaling each other with big toys.  Sex, suckling, studying, and
sleep—that was life in Nanny Victoria’s house.


 


“What are you thinking about,
Summer?”  Nanny eased my head gently toward her bare breast.


 


“Nothing, Nanny.”


 


Kira was already suckling at the
other nipple, but she broke contact to say, “Summer’s just happy.”


 


“Ahh.”  Nanny Victoria smiled
gently.  “That’s wonderful, dear.  I’m happy too.”


 


“I’m happy too,” Kira echoed,
returning to Nanny’s breast as I began to suck.


 


Nanny sighed gently and I closed my
eyes, hypnotized by the sweet sound of Kira’s lips on Nanny’s nipple.  Reaching
across Nanny’s middle, I found Kira’s cold hand and held it as we suckled
together.


 


Heaven!


 


 


The End
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A LITTLE BURLESQUE


By Giselle Renarde


 


Madame Mireille's ocean-side
parlour, Les Trois Dames Jouissantes, is one of the last houses holding to the
tenets of classic burlesque. They specialize in raunchy comedy sketches,
undulating fan dances, chorus lines and, of course, the striptease.  In
post-war Maritimes, Madame’s burlesque house enjoys notoriety thanks to an
all-female cast combining the smart with the sensual. 


 


It was this reputation that
attracted the troupe's two newest members.  Ginger the saucy redhead has been
around the block a few times.  She might come on strong, but she’s a master of
the comedy striptease.  Orchid is young, new to the stage, and embodies all
that is innocent--or so she'd have you believe!  


 


Secrets abound behind the scenes,
and it’ll take more than slippery fingers to bring them to the surface.


 


Originally published as ‘The Little
Burlesque House by the Sea.’


 


 


WARNINGS: This title contains
graphic language and explicit descriptions of lesbian sex and MFF ménage.


 


Excerpt
from A LITTLE BURLESQUE:


 


Holding
hands, the girls rushed away from the commune as fast as their legs would carry
them.  When they reached a clearing, they rolled together in the high grasses,
laughing and kissing as though nothing could ever harm them.


 


Though they’d
been raised in different countries, at different communes, their respective
elders had taught them humility and devotion first and foremost.  Before
Gretchen, Leili had never looked at anybody and seen a body.  Something
inside of Leili shifted when she gazed into Gretchen’s glowing golden face,
cheeks rosy red, lips a pinkish hue.  A spark ignited within her core, and it
grew into something physical, a gaping hunger, an aching, wanting thing.


 


There was a
monster inside of her, she was sure, and she let it take control.  She
unbuttoned Gretchen’s farm dress while the object of her unending lust gazed up
into the evening sky, an orange haze brushed purple.


 


Under her
dress, Gretchen wore the same white cotton shift all the other girls wore, but
on her it seemed wildly fetching.  Leili grasped the top and pulled it down,
exposing the girl’s breasts to the cooling air of the night soon to come.


 


Leili had
seen breasts before, but the sight had never made her feel quite so giddy and
gleeful.  A thick pulse throbbed between her legs every time Gretchen breathed
in and those firm young breasts rose like pale mountains.  Their peaks glowed
pink against the setting sun, and when they drew into buds Leili could no
longer resist their insistent call.  She leaned down to Gretchen’s chest and
took one nipple in her mouth like a suckling babe.


 


Gretchen
cooed, an impatient dove tearing off Leili’s headscarf to run those wonderful
fingers through her golden hair.  Leili sucked harder, pressing her whole mouth
against the fullness of Gretchen’s breast, shaking her head until her hair fell
forward to graze and bounce against Gretchen’s bare flesh.


 


“The taste of
your skin,” Leili whispered.  “Oh, I can hardly describe its sweetness.”


 


Pressing
Gretchen’s breasts together, she licked the cleave, moving back and forth
between two nipples puckered like pebbles.


 


“Love,” Gretchen gasped, pushing her
breasts against Leili’s mouth, insisting.  “My love, you mustn’t ever speak of
this.  You mustn’t tell anyone.”


 


“It’s our
secret.”  Leili ran her cheeks over Gretchen’s soft breasts, the flesh
deliciously wet everywhere she’d already licked.  Her face felt messy, nearly
as soaked as the pulsating apex of her thighs.  “I would never betray you.”


 


Flipping her
over, Gretchen crawled bare-breasted down the humble length of Leili’s body. 
Leili would never have believed such pleasure existed if she hadn’t experienced
it first-hand.  Gretchen pushed up her apron and heavy skirts, unfastening the
waist of her hefty cotton undergarment and burrowing between her legs.


 


Leili
squealed when Gretchen plunged toward the centre of her desire. “Gretchen, what
are you doing?”


 


“Trust me,”
Gretchen replied, her breath hot against Leili’s wet lips.  “It will feel
wonderful.”


 


Shuddering,
Leili stared down into the prettiness of Gretchen’s face.  It was so close to
that dirty part of herself, the part that was to stay hidden and concealed. 
Now Gretchen approached it with her mouth?  Leili tensed, though her heart
leapt with anticipation.


 


The affection
in Gretchen’s eyes eased Leili’s anxiety, and she drew open her legs, allowing
the girl to approach and take a long, languorous lick.


 


“Oh my!” 
Leili tore off Gretchen’s headscarf and grasped the tight bun of dark hair.


 


“It feels
good?” Gretchen asked slyly.  She obviously knew the answer.


 


“Better than good,” Leili whispered
as Gretchen set to work between her thighs.  “Oh, wonderful!”


 


Leili had
never experienced any pleasure like that of Gretchen’s hot tongue exploring her
throbbing depths, licking that ache of a bud at the apex of her soft pink
lips.  She could feel her wetness against Gretchen’s lips, dripping down the
girl’s chin, as Gretchen’s soft caresses whirled into a frenzy of motion.


 


Gretchen’s
tongue was wildly soft, like the petal of a rose, but when she licked so
forcefully, there was a hard edge to her fury.  Gretchen pressed her tongue
flat against the engorged bud of Leili’s arousal.  Their desires had joined
together to form a fierce and feral animal, one that wanted only to give and
receive the most violent sort of pleasure.


 


When Gretchen
grasped Leili’s thighs, digging her hardworking fingers into that smooth though
muscular flesh, Leili bucked against the welcome heat of her mouth.  Gretchen
growled as Leili grasped at those beautiful bare breasts, but they were out of
reach now.  Leili must be satisfied with her own.  Her nipples were hard
already, and rubbing against the cotton of her undershirt.  When she pinched
those tight pebbles between her fingertips, a sheet of pleasure shot from her
breasts to the exact spot Gretchen had just started sucking.


 


“Oh, Gretchen.”  Leili tried not to
be too loud, but she could hardly help herself.  The pleasure must escape.  It
insisted.  “Gretchen, oh yes!  Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes!”


 


Gretchen’s
rosebud lips sucked relentlessly at the throbbing crux of sensation between
Leili’s thighs.  Leili raised her hips ever higher, driving her pinkness
against Gretchen’s sopping wet face, rubbing, stroking, savouring, all the
while squeezing her nipples through the rough fabric of her garments.


 


“Yes, oh yes
Gretchen!”  Leili called out, cried out, to the heavens, to the stars.  Night
descended.  The light was growing dim.  They must head back soon.  “Yes, oh
yes!”


 


All at once,
the throbbing pulse of pleasure lying in wait at the base of Leili’s belly
popped open, releasing waves of goodness and heat through her entire body.  The
bud between her legs still throbbed, as it had before, but now the throbbing
seemed painful rather than pleasurable.  Leili rolled away from Gretchen,
panting and desperate.


 


Gretchen
perched on hands and knees in the long grass, her naked breasts heaving as she
gazed at Leili like a large cat—scheming and feminine.


 


“One day I’ll teach you how,”
Gretchen said.
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