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CHAPTER ONE

Hidden Treasure




Part 1




My name's Lizzie. I'm 29, 5' 8" and 140lbs, brown hair and blue eyes. I don't have many close friends, mostly preferring to travel to the beat of my own drummer. AND, I am a lesbian. Lizzie the Lezzie!

I grew up a tom-boy and liked guy things. Not much for the frilly girly stuff. I am much more comfortable in jeans and cowboy boot than in a tight dress and fuck-me pumps. Not that I don't have the figure to dress like a girl if I wanted to, I prefer a more relaxed natural style.

I work as a paralegal at a mid-size law firm, primarily supporting attorneys who deal with transactional work and probate law. I occasionally get pulled into some litigation, but the litigation attorneys pretty much have their own paralegals and it's not often I have to cross that line. Thank goodness.

I usually visit a tavern frequented by gays for a slow drink after hours, and can often be found in a local gay and lesbian nightclub on Friday and Saturday evenings. I don't have a steady girlfriend, although I have a fair number of female acquaintances.

My love life mostly consists of a few steady part-time girlfriends, but I am not averse to meeting a new one when I'm out and about. My weekend days are typically used up caring for the new home I recently purchased, a little place on an acre near the edge of the metropolitan area. I have a bit of lawn and some of what I call "wilderness" where I just let it go.

The only maintenance I do there is picking up dead branches and keeping the ground clear of anything that might create a fire hazard. When I'm not working in the yard, I love to go for long bike rides. I have a nice road bike, and a regular route with wide shoulders, nice scenery and fresh air that I like to ride. The riding keeps me lean, so I can spend an evening at the bar and not worry about getting a larger dress size.

We hired a new young associate, Stacey, and she was started in the probate arena. It's a good place for a new attorney to break in, since probate law is pretty straightforward, with very few surprises or twists. I was assigned as her primary paralegal, and it fell to me to answer a lot of her questions.

Stacey was about 5'4", around 130 lbs., with a light brown complexion, beautifully expressive brown eyes and long brown hair with golden highlights. She had pretty Cupid's bow lips and a wonderfully soft voice, and I thought to myself that she was really not made for the litigation arena. Her breasts were small, a nice B cup, but I like small breasts and overall found her to be an exceedingly attractive woman.

As we worked together, I would often find myself standing alongside her at her desk, explaining something or pointing things out on her computer monitor. Our office is mostly paperless, and you didn't want to be the employee with paper spread all over the place. Every computer had three monitors, and you were expected to use them rather than paper.

I would get turned on by a glimpse of cleavage, or the smell of her body; whether it was the soap she used or her shampoo I didn't know, but it would cause my heart to beat faster if I had to spend any time near her. I hoped she didn't notice, but she never gave any indication she thought of our relationship as anything but professional.

She was very intelligent, and picked things up quickly. I never had to explain anything twice, and we made an excellent team. Over the months as we spent more time together she became much more relaxed with me, and before long we were taking lunch together, either in the office cafeteria or at a small deli just down the street. It seemed she was pretty straight as she never made any kind of suggestions in that regard. You know just to test the waters?

We got to know each other better personally as time went on, exchanging stories of growing up and going to school. She learned about my penchant for bicycling and I learned about her love of working in her flower garden. One evening I invited her to go for a drink to one of my favored watering holes, The Crown & Anchor, a nightclub rather than a dance club.

It was a quieter place, with a well-behaved mostly straight clientele, and I thought we could talk a little easier there. We met outside and I led her in. We walked up to the bar and Burt, a short, round jolly sort greeted us with a big smile.

"Hi Lizzie! Who's the lovely lady?"

I gestured, "This is Stacey. She's an attorney where I work. Stacey, this is Burt. He'll keep you from getting too thirsty."

Stacey smiled and held her hand out to shake. Burt covered her hand with both of his, smiling and bowing as he shook her hand.

"Pleased to meet ya! Pleased to meet ya! Two of the prettiest ladies I've seen together in my place in a long time."

He was a great guy, with a ready laugh, and I loved sitting at the bar and exchanging amusing anecdotes with him. Burt knew of my inclination for women but didn't allude to it at all. Stacey laughed at him, seeing the same thing in him that I did, and we ordered our drinks and repaired to a booth against the wall.

We sat across from each other and visited while we sipped our drinks, and she was such pleasant company that I didn't want to stop with just one. However, it was my personal rule never to take more than one when I had to work the next day, and I held to it tenaciously. Fortunately Stacey agreed. We left, waving over to Burt as we walked out the door. He returned our waves with a big grin.
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We would occasionally stop off for a drink together after work, or meet at one of a few other places, always having just one drink, but sometimes sharing an appetizer as well. One night while sharing a laugh, she reached out and put her hand over mine. Her touch made me tingle, and I must have shown something, because she slowly withdrew her hand. I wanted to snatch it back, put it back on mine and ask her to keep touching me.

I decided to be content with knowing she was comfortable enough with me to have done it in the first place. One Friday as the work day was coming to a close, I finally asked her out for a casual night of dining and dancing, and she accepted with a smile. We agreed that we would meet at her place later, and she gave me directions.

I stopped to pick her up a single flower in a vase, then drove to her place and rang the doorbell. She answered with a big smile and invited me in. She was dressed in a loose white silk blouse and tan slacks, a combination that showed off her lovely figure.

I handed over the flower, which she accepted with a big smile and placed on a windowsill. She showed me around her rental condo, which was very clean and well organized. We went out to the back yard where she proudly showed off her small flowerbed. I'm not a horticulturist, but it seemed to me that she had the art of flowers down well. The overall picture was beautiful, and I sincerely told her so.

She thanked me, took my hand and led me back inside. I was extremely focused of our hands touching, but she seemed relaxed about it, was it possible she was a lesbian also?

She got her purse and we went out to my car, where I opened the door for her. She smiled at me and got in, and I couldn't help noticing how her blouse tightened against her breasts while she maneuvered in. My mouth was dry as I closed the door and walked around the car to get behind the wheel. It wasn't until then that I realized I was getting pretty wet. Thank God I was wearing black jeans. So as I sat down I was hoping she didn't notice.

I took her to my favorite Italian restaurant, where the atmosphere was light and the patrons enjoyed good food. We had a wonderful meal accompanied by a very nice Pinot, and lingered when the food was gone to enjoy a last glass of wine. Our talk was relaxed, with lots of laughter, and more than once I was conscious of our eyes meeting and holding after some laughter had subsided.

We followed that up by going to a dance club that played mostly danceable older rock, and found seats at a table. I ordered a Kettel One & tonic, and she had a Manhattan. I tried to restrict our dances to the faster numbers, which I enjoyed dancing to. I have a rather freestyle form of dancing, but good rhythm, and if my style was unconventional, it did have its merits.

We were leaving the dance floor after one number when a slow song came on. She grabbed my hand and said, "Oh, I love this song." I smiled at her and moved in closer to her. We held each other like we were at a high school prom, my left hand in her right, my right hand at her waist and hers on my shoulder. We were not quite far enough apart to satisfy a preacher, but still had a little space between us. As the song progressed and we talked, we eventually moved in closer, she smelled wonderful, and it came as somewhat of a surprise when I realized I was holding her close to me and my mound was pushing against her mound. I blushed and moved to back my hips away, but she tightened her grip and smiled at me.

She said softly, "Don't worry about it, I'm rather flattered."

I smiled weakly back at her, but I was still embarrassed. When the song ended, she held me and tipped her head up, her lips slightly parted and without really thinking about it, I bent down and kissed her softly. We lightly tickled our tongues together, then broke the kiss and I held her hand on the way back to the table.

When we sat down, we just sort of sat there looking at each other, she smiling at me with her eyes twinkling and me smiling at her, rather abashed. She giggled a little at me and my head kind of swam. It seemed so out of place, this beautiful professional woman giggling like a teenager, then she reached over and squeezed my hand.

"Don't be so embarrassed, Lizzie. It's fine, really," she said, "by now you obviously know I am bisexual and I am sitting in moist panties thinking of what it would be like being together."

I was kind of at a loss for words, but tried to apologize.

She cut me off, smiling a little and said softly, "I was almost hoping for that kind of reaction." Her eyes got a faraway look, and her smile went down a bit. She asked, "Can we go somewhere private and talk?"

I readily agreed, and asked if she wanted to talk at her place or mine. She studied my eyes for a bit, then asked if I was willing to take her back to her place. I said that was fine, and we held hand walking out to the car.
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We had a quiet drive back, and I wondered what was bothering her. We seemed to be having so much fun up till then. She had said my obvious excitement wasn't the problem, but I had to wonder. We got to her place and settled in on her couch, turned slightly sideways to face each other.

She studied my face for a while, and I just sat there looking back. I reached out to take her hand, wanting to put her at ease, and she squeezed my hand fiercely, a pensive look on her face.

Finally she just softly said, "Kiss me, Elizabeth."

We leaned toward each other, our eyes closing as our lips met, and we began softly, our lips barely touching, and hers were so soft. I lightly ran my tongue across her lips, then felt the tip of her tongue touch mine. As the seconds passed, we became more enthusiastic, our tongues tangling and playing together.

She put one arm around my neck and pulled me in more tightly, and I reached one hand up, gently placing the palm against her soft cheek. I ran the ball of my thumb in little circles on the line of her jaw, then lightly brushed my fingers under her ear and down along her neck. She moaned softly in my mouth, and her hand reached up to slide mine down to her breast.

I was thoroughly aroused now, and began fondling her firm little breast through the smooth silk blouse while we kissed. She pushed herself into my hand, and I could feel the erect nipple through the material. We were both breathing heavily when she broke the kiss, moving back a little to look at me, her eyes half closed and she quietly said, "Oh, Lizzie . . .," trailing off like there was more, but just looking at me from close range.

We held that position, my hand still resting on her firm breast, and she finally sat back a bit, letting her hand go from the back of my neck gently squeezed my slightly larger breast. My heart was racing and my pussy was throbbing in my jeans. She put her hands in her lap and looked down. I saw her eyes linger on the outline of my crotch, the slightest hint of a 'camel toe" showing and a little smile grew on her face.

She twisted her fingers and looked at them, then suddenly looked up at me and opened her mouth to speak, but nothing came out. She was obviously torn, wanting to tell me something but afraid to get it out. I had no idea what her past was like, outside of the bits she had shared with me, but how bad could it be, really? We never discussed when she realized she was a lesbian, or at least was attracted to women, maybe this was her first time?

I slid closer and put my arms around her, saying softly, "Stacey, it's OK."

She hugged me tightly and we held each other like that for a moment, then I felt the wetness of tears soaking through my blouse. I just held her, not understanding, my fingers softly sliding up and down her back, and she sobbed once quietly. I continued to caress her and hold her as she cried, not knowing what the problem was but willing to let her decide whether or not to share it with me.

She finally stopped crying and just rested in my arms for a minute, and she just snuggled in, holding breast as I was holding hers. After a bit she let go and backed up. Her cheeks were wet with tears, and she had a sad little smile. Her nose was running and I looked around for some tissues, finally seeing a box on the counter. I got up to get them, and held them out for her, smiling and puzzled.

She laughed and sniffled, taking a couple of tissues and blowing her nose. She looked gratefully at me and said, "Thank you, Elizabeth." She sat back, inhaled deeply, looked at me and said, "Lizzie, I like you a lot, an awful lot, but . . . there's something I have to show you."

I nodded agreeably and replied, "Okay."

She looked at me as she stood up and said, "Just sit right there. Please?"

I once again nodded, saying, "Sure."

She began unbuttoning her blouse, and I thought she must have some terrible scarring or something and she was afraid of what I would think. I watched as she took her blouse off, and seeing her firm breasts contained in their sexy bra got my heart racing again.

Her skin was light brown, smooth and glowing, and I felt my throat tighten up. Damn, she was sexy! She looked back at me and put her blouse on the couch, then reached back to unhook her bra. I held my breath, and when she released her breasts, I had to force myself to breathe again.

My heart was hammering in my chest, and my eyes locked hungrily on her delectable little breasts. Firm, with dark areola, nipples erect, I wanted to start suckling on them immediately, and I understood why she had asked me to hold my position. She saw the look in my eyes, and knew what I was thinking.

Her cute little lips curved slightly as she smiled at my discomfort, and her hands went to the button on her slacks. She unbuttoned them, then turned slightly away from me as she began to lower them. I was torn between watching her hips coming into view or the profile of her pert breast. She lowered her slacks, stepping out of them and I let my gaze linger over her beautiful haunch, sliding down over her wonderfully smooth legs and down her calves.

I looked up and saw that she was watching me over her shoulder, and I had to blush. She gave me another little smile, then seemed to gather herself. She turned and the picture of this beautiful lady was so breathtaking, it was several seconds before I saw what had made her so nervous.
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A smooth shaven pussy with a clitoris the size of my thumb. My eyes locked on her fat clit, my breath caught, and my body was tingling. I slowly ran my eyes back up her smooth tummy, over her pert breasts, past her cute Cupid's bow lips and up to her gorgeous eyes. She was looking back at me, nervously biting her lower lip as we stared at each other, a pensive look in her eyes.

I finally choked out, "You're beautiful," and she seemed to melt, her body relaxing as she smiled at me.

I held my arms out and asked, "May I?"

She began to cry again, and nodded, so I stood up and took her in my arms. Her arms went around my waist and she put her head against my shoulder, further soaking my blouse with tears. I didn't mind, I had her soft skin under my fingers and was stroking her back softly, enjoying the feel of her breast against mine. I felt my cunt pressing against her bare tummy, and in a few seconds noticed that I could feel her sex against my thigh. This turned me on even more, and I gave her a hard hug.

She stood back and began slowly unbuttoning my blouse. I reached out to touch her soft breasts while she worked her way down, and she finally pushed the blouse off of my shoulders and I helped work my arms through the sleeves. She tossed it down on the couch on top of her clothes and reached for my bra clasp. I stopped her, reaching out to hold her cheeks and gave her a gentle kiss, then moved my hands back to her breasts.

Her hands went back to work undoing my bra, and she soon had my breast free. Then she started to push my pants down, but as soon as the waistband cleared my pubic hair, her hand went to my wet slit and started to gently stroke it and slid her fingers through my trim bush. She looked up at me with her big doe eyes and a little smile on her face and I was smitten.

I leaned down to kiss her one more time, then reached to fondle her own sex. Her eyes closed as my hand gently her wet labia up and down, then I stopped to finish removing my jean. She helped me out of them, then threw them over toward the couch and grabbed my cunt again.

I reached down and pulled her toward me, slowly backing toward the couch. When the backs of my legs encountered it, I sat down and leaned in to lick the tip of her stiff clit, just once out of curiosity. She gasped lightly, and put her hands on my head, gently running her fingers through my hair. I looked up to meet her eyes with mine, then licked up the length of her smooth sex as we looked at each other.

The look of happiness in her eyes as she watched me made her beautiful pussy taste that much better. I could smell her arousal, along with my own. Raw female aroma was intoxicating. I focused my attention on her large clit while she continued to caress my hair. My finger snaked into her drenched opening, and I bent down further to suck the lips into my mouth, rolling the engorged 'man in the boat' around in my mouth, then tugging on it with my lips. I let it go and licked slowly up her slit, using just the tip of my tongue. Looking up at her again, I saw she was still watching me with her luminous eyes and little smile.

I reached the clit again, it was fascinating, and slowly sucked the entire thing, sucking hard as I brought more blood into the area. By now it looked like a ten year old boy's penis.

She gave a little shiver as I reached the tip and played my soft tongue tip around the top, then flicking it rapidly across her piss opening, then taking the swollen nub in and sucking it hard. My hand was pumping in and out of her pussy, three finger worth, sliding and filling her sex. I could feel her inner muscles grab at my fingers and tighten on them.

Working her pussy while I bobbed up and down a few times on the turgid nubbin, stopping once to lick the underside between it and her vaginal opening, running the tip of my tongue slowly up and down the sensitive skin below her throbbing clitoris. Once more looking up at her, I saw she had her head back, eyes closed, but the little smile was still there. It looked like she was enjoying it, and I stuck a finger quickly in my mouth to get it wet, then slipped it behind her and touched her tight little anus with the fingertip, pushing gently as I moved it in little circles.

She moaned and pushed forward against my mouth, and I allowed her juices to coat my face, holding it there briefly, with my hands on her perfect butt cheeks, and swallowing her juices once or twice. Her cunt clutched my fingers like a vice, and her asshole seemed to suck my finger in a bit as I applied pressure. Stacey's hands now held my head, her pussy slowly moving in circles, and I allowed her to gently fuck my face.

I continued to play with her sex, and my finger was now in her asshole, the tight sphincter gripping as I moved it in and out. She was breathing heavier, and began thrusting against my tongue a little faster. I pushed my tongue to its full length, trying to get as deep as possible. I was massaging the insides of her bowels with my finger, just short brisk strokes inside of her tight asshole.

She made a little choking groan, jerked once and her girl cum gushed down into my mouth, starting with a thick discharge. I swallowed eagerly, licking and feeling it throb on my tongue, but the flow seemed to be endless. I had never seen a woman cum so much, and her clit twitched and jerked against m nose as her hot nectar continued to flow and ooze into my mouth. She made a few final, short thrusts against my tongue and her orgasm ended.

I finished swallowing, savoring the taste of her sweet juices as I licked and suckled the last of her cum from her thick pussy lips. When she was done, I kissed the clit one more time, then let go, slipping my fingers down for one more touch of her meaty clit.

I sat back on the couch and looked up at her. She stood, her hands at her breasts, breathing heavily as she studied me through lidded eyes. I saw her look down to where my sex was throbbing and my clit painfully swollen, and her eyes got a hungry look in them.

She took one shaky step toward me, and I held a hand out to her. She reached to take it, and took another step toward me, kneeling astride me and scooting forward. She leaned down and took my face in her hands, her long brown hair falling around us, and my hands automatically went to her pert breasts, once again glorying in their shape and firmness.

She kissed me gently, little touches on my lips, nose, cheeks and eyes, then began a passionate but gentle French kiss while my hands lightly plucked and tweaked her hard little nipples.

"Your turn!" she announced sexily.
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I flinched at first, letting out a little "Ooh yeah!" and we both laughed, but my wet slick crotch was what she wanted. She sat on the floor in front of the couch, leaning her upper body backward. She didn't have to tell me anything else. I move in and straddled her head, my knees on either side of her face.

I pushed my furry slit right at her mouth, she licked it a couple of times, then licked up the length of it, running her tongue through my neatly trimmed pubic hair, sucking my much smaller clit in and rolling her tongue around it a few times. She began playing with my wet labia with one hand, using the other to hold my sweaty buttocks then she tickled and teased my anal opening with the tip of her finger.

I placed my hand on the back of her head, and my fingers were moving through her hair. She shoved the full length of her tongue into my throbbing opening, licking slowly as she moved down, holding me close to her mouth briefly, and then sucking back up. My breasts were bouncing to the motion we were engaged in. She began a slow bobbing, my dripping cunt coating her face with my juices. Her two middle fingers slid in and out, making a wet, sloshing sound.

She spent a lot of time licking and sucking on my pussy, enjoying every minute, but soon she could feel me begin pushing urgently at her, my breathing heavy, and she knew I was going to feed her soon. My sphincter tightened around her finger, and she tongue probed me faster.

She licked and sucked rapidly, wanting me to let go, and my toes curled when I finally climaxed. I exhaled in a rush, groaning as my juices flowed into her mouth, coating her face. She hummed as she sucked and licked me dry, and I stood up quivering, reaching one hand out to the couch to maintain my balance.

When she was finished with me, she tried to stand up and I lifted her by her armpits, sitting her gently on the couch and I leaned in to kiss her, tasting myself on her lips

She stopped kissing me and simply looked at me with her large brown eyes, then leaned over and opened a drawer of a nearby end table. She came up with a bottle of lube, and a leather harness with a flesh covered rubber cock attached. And then moved to set her weight down on my hips while she opened it up, put a bit on her fingers and snapped it closed with one hand, the whole time holding my eyes with hers.

She straightened up onto her knees, and began lubing the rubber cock with a generous amount of product and stroking it up and down, twisting with her hand, getting it thoroughly lubricated before leaning back over to place the lube on the end table and reaching into the drawer for a small towel. She straightened back up and wiped her hand, and again reached pulled me to my feet, and had me step into the leather harness.

We resumed our seat, me sitting on the couch with a big slick prong extending from my crotch. Her sitting astride my lap facing me. Grasping the cock down low and slowly shifting her weight back until the head of the cock was nestled against her tight puckered asshole.

She pushed against it while leaning into me, putting her hands over my shoulders and moving her face right in front of mine while she shifted her hips from side to side, back and forth, and up and down, slowly, slowly moving the thick cock into her hot bowels. Her ass was incredibly tight, and I could sense her sphincter gripping the shaft.

She started making long, slow strokes, getting deeper and deeper until she was soon was sitting on my thighs. I was still gently playing with her pert boobs and she began to kiss me again, her hips rising and falling while she kissed me, short firm strokes that sunk me deeply into her each time. Her breasts jiggled each time she landed, and the tip of her smooth shave pussy rubbed against my stomach. Her hair was covering our faces like a veil. I felt a warmness as her pussy was leaking onto me, and the erotic thought of this beautiful woman's cunt dripping on me made me thrust harder.

I broke the kiss to nibble on her neck, my hands going to her back, and sitting up I pulled her breasts into me, the hard nipples brushing my own as I kissed the hollow of her throat. She threw her head back, dropping hard down onto the relentless prick as I sucked and nibbled at her neck and breasts. She was moving faster now, her breath coming in gasps, and I was thrusting into her as she was dropping down.

Suddenly she dropped her head to my shoulder, groaning, and I felt her pussy gush a squirt of cum onto my stomach. The feel of her hot juice hitting me sent me over, and I pushed hard into her, tensing and grunting as the cock was like a piston inside of her. She moaned as she felt the cock ramming and thrusting, and I gripped her buttocks hard as I pushed up into her. The backend of the strap on did a number on my clitoris and at once my body locked in ecstasy just before my orgasm overtook my consciousness.

We came to a trembling stop, Stacey falling forward onto me, my legs relaxing and stretching out in front of the couch. Stacey slid one leg back, then the other, and lay on top of me, the rubber cock still inside of her twitching ass. I felt her hands come up along my sides and grip my shoulders as she laid her head on my chest, and I brought my hands up to gently caress her back.

We lay like that, our breath returning to normal, and it occurred to me that not a word had been spoken since I told her I thought she was beautiful. Thinking about it, I realized we had said all there was to say, and words would only have ruined it.

I hummed in quiet enjoyment, and felt her grip the intruding object, hard as she shared the feeling. After a few minutes of laying like this, she finally pushed up on her elbows and the cock slipped out of her when she moved. She made a disappointed little moan and looked at me with her big expressive eyes, happiness twinkling in their darkness.

She was so doggone cute, I couldn't help smiling back.

She leaned up for one more kiss, then said softly, "Thank you, Elizabeth."

I kissed her back and said, "No, thank YOU."

Stacey lifted one leg over me and stood up, teasing one hand across my breasts as she arose. She walked across the room, hips swaying, she was terribly sexy. She disappeared through a doorway, and a light snapped on. I saw the wall of what was obviously a bathroom, and heard water running.
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A short time later it shut off, and she came back out, a beautiful sexy lady with a huge clit between her legs. I sat straight up, and she settled down on the couch next to me, drawing her knees up and sitting sideways, raising one hand to lightly stroke my shoulder.

I put a hand on her leg and began running it gently back and forth. She looked with those dark limpid eyes and smiled peacefully.

"Lizzie," she said, "I was so worried about what you would think. I was terribly attracted to you from almost the first day I began working there. There's something so sexy and competent about you that I just couldn't resist. When you first asked me to lunch, I felt like a schoolgirl, but I really never thought it would come to anything."

She stopped talking and twiddled her fingers through my hair, trying to order her thoughts.

"Then you asked me out for a drink, and I was giddy with happiness, but . . . cautious. I didn't know how you felt, and I didn't want to lead you on. When I tried to draw you out about your past partners, I only heard you talk about women, so I drew the conclusion lesbian, but you wouldn't stay on the subject."

I started to speak but she put one finger over my lips. I stopped and kissed it. She chuckled quietly and gave me a quick little kiss, then continued.

"As I got to know you, I wanted to be with you. I just pretended that everything was okay, I was a normal woman, and I could tell you liked what you saw." She smiled mischievously and glanced at my crotch.

"You gave yourself away." I laughed and she smiled at me. "When we slow danced tonight, it felt so good to have you hold me, and I was feeling so good. Your kiss was probably the best thing that I had ever felt. I've been kissed before, but not by someone like you, someone I liked the way I like you. When we went back to the table, I realized that I had been lying to you, making you think I was straight, but I wasn't.

That's when I asked to go somewhere private. I had to let you know, even if you wouldn't like me after. I didn't want to keep leading you on, even though it would hurt me terribly if you didn't want me. I thought it would be best if we came here, so you wouldn't have to give me a ride home if you, if you . . ."

I shifted a bit and put my arms around her, pulling her into me, and her hand went to my breasts, fingers playing lightly erect nipples.

I kissed her on the top of her head and said, "I think you're beautiful just the way you are. I had a straight girlfriend once, but she moved, so your hesitation didn't put me off. I know I never said anything specifically to you, but I considered her a lover, as I do you.

"I thought you would be disgusted with my extra-large clitoris. It has been a turn off for some of the women I've dated." She confessed.

Thing is, I like you, the person inside your body, and nothing I saw when you dropped your pants changed that person inside. You are WHO you are; WHAT you are is completely different. What you are doesn't bother me at all - because of who you are. In fact my mind is racing with all the things we might be able to do with that big boy."

I kissed the top of her head again and finished, "Anybody that doesn't like who you are because of how you look doesn't deserve to spend any time with you."

Her hand had stopped moving on my breasts, and I just sat waiting, then I heard her quietly say, "I was so happy when you told me I was beautiful. It was something I had hoped for, but never believed would ever happen."

We sat together, nothing more to be said, and just enjoyed being with each other. She snuggled in against me, and I held her close, running my fingers through her long, soft hair.

She sighed, and said, "I'm sorry, but I'm thirsty. Can I get you something too?"

She sat up and looked at me with her doe eyes, and I almost got lost in them again before replying, "A glass of water would go good right now."

She got up and started toward the kitchen area. I followed her, again admiring the swing of her sexy hips, from this angle seeing nothing of her clit. She reached into a cupboard for glasses, and the way her breast tightened as she reached made my pussy and begin to tingle. She drew a drink for each of us, and as she put the last glass down, I stepped up behind her and pressed myself against her, reaching around to cup her breasts and giving the nipples a light pinch.

She moaned lightly and leaned her head back against me, one hand coming up to cup the back of my neck. I ran my fingers lightly down her tummy, then back up her sides and slid them across her breasts. I reached one hand out for a glass of water and held it to her lips. She drank slowly, and when she was finished I took a drink from the same glass, then put it back on the counter.

I kissed the side of her neck and skimmed the palms of my hands across her erect nipples. I felt her other hand reach back to grasp me, and I moved my hips back enough so she could wrap her hand around my hardness. She lightly stroked me as I caressed and kissed her, moving her body against mine, quietly humming in pleasure.

"Could you go for a shower? I'd like to clean up a little and then go to bed." She smiled mischievously.

"It's getting late and I'm a little wrung out." I chuckled and kissed her once more. "I could use a shower. Is there room enough in there for the two of us?"

She shook her head sadly, "Unfortunately, no. I mean, we could squeeze in there, but we'd always be bumping the walls, and it would be hard to get clean."

She looked up at me and said, "I'd like to clean up a bit before going to bed."

I shrugged in acceptance and said, "I'll just wait for you to finish, then."

We kissed once more, briefly, and she turned to clear off the counter.

As she put the lube back in the drawer, I asked, "Just how many of those do you have?"

She looked at me with a little smile and blushed. The red against her tan skin looked beautiful.

"I was so excited thinking of going out with you and maybe coming here tonight, I bought a bag of them and put one anywhere we might end up. There's maybe ten of them in different places around the house."

She smiled and wiped the counter as I laughed.

"That's funny. I thought it was awful strange how there seemed to be one just when we needed it," I said.

She quietly replied, "I was really hoping I'd get to use one, but I didn't want to break a mood by stopping to go get it. You can't know how much this means to me."

I touched her gently and said, "I'm glad you thought of it. It was a marvelous idea."

We took our showers and I shared her bed that night. We spent a lot of time just holding and touching, talking about things neither of us had dared to bring up before. We discussed our relationship as it pertained to work, and both thought we could keep it out of the office. We might be seen about town after hours, but we didn't want it interfering with our work.
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As the months went by I had opportunity to be grateful she had put bottles of lube all over the place. We often ended up spontaneously making love, and organized person that she was, invariably a bottle could be found within reach.

It became a private joke between us, and once when I had felt a surge of horniness for her in her office, I asked casually if there were a bottle nearby. She knew what I meant and we shared a private smile. She spent a lot of time at my place too, and soon there were little things around my house, her things that made it seem homier somehow. She is a true girly girl with all the trappings. Flowers on the table or windowsill, a bottle of perfume in the bathroom, little things like that.

On the nights we spent separately, I could look at those things and feel her in the house with me. I opened a drawer for a knife one night and saw a bottle of lube in the corner of the drawer, and just started laughing. When I told her about it at work the next day, she looked at me with a twinkle in her eye and said, "There's others, too."

I came within a whisker of grabbing her and giving her a big hug, but managed to maintain my composure. She knew how I felt, though, I could see it in her eyes, the feelings she had for me shining out. Stacey got me into anal play.

She began by tickling my asshole with a finger while we were in a 69, and it felt so good I lifted and spread my legs so she could do more. I felt her go, "Mmm," on my pussy and she wet a finger and continued to make little circles around my anus.

I came hard over her mouth, and she chuckled and cooed as she licked it down, continuing her little circling of my twitching ass. When we finished, she asked, "Did you like that?"

"That made me tingle! I didn't realize how good it would feel," I replied.

She got a big smile and said, "We'll have to show you more, that's just the tip of the iceberg."

She showed me how to clean and prepare myself for anal sex, then rimmed me for several minutes, my feet in the air and legs spread. Oh, the sensations! When she thought I was ready, she started with a little item she said was a butt plug, lubing, then slipping it into me while she licked the length of my dripping pussy and looked into my eyes. She moved it gently in and out, and the sensation was incredible.

It was only a minute before I was breathing hard and moving against her, and when she knew I was going to orgasm, she took my clit in her mouth, curled two of her fingers inside my pussy and found the rough spot at the top of the inside of my vagina, and pushed hard on her tool, kind of jiggling it.

I flexed up once, hard, my hips coming off the bed as I grunted and squirted into her mouth. She hummed on my pussy swallowing rapidly, and I had never come like that before. My whole body was tingling and shivering. It was exhausting, and when I was finished I just kind of laid limply on the bed, my body making little upward jerks as she licked the last of the cum from my dripping pussy.

She gently slipped her tool out and crawled up on top of me, and as I lowered my legs I felt her engorged clit touch against my quivering pussy and thought that was next. I didn't have to worry - she moved up, laying on top of me with our clits rubbing together, and I embraced her tightly, kissing her, feeling her hard nipples against my own breasts.

Stacey was pounding and pressing my clit with her own ginormous weapon, she was rubbing up and down and her breath began to quicken. A few times I felt her slide inside me. Then move on with her tribbing. It wasn't long and she began to make feral noises and grunting deeply. Her body locked, then the climax overtook her.

She buried her face in my boobs, sucking on my nipples. She continued to grind, and grunt, and finally a long sigh come from her at last. Her body was like mine, slick with sweat, and the aroma of female sex permeated the room.

"Damn, baby. That was great. I've never felt anything like that."

She smiled impishly and said, "Now you know why I think my CLIT is so special. It's my Hidden Treasure. That was spectacular, but most women don't get off on having that big monster roaming around their cunt, moving that fast."
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I just looked into her big brown eyes and thanked my lucky stars I had met her.

I said, "I didn't realize what it felt like. I always felt guilty, thinking I was being good not talking about your 'canon'. I tried to make it up to you in other ways, but I had no idea how that felt."

Stacey moved her body sensuously on mine, saying, "Oh, baby. You make me feel good all the time; I love the things you do to me. Don't ever think I'm not enjoying anything we're doing."

We kissed passionately, and I suddenly became conscious of our clits still rubbing together. My hands went down her back to her tight buttocks, grabbing a double handful and pressing up into her.

She went, "Mmmm," into my mouth and moved her hips in a slow, sexy, side to side movement, grinding against me, enjoying the feeling as much as I did. She slowly rose to her knees, lightly scraping her fingernails down my body as she arose, then grasping my breast and stroking them softly...

She got up and went out of the bedroom, returning with a warm wet washcloth, and had me lift my legs again. She gently washed the lube from my ass, then kissed and licked my asshole a couple of times before standing back up. She climbed back into bed and snuggled up to me, her head in the crook of my arm, one hand on my chest, tweaking my nipples and teasing them.

I had an arm around her and reached to play with her boob, lightly rubbing the nipple and gently running my fingers across her soft skin. She looked up at me, and again I was smitten by her eyes.

She said, "We'll hold off on more anal for now, but I think you might enjoy doing more. That's a sensitive part of the body, in more ways than one, so I don't want to overdo it right away. We'll take it however fast you want, but I don't want to hurt your cute little butt."

She smiled coyly and fluttered her eyelashes at me. I laughed a little, then said, "I'd really like to lick your ass. That felt so good for me, I'd like to do that for you."

She just looked at me, and her eyes seemed to grow larger.

"I'd like that, Elizabeth," she said softly, with a sweet little smile.

We rolled over with her on her back and me on top. I kissed her, soft little kisses, tiny licks on her lips, and she closed her eyes and smiled. I worked my way down her cheek to the jawline, and could see her rapid pulse on her neck. I kissed down to the hollow of her throat, tickling it with the tip of my tongue, and Stacey gave a soft, "Mmm."

I could feel her smooth crotch pressing against my stomach as I kissed my way down. I reached her breasts, spending a bit of time licking, sucking and nibbling at the nipples, touching her lightly on the ribs with my fingertips. She lay limp, just enjoying my attention. I kissed and licked my way down to her soft tummy, pausing to stick my tongue into her navel, feeling her get goosebumps.

I tipped my head down and gently kissed the swollen tip of her clit, giving a tiny lick across the length, then moving down in one swift move to take it completely into my mouth. Stacey moaned and pushed up into me, one hand coming up to the back of my head. I pulled slowly up, sucking, until her rigid nub popped out and slapped back against her hood.

I licked slowly up from her spot between her asshole to her clit, tickling the little cleft on the underside with the tip of my tongue. Stacey was breathing heavily, her body slowly writhing sensuously beneath me. Moving further down, I kissed my way down the inside of one soft, toned thigh, spreading her legs to better reach the more sensitive skin, kissing and licking.

I pushed her legs up, taking a moment to admire her cute little butthole, then licked behind one knee. I kissed and licked my way down her thigh, swiping across her pussy lips and taking them briefly into my mouth, then up the other thigh and finishing at her knee. I worked slowly back down, pushing her legs back as I got lower, until I reached her anus.

I felt the heat rising from her, and stuck my tongue out to gently lick it, one time, causing her to gasp. I tickled the rim with the tip of my tongue, little flicks, Stacey moaning, her hips twisting and lifting. I licked harder, remembering how she had done it to me, curling my tongue around and around, pushing, prodding, and finally as she loosened up a bit, probing inside of her.

Her head was thrashing from side to side, and I reached up to begin fingering her throbbing aroused clit. I felt her fingertips on the back of my hand as I stroked her, just lightly touching. She was moaning steadily, and I felt her clit sloshing between my fingers, swelling, and I knew she was about to go.

I gave one final push with my tongue, kissed her anus quickly and tipped her hips up to take hurt pulsing cunt into my mouth. I was just in time.

I no sooner got my lips locked in place than she thrust up, and a strong spasm her orgasm sent liquid, cum, lubrication, pee sweat, into my mouth, followed by a large flow and more hard spasms. I was humming and swallowing, enjoying the taste of her sweet nectar, fondling her anus, encouraging every drop I could get. She finally stopped, her legs relaxing at my sides, fingers running through my hair, gasping for breath, and I looked up to see her with a dreamy smile, eyes closed as she recovered.

I licked the last couple of drops that appeared on the head of her fat clit, and when I finally accepted that I wouldn't get any more, I slid up and lay down next to her. I gently played with her boobs, softly running my fingertips down her soft, smooth body and she was soon breathing normally.

I saw her eyes flutter open, and she looked at the ceiling as her hand came across her body to touch and caress my hand as I touched her. She blinked languidly, then turned her head to look at me, a satisfied smile on her face. She watched me looking at her, our hands still gently moving, touching each other

. She said quietly, "Elizabeth . . ."

I replied equally softly, "Stacey."

As time went on, she gently led me through more advanced anal, clitoral and scissoring play, until I became an enthusiastic bottom for when she's in that mood. Occasionally I'll even encourage her, and we've both taken to using the butt plug when we give oral sex to the other.

Stacey goes riding with me now, and her legs have become toned from the long miles. They were beautiful before, so it's hard to say they're nicer looking, but they sure do look good, and I love to feel them wrapped around my waist when we're in that position. She'll be moving in with me as soon as her current lease expires, and I'm looking forward to some nice flower gardens around the place.

She'll be able to tend them to her heart's content, and my grounds will no doubt be the envy of the neighborhood. Everybody at the office knows we're an item now, but we still keep it professional at work. It's just that we can get away with a little hug or kiss now without anybody raising an eyebrow. Nobody there knows about her beautiful clit, and I'm happy with that.

It's all mine.

END

 




 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWO

Her Second Life




Part 1

 

 

 

My husband Mike, was taking the last of his things from the bedroom. I watched him with some amusement, knowing one word would change his mind. But that was not going to happen.

Upon some serious reflection I had decided, he was a snake and I would never give him the satisfaction of agreeing to his wishes.

"That's everything." Mike announced.

"Okay, if you are missing anything give me a call, and let me know so I can have it sent to your new address." I replied.

Hi! I am Anne. I was a 43 year old married woman, so why the title? Well, I was a virgin or virtuous, in one respect until very recently. My husband and I enjoyed a healthy if unadventurous sex life. However it was not my husband who woke me up to what I had been missing. I will let some of the cat out of the bag, or should I say pussy out of the bag, by saying I lost my second virginity to another woman.

My husband and I have experienced sex in many positions, including oral and anal. However like many men, he was not very happy performing oral sex on me. But when he did, it felt good. He also enjoyed watching me masturbate, but I never tasted my own juices, at least with him!

My husband was out of town on a business trip, so I invited a friend over for supper. We opened some wine, ate our supper and relaxed with another bottle in the family room. Amy, my friend, had brought some adult DVDs with her and suggested we sit down and watch a couple.

The first one was a standard all male-female fucking and sucking with cum all over her tits and ass. The second one she put in was all-female. I had had only one sexual contact with another girl and that was at school. I was an early developer in the boob department. One of the other girls rubbed them one day in the shower at school. It felt nice, but nothing further came of it. Now I was watching a shower scene with one girl rubbing another's boobs and it brought it all back.

"Have you ever had sex with another woman?" Amy asked.

I told her about the shower incident at school and asked if that counted.

"How about you, have you ever had sex with another woman?" I asked.

She replied, "Yes, I have several times, but not for the last six months though."

We watched the movie for a while longer and I started to get hot! Amy was fidgeting too.

"You find this exciting too, don't you?" she asked.

I had to admit I did. Amy then reached for the waistband of her leggings and slid her hand down inside to her pussy and started rubbing herself. Then I did something I never thought I would do; I got up and walked over to her, sat down beside her and put my hand down her shorts on top of her hand.

She looked at me in complete surprise, but did nothing to stop me. She held my wrist with her other hand and took her hand out leaving only my hand down her panties. I felt her small patch of hair and her wetness. It did not feel any different to my own, except I could not feel anything when I rubbed between her pussy lips.

She obviously could though! She then slid her hand down the front of my yoga pants and inside my panties. Her hand found my soaking wet sex organ and started stroking up and down the slit. It felt wonderful and we both sat back and diddled each other until we came.

My panties were a mess and so were hers. Our shower is not that big, but two people can fit in it. I took her hand and led her upstairs to the bathroom. There I lifted her tee shirt over her head and reached round behind her to find the catch to her bra. I then slid it off her chest and down her arms. She lifted my shirt over my head and undid my bra. We stood facing each other topless.

She reached forward and pulled down my lululemon yoga pants ( I think my butt looks great in yoga pants) and panties in one movement and I stepped out of them and stood naked in front of my friend. She pulled down her leggings (leggings are about like yoga pants, but not a chance of camel-toe wearing them) and panties and stood in front of me naked. Then she put her hands up and started caressing my boobs.

It felt so good! She broke off and I turned on the shower. When it was warm, we stepped in together. Because it was not very big, we were touching. I felt her boob on my arm and our hips touched. Every touch felt like an electric shock I was so sensitive and turned on. We turned towards each other and I took her hands in mine. Our boobs brushed together and then I knew that I was going to let her do whatever she wanted to me and I would reciprocate.

I let go of her hands and put my arms round her. She put her arms around me too and then our faces turned to each other and our lips met. It was gentle at first and then our mouths opened and our tongues met in battle. The kiss became very intense and we held each other very tightly, our boobs mashed together. My legs opened and so did hers. I put my knee between her legs and she started humping herself against my leg.

I did the same thing and the sex started in earnest. We both came together and panting somewhat, turned off the shower. However I was not satisfied and wanted more. We dried each other and went through to the master bedroom. It seemed so strange, and yet so right, to lead my female lover into my marriage bed. We lay down on our sides facing each other and started to kiss again. Amy rolled me onto my back and climbed on top of me. She broke the kiss and started moving her mouth down my body.

She suckled each boob for what seemed like ages and made my nipples harder than I have ever known them. Her mouth continued its downward trail. She by-passed my pussy and licked and kissed my thighs before starting back up. This time she stopped at my pussy and started to perform the most amazing oral sex on me. I had never had my pussy so thoroughly worshiped before. Her tongue drove my clitty mad while she pounded her fingers in and out of me.

The orgasm was tremendous and the most intense I have ever experienced. She climbed back up and kissed me. I could taste myself on her and it excited me more than I could have anticipated. I rolled her onto her back and went down on her. Tentatively at first, I stuck my tongue into her vagina. Then I licked her clitty. It tasted so much different to what I had expected, a kind of musky taste.

My fingers went to her vagina and I tried my best to return the favor. Her legs suddenly clamped around my head and she started bucking. Then she came noisily and wetly, gushing on me. I felt the contractions of her pussy around my fingers and doubled my efforts as she screamed out her orgasm. In the post-orgasm quiet, we lay side by side recovering. Amy had enjoyed her first all-girl sex for six months and I had lost my second virginity.

Sex with Amy was something I was definitely going to repeat.




Part 2

 

 

A few days after my first Lesbian sex experience, Amy invited me to her house for a "girls' day". She told me her husband would be out of town all day on business and we girls would have the place to ourselves. I suspected I knew what she had in mind and I looked forward to it.

On the appointed day, I showered carefully washing all the secret places and applied a hint of makeup and perfume before dressing in my sexiest outfit. To stop gossip about why I went round to Amy's house all dolled up (we live in a small community), I wore a bulky coat over my outfit when I drove to Amy's house.

Amy greeted me at the front door wearing skimpy lingerie that left little to the imagination. She took my coat and, after shutting the door, kissed me warmly as a lover, not as a friend, in the hall before leading me to the living room where a bottle of champagne sat chilling in an ice bucket. She had only put out one glass, so we had to share a loving cup, which was her intention all along I realized.

We sat close together on the couch, our thighs and arms just touching. We turned our faces towards each other and our lips met. My arms went around her as our bodies merged into one. Her skin felt soft to my touch as I touched her nearly naked body. One of her hands stole its way to my thigh and she started stroking it and moving upwards.

I opened my legs for her and she put her hand up my dress to the inside of my thighs and ever upwards until she reached my pussy. What had been dampness became a torrent of liquid in anticipation of what was to come. The thought that I was having sex with another woman played a large part in the hypersensitive state of my pussy.

Me, the woman who had until a few days before never seriously considered having Lesbian sex sitting there with my legs apart and Amy's hand under the hem of my dress while my arms were wrapped round her nearly naked body! Two women having sex! These thoughts plus Amy rubbing my pussy through my panties sent me into a tremendous orgasm.

Then she stood up, took my hands and pulled me up. She led me upstairs where we kissed again in the hallway before going into her bedroom. I was being taken to my female lover's bed to be seduced! I felt slightly weak at the knees with lust and sexuality.

The drapes were drawn and candles were lit. It looked so erotic! She took me in her arms again and kissed me more deeply than I have ever been kissed before. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her as close as I could. Our bodies were in contact all the way down and I could feel her breasts pressing into mine and her thighs against my thighs. Her arms were wrapped around me and she lifted my dress at the back. Then she put her hands inside my panties and caressed my buttocks.

She moved her fingers between the cheeks and found my hole. I had never been caressed like that before and leapt a little. However I let her continue and started to enjoy the contact with my bum hole. She took her hand out, sucked her finger and put her hand back. I then felt her finger probing my bum hole. Slowly it went inside and to my surprise felt great.

Her other hand went down the front of my panties and she put a finger inside my pussy. I just came in buckets! We separated and she seductively stripped off her lingerie in front of me. After she was lying naked on the bed, she asked me to put on a strip show for her. I had never done that for anyone before, so I felt a little awkward.

Now another female wanted me to strip for her; how erotic and sensual it all felt, the idea of showing my body off to another woman for her to have sex with me. I started by revealing flashes of thigh and turned round to face away from her. Reaching round behind myself, I lowered the zipper on my dress and slid it down my arms and body. I undid my bra and held it while I turned round again. Slowly I took my bra off showing my tits off a little at a time until I stood topless. My nipples stood out from my breasts absolutely erect. My dress fell to the floor and I stood there in just my panties.

A brazen thought crossed my mind and I put one hand down the front of my panties and started to rub my pussy. It felt so good that the second hand followed and I forgot she was there as I just stood there and made myself cum while my female lover watched. When I opened my eyes after my orgasm, she was lying on the bed with her hands between her legs screaming as she too came. I slid my panties down and off before climbing on top of her.

We kissed and rubbed our bodies together. She rolled me onto my back and opened my legs. She opened her legs too and turned round to mount me pussy to pussy. Our pussies rubbed each other in Lesbian coitus, tribbing or scissoring, I learned later, to a superb mutual orgasm.

I never realized just how stimulating another woman's cunt rubbing against your own is. After we had recovered, I asked her to touch my bum hole again. She flipped me onto my stomach and straddled my thighs. I felt her hands caressing my bum and pulling my cheeks apart. It felt deliciously naughty to have another woman looking at my other intimate hole. She rubbed her fingers over the hole and then dismounted after telling me not to move. She took something out of one of her dresser drawers and returned to the bed. She opened something and put her finger back.

This time it was slimy and left something greasy around my hole. Her finger slid into my bum hole easily before I realized she had got the KY. Then her finger left my bum hole before being replaced by something a little bigger and harder. She was ploughing my bum hole with a slim dildo and it felt fantastic. I felt another orgasm approaching as she continued to fuck me with it. I had never had an orgasm caused solely by anal stimulation before and I was surprised at the intensity of it.

Amy dismounted and lay down next to me.

"Your turn," she said and reaching over the side of the bed to pick something up handed me a strap-on dildo.

She helped to fasten the harness around my hips. It did feel lewd to have a "prick" jutting out from my loins. A knob on the inside of it rubbed against my clitty as the dildo swayed around whenever I moved. I wondered how many other women had been fucked by this phallus.

If I thought this was destined for her pussy, I was mistaken. She turned onto her front, reached round behind herself and pulled her bum cheeks apart. The request was obvious. I rubbed some KY onto the prick and mounted her. The tip brushed her bum and she moaned and lifted it towards the invader. I took hold of the shaft and held it against her sphincter before pushing my hips forward.

To my surprise, it entered her quite easily. I inserted it slowly and carefully until full penetration had been achieved. Then the only way I can describe this is I fucked her bum hole. She cried out in ecstasy and came in buckets before I took the thing out of her bum and laid my tired body down next to hers.

Amy and I have made love on many subsequent occasions in many different places. These include in my car in a mall parking lot and in a nearby wilderness area where we ran around naked in the woods together. I am glad nobody was watching as two middle- aged married women engaged in lesbian sex in the secluded public place. I would like to try using a double-ended dildo, but neither of us has one, at this time. Perhaps I will purchase one soon and use it on Amy.

A big bonus from her teaching me many ways to pleasure another woman was that my masturbation techniques improved and I have had bigger and better orgasms by myself. Despite my orgasm when she buggered me with the slim dildo, I still prefer vaginal to anal sex. However Amy does like anal sex and it forms a permanent part of our repertoire. We have no interest in wet sex, although we have watched each other pee.

We have thought about having a third woman with us, but have not yet done anything about it. Neither of us wants to have sex with any man except our husbands, so we do not plan to have a MFF encounter. If my husband knew, he would love to join us, but Amy is reluctant, so that is a no-go. She has only ever had extra-marital sex with other women. Her husband is a very strait-laced churchgoer and would never understand sex between any combination except husband and wife, so he is a no-go.

I guess we shall be sticking to FF for now, perhaps with FFF in the future? That night, I made mad passionate love with my husband and let him stick his pole up my bum hole. The thought that Amy had loved my rear passage earlier in the day sent me into another mind blowing cum while my husband emptied his seed into my anus. His body was much harder than and not as curvaceous as Amy's, but the sex was still very enjoyable.

It made me realize I was now truly bisexual and could enjoy members of either gender equally. However like Amy, I vowed to myself that I would love only one man, but any number of women.




Part 3

 

Since then, we have enjoyed each other's bodies on many occasions. Amy taught me several positions and techniques of pleasuring her. We touched, licked and caressed each other in every part and orifice of our bodies. We also both showed the other how we masturbated.

It felt very naughty to have my hands all over myself while my lover watched. Amy's strap-on dildo was very successful. It felt very animalistic to be on all fours with Amy grunting away behind me filling my pussy to the hilt.

We also used the strap-on for anal insertion, something Amy liked very much although I am not so keen. Then came the day of near discovery. Amy came over after my husband left for work and we went to the bedroom and started to make love in our favorite 69 position.

Of course, he came home early. Neither of us heard the front door open. Neither did we hear anyone come into the bedroom. Indeed the only cumming was happening on the bed! Amy was on top of me and my head was at the foot of the bed lapping away at her pussy. I thought I saw a shadow cross my vision and I stopped and looked again and nothing was there. Strange I thought.

Amy and I resumed our love making again. We fucked each other with the dildo and then went back to the 69.

Later that afternoon, we showered and dressed and Amy went home. I owe Amy a lot. She has been responsible for taking my all girl virginity. Maybe I could convince her to recruit another girl for a threesome. Then she could be responsible for taking my three-way virginity.

Out of nowhere, that incident during our lovemaking returned, I could swear someone else was came into the room, call it women's intuition, but I just knew someone was watching us. Just as quickly as the thought came to mind, it left.

So far it is only Amy, but I am sure that now I have confidence in what I am doing, there will be more! Perhaps I will take the initiative and seduce another woman? The thought makes my pussy so wet. Every time I think about it I start rubbing myself to orgasm. AAAAAHHHHHHHHHH!!!

 

***

The fact that Amy introduced me to Lesbian sex and that so far I had reacted to another's lead and not initiated sex with another woman; I thought it was time to seduce my first female. It did happen, but not quite as I planned, or with whom! I was by now quite an experienced, albeit monogamous, Lesbian lover. Despite my best efforts, I could not think of a likely and suitable partner to seduce. I felt the need to take another woman to my bed at my behest. She might or might not already be bisexual or Lesbian, but she must be willing. Except for Amy, I did not think I knew any females with sexual inclinations like my own.

A close friend, I will call her Randi, rang the doorbell one morning looking less than her normal cheerful self. I knew her marriage had been rocky for a while and wondered whether it had reached rock bottom.

I invited her in and put on the coffeepot. She looked as though she needed a shoulder to cry on. We went into the family room, where I had touched another woman sexually for the first time, and sat down. Randi burst into tears and started to sob. What she told me led to what followed.

"My husband caught me looking at a Lesbian web site last night, and he went wild calling me a dyke, a pervert, and all the other usual stuff. He even slept in the spare room!" she sobbed.

"What were you doing looking at a Lesbian site?" I asked.

"Not the inquisition from you too," she said starting to get up.

I walked over and gently pushed her back down onto the couch.

Sitting next to her, I said, "I didn't mean it that way. Your confession caught me by surprise is all? It was meant only as curiosity."

She recovered her composure a little and told me her sister had told her in confidence that she had become bisexual and was making love to other women. I still said nothing and let her continue. She said that the revelation had sparked curiosity about what two women did together, hence why she was looking on the web.

"Did you find out what two women do?" I asked her.

She replied, "I saw some posed pictures, but nothing that really described what two women do together. I don't know who to ask"

"I can tell you," I said and I told her in outline some of what Amy and I had done together without identifying the participants directly.

Suddenly realizing that Amy's DVD was still in the TV cabinet, I asked Randi if she wanted to see for herself. When she nodded yes, I put the tape into the player and images of two women making love came to life on the screen. She sat there and watched it with little reaction. I stopped it after the first scene and asked for her opinion.

"Okay, I guess," she said. "Can we see some more please?"

"Certainly," I said as I pushed play again.

Randi's breathing became deeper and a slight flush came to her face. I decided, unexpected as the opportunity was, that the time had arrived for me to seduce another woman for the first time. I moved closer to her and brushed her hair gently with my fingers before caressing her face. Then I moved closer and kissed her cheek.

She turned her head and looked at me. I moved close again and kissed her on the lips, gently at first, then with more urgency. Her lips opened under the pressure of my tongue and I put my arms around her. Breaking off the kiss, I looked at her again. We sat with my arm around her and watched the next scene play out on the TV.

"You are a Lesbian, aren't you?" asked Randi.

"No," I replied, "I am bisexual. I enjoy sex with my husband as well as sex with other women. What did the kiss feel like?"

"Softer than I expected, but nice," she said.

I leaned in and kissed her again, much harder this time. Her arm tentatively came around my shoulder. I moved one of my hands to her tits and started to rub them gently. Her breathing increased, a good sign. I next moved my hand under her shirt and touched bare skin. She gave a little jump but did not stop me. My hand moved up to touch her boobs through her bra. To my delight I found that her bra did up at the front. Luckily, I managed to unhook it with one hand and put my hand on her naked breasts. Her nipples were erect, she was very turned on.

Breaking off again, I asked, "Are you sure you want to continue?"

"Show me everything. Teach me how to have sex with another woman," she said nervously.

Happily, I lifted her shirt over her head and removed her bra. Randi had gorgeous tits that turned up slightly with big red nipples that stood out erect. I lowered my mouth to her right breast and suckled on her nipple. Randi lay back on the couch moaning and stroking my hair. I shifted my attention to her left breast for a while before moving away.

She stood up and undid her jeans and lowered them before sitting down again. I moved next to her again and slid a hand down to her pussy. At first on the outside of her panties, and then I put my hand down inside the front of her panties and put my finger between her pussy lips. She had no pubic hair and was absolutely bald down there.

She gasped and pushed herself back at my digit. I took my finger out and took her pants off and then started to pull down her panties. She lifted her bum off the couch and I stripped her naked. Her legs did not require much persuasion to separate and I looked at her pussy.

It was the first time I had seen a shaved pussy. This was the third pussy I had really looked at; my own in a mirror, Amy's, and now Randi's. Her pussy lips were slightly apart and her clitoris stood out erect. It was larger than mine or Amy's. Moisture covered everything; this was one sexually turned on lady.

She reached for me and lifted my shirt over my head. My bra was quickly removed and then she pulled me up to a standing position. She gently tugged my leggings down and then my panties. Stepping out of them, I pulled her naked body into mine. She just melted into my arms and we kissed again. Without another word being spoken, we lowered ourselves onto the couch with her on top of me.

Our nipples brushed each other and our thighs were between each other's. We rubbed our pussies on each other's thigh. I moved my hand down between her legs and started to gently rub her pussy. Her hand went down to my pussy and she pushed a finger into my soaking vagina. In and out it went, fucking me. I started squirming and bucking my hips as another finger joined it and then a third. She also rubbed my clitty and of course I came.

I hugged her and then moved down her body. As my tongue touched her pussy, she gasped and thrust her pelvis out to meet me. I stuck my tongue up her pussy, licked her big clit and thrust my fingers in and out of her vagina. She had a massive and noisy climax, gushing all over my face.

She did not want to perform oral sex on me, and I did not press her to do it. She would do so when she was ready. In the afterglow, I asked her, "How was it?"

"Now I see what my sister raved about," she answered. "I think I will want to do this again. Perhaps we can go to bed next time?"

"Of course we can. How about now?" I asked.

"Okay," she said.

So we walked naked through my house and I took my second female lover into my marriage bed. We kissed again standing next to the bed.

I gently laid her down on it and said to her, "Play with your beautiful pussy for me."

Randi looked at me for a moment and then her right hand moved down her body and between her open legs. She sensuously stroked her pussy lips and put her fingers between them on the entrance to her vagina. A couple of fingers were pushed into her love hole and she started to finger fuck herself.

Her left hand joined the right and started to rub her big clitoris. The movements became much faster and more urgent as she started moaning and thrusting her pelvis up and down. Suddenly with a gasp, she came and her juices gushed out of her pussy all over her hands.

She looked up at me smiling and asked, "How was that?"

"Fantastic," I replied, "Did it feel as good as it looked? My turn now!"

I laid down on the bed next to her and started to stroke my breasts and tweak my nipples. Then I put my hands down to my pussy and made myself cum in front of her the same way she had made herself cum in front of me.

Randi said, "I have never seen anything so sexy as when you came!"

In response, I reached for her and we kissed each other again before I turned around and mounted her in the 69 position. Her beautiful bald pussy was inches from my face and I started to lick it and push my tongue up her hole. Randi tentatively put her tongue on my pussy. Just a few gentle licks to start with and then she became bolder and copied my actions on her pussy.

We came together in a frenzied orgasm before collapsing exhausted. She told me that now she can see why her sister does it with women. She also said that she just had to tell her sister about her experience and that she, Randi, was also now a bisexual. Now I have two female lovers. The first took my virginity, and I took the second's. I wonder what it looks like to watch two women having sex?

Will it make me want to masturbate while I watch them do it, or will I want to join in? The thought of Amy and Randi together makes my pussy tingle. Perhaps I will get them together and see what happens




Part 4

 

 

Now that I have had two different female lovers, I want to experience sex with more than one woman at a time. After our next sexual encounter, I told Amy about Randi while we cuddled naked together in bed. I also told her that I wanted to watch two other women having sex. She suggested that what I wanted was group Lesbian sex.

I agreed to the idea and asked where the other participants would come from. She told me that she knew some ladies with appropriate sexual tastes and inclinations and she would help me to set it up. The opportunity to have our little get together came when my husband told me he would be away on business and the trip would last over the weekend.

"When will this be?" I asked innocently.

"Oh, in two weeks," he replied.

When he had gone to work, I called Amy and she agreed to help me to arrange for our orgy to happen on the Saturday night when my husband would be away.

I called Randi and invited her; she was very happy to accept and promised to be there. As part of the preparation, I cajoled my husband into buying us a new king-sized bed, without telling him exactly why I wanted it. He happily agreed and we went out and bought one. It was delivered the week before the weekend and it was HUGE, perfect for lots of sexy ladies to play on.

The week before the ladies night, Amy told me she had another three women who would like to come, or should that be cum? So there would be a total of six bisexual women. I told Amy about the new bed and how huge it was. I was thinking about that bed where the six of us would all be naked together and our bodies would meet in sexual battle.

The thought made me so wet I had to go to the bedroom and play with myself while I imagined six pairs of breasts, six bums and six pussies all exposed and loving each other with no males anywhere to be seen.

My husband left on his business trip on the Thursday morning and would not return until Sunday evening. That gave me all of Thursday, Friday and Saturday to prepare. I went out to the lingerie store and bought myself a sexy new outfit. Not that I planned to wear it for long! I placed candles around the bedroom and put new satin sheets on the bed. I bought some wine. I made sure that Amy's Lesbian DVD's were primed and ready to watch.

I went to the sex store and bought the double-ended dildo I wanted to use on Amy. By three o'clock on Saturday afternoon, all was in readiness. I had a very leisurely shower, during which I made myself cum and tasted my love juices. I dressed in my new lingerie and put on a housecoat in case an uninvited visitor turned up before my five guests arrived. The invitation said come after half past seven.

As that time approached, I was quite nervous, but very turned on. The clock struck half past the hour and then the doorbell rang. I took off my housecoat and hung it up in the closet before opening the door. It was Randi and she looked stunning. Her dress was low cut at the front and she had no bra on. I knew because her nipples were sticking out. The hem was well above her knees and she showed a lot of thigh through the slits that ran up both sides.

I kissed her when she was inside and caressed her butt, which told me she had no panties on either! I showed her through to the family room and had just got her a glass of wine when the doorbell rang again. Amy was there with her three friends.

One of them was a slightly older lady with graying hair, but still with a good figure. Amy introduced her as Lara and she kissed me deeply before going into the family room. The second friend was about our age with dark hair. She had a slightly fuller figure, but still exuded sexuality. Her name was Nicole. Lastly came a stunning blonde, whose name was Chelsea. She had an hourglass figure with breasts that jutted out. How I wanted to suck them! I lusted after this beauty and wanted to taste her pussy. Imagine me, the respectable wife and mother, wanting to taste another woman's sex. I would stick my tongue up her pussy and drink her juices if I could.

We all went through to the family room where I introduced Randi to the others. When everyone had a glass of wine, I put on one of the DVD's. Six ladies who intended to have Lesbian sex watched intently. I had decided we would cut a deck of cards for initial partners. The woman with the highest card would pair off with the lowest cardholder, and so on. All agreed this would be fair and so we cut the cards.

Amy cut an ace and Randi cut a two, so they would be a pair. Maybe I would be able to watch them later? I cut a queen and Lara cut a three. I had my partner, which left Nicole and Chelsea. Lucky Nicole!

I was very wet and looking forward to being naked and showing my body off to all these ladies. I was also looking forward to seeing all of them naked too. I sat down next to Lara and put my hand on her breast. It was soft and full. I could see her nipple becoming erect through her bra. We gently kissed and her hand went to my breast.

The kiss intensified and I started to caress her all over her body as her tongue invaded my mouth. I undid her blouse and put my hand inside, touching the exposed part of her breasts. Reaching round behind her, I undid her bra and revealed two big tits with large nipples and areola. I took her blouse and bra off before pulling her to her feet and undoing her pants. I put my hand down the front of her panties and felt her wet pussy. She was moaning with pleasure. I pulled her pants down, followed by her panties.

My new female lover stood naked before me. Her pussy lips poked out from a forest of hair, and they were wet. Lara was ready for some action! She helped me to take my lingerie off and then, naked, we embraced and kissed again. My breasts were squashed against hers and our stomachs and thighs pressed together. When we broke off and looked around, the others were all kissing and in various stages of undress.

Randi's dress was in a crumpled heap on the floor and she sat naked on the couch while Amy knelt between her legs eating her pussy. Chelsea and Nicole were busy undressing each other. I took Lara's hand and led her upstairs. Randi and Amy followed us up and into the master suite. Taking Lara round to my side of the bed, I gently pushed her down and then climbed on top of her. Naked breast to breast, thigh to thigh, pussy to pussy, we lay there kissing with our arms wrapped around each other.

Randi was helping Amy out of the last of her clothes and they got onto the other side of the bed. Lara and I watched them for a minute as they explored each other's body. Lara then rolled me onto my back and moved herself down between my legs. She licked up the inside of my right thigh and, missing my pussy, licked down my left. She then came back up and put her tongue up my pussy. One of her hands came up to my breasts and played with my nipples while she ate me out.

I watched Randi and Amy get into a 69 and start to make a lot of noise before the feelings Lara was giving me blocked out everything else. After I had cum, I noticed that Nicole and Chelsea had joined us. Six naked females were having sex on my new bed. I moved down between Lara's open legs and started to eat her pussy. It was impossible to avoid touching each other and I felt all five bodies touch mine. I put out my hands and touched two breasts, both of them right!

The bed was a mass of moaning and writhing female bodies in the throes of sexual bliss. It was the most sensuous thing I have ever done. We swapped partners, but I never did manage to pair off with Chelsea. Nicole had the sweetest tasting pussy of them all. I sucked on her nectar for what seemed like hours as she came many times.

When Amy and I were together, I got out the new double-ended dildo and we fucked each other's brains out with it as the other four looked on. They all loved Randi's shaved pussy. Perhaps next time I should put out razors and cream for a shaving party?

Except for Chelsea, I did though taste all the others and had multiple orgasms by their hands and mouths. After a couple of hours of sex, my guests had to leave and go back to their husbands. How Randi explained her dress to her husband I do not know, but she looked stunning.

Amy and her three friends thanked me profusely and kissed me goodbye with promises of a repeat. Randi stayed to help me clear up. She kissed me goodnight afterward and I was left alone with a lot of memories and a slightly sore pussy from so much cumming. I was just about to go up to bed, to sleep this time, when the doorbell rang again.

I put on my housecoat and went to the door. I saw Chelsea standing there when I put on the light and looked through the window. Opening the door, I welcomed her back and asked why she had returned.

"I saw you looking at me all night," she said. "Did you see me looking at you?"

"No, why?" I replied.

"Do you really have to ask?" she said as she fell into my arms.

Her breasts pushed against mine as she wrapped her arms round me and kissed me, her tongue pushing its way between my lips. What could I do but respond in kind?

"Let's go to bed," I said when we broke apart.

"Okay," she murmured.

I took her upstairs and into my bedroom. Another female lover; I was turning into a wanton Lesbian slut! We slowly stripped each other naked and fell onto the bed. Her breasts were upturned with small but hard nipples that were heaven to suck. For hours, we touched, kissed and licked every part of each other's bodies. I got to suck Chelsea's tits and drink her pussy juice, as I had wanted to when she first walked into my house.

For the first time, I experienced another woman's tongue up my ass hole. I even did the same thing to her. Me, the woman who had never had, or even contemplated, Lesbian sex until recently licking another woman's ass hole, and I loved it!

We lay together entwined in the afterglow and she told me a little about herself. She was not married and was a confirmed Lesbian. She had tried sex with men, but preferred women. This made me feel really turned on, a real live Lesbian in my bed. After another bout of 69, we fell asleep in each other's arms, the first time I had slept with a Lesbian lover.

At some time in the night, I woke briefly to feel her hand on my breasts and her breasts pressed into my back as she nuzzled up to me. My morning wakeup was her tongue on my pussy. What a way to wake up! My breakfast was her pussy. I almost felt more Lesbian than bisexual now, but part of me also loved having a hard cock rammed up my pussy.

Chelsea left after breakfast, I hope we get together again soon. Later, I changed the sheets before my husband came home. That night, he asked whose perfume he could smell on the pillow. His face, when I said I did not know. And, it could have been any one of five other women's was a picture and then I laughed at my own joke.




Part 5

 

 

I called Randi a couple of days after the "girls' night in" and asked her round for a "get together". She said Okay, and asked if the following day would be good. I, of course, assured her it would be. Her dress was a little more modest than on her last visit, being jeans and sweatshirt. I found out that she also had underwear on this time!

We didn't bother going to the family room, but went straight up to my bedroom. I reached for her and kissed her. She returned the kiss and put her hands under my tee shirt. I was not wearing a bra and she went straight for my tits. Gently she pulled and caressed my nipples until I was almost cumming. Then she lifted my tee shirt off my head, undid my yoga pants and pulled them and my panties down. She positioned me on the bed on my hands and knees with my bum in the air.

I guess she had seen where I kept my toys, because she went straight to them and picked out my strap-on. Quickly she stripped off all her clothes, strapped on the cock and mounted me. The cock went straight to my cunt and she rammed it in. Good job I was wet! She fucked me like a mad woman until I had cum three times and begged her to stop. My pussy had had enough, for a while.

I un-strapped the cock from her hips and put it on myself.

"Okay, lover. You asked for this!" I said.

I flipped her on her back with her legs open and got on top of her. I pushed the cock into her hairless cunt and started to fuck her. She threw her arms round me and kissed me while pressing her body against mine. Her nails raked my back, and as I saw later in the mirror, left several scratches. Lips to lips, nipples to nipples, stomach to stomach, we fucked together until she too begged me to stop.

"That was heavenly!" she said.

Removing the cock, I lay down next to her and we cuddled gently as we recovered.

"Randi, would you let a man besides your husband fuck you?" I asked.

"Why do you ask?" she responded.

She thought for a moment and then replied, "I won't do it because I want to remain faithful to my husband. For all his faults, he is a kind and loving man and I cannot betray him with another man. Strange as it may seem, fucking another woman is different. Besides, I would prefer not to fuck my friend's husband for a couple of reasons. I do not want him to know I am bisexual and I do not want him to see me naked. I hope you understand."

"I understand perfectly and I have the same thoughts about not doing it with another man, but it is Okay with other women," I replied.

"Okay," she replied

. I kissed her again and that started another bout of sex that culminated in a 69. Then slept for some time. Randi woke first and noticed the time was late, and for my sake she had better be getting home.

Just as she was getting ready to leave, Randi told me something the nearly through me for a loop. It seems Randi had been relating the sexual exploits we have had together to her sister. Our one on one's and our group sex orgy.

"My older sister Morgan, you have met her a couple of times. She is the one who sparked my curiosity into sex with other women. She is unattached and loves three ways, including males, and would be very happy to join our group." she replied.

Randi gave me Morgan's number and I called her to make the arrangements. I wanted to sample Morgan myself, before I brought her into the six way affair. Assuming she would not want to hook up with her own sister.

We agreed that Morgan to come over next Saturday afternoon. My husband would be out playing golf until about 5:00pm and Morgan and I would be by ourselves. That would give us time to get to know each other! Saturday came and my husband prepared for the golf course. I stayed home and prepared for intercourse. Morgan arrived a little before 3:00pm.

She was taller than Randi, with a strong family resemblance. Her tits jutted out proudly from her chest and her bottom filled her jeans in such a sexy way. She swayed her bum as she walked, as though to invite me to touch her. How could I resist?

I took her arm and made sure my tits rubbed up against it while I showed her into the family room. Morgan exuded sex. I wanted to rub my naked body up against her naked body and give her orgasms. I sat next to her and gently brushed her hair. She stroked my face and gently kissed me.

"So you are the one who introduced Randi to Lesbian sex," she said. "Randi has told me all about your encounters and the `girl's night'. Can I come to the next one please?"

"Please do come," I replied.

"Will you help me, or do I have to do it to myself?" quipped Morgan.

"Show me how you do it to yourself," I breathed.

Instead of answering, she put her hands on her breasts and started to rub them gently. She lifted her sweatshirt and put her hands underneath and rubbed her breasts through her bra. Then she took the sweatshirt off and put her hands down inside her bra. She brought her tits out from the garment and played with her nipples. They grew longer and harder under her touch. Morgan reached round behind her back and undid her bra. The garment slid down her arms and onto the floor. Her hands went back to her breasts and she rubbed and caressed her nipples, moaning gently.

Her right hand stole downward to her crotch. She rubbed her thighs, and then opened her legs and rubbed her pussy through her jeans. She stopped for a moment to undo her jeans before putting her hand down the front and inside her panties. She stiffened momentarily as her fingers found her pussy. She stood for a moment and lowered her jeans and panties in one movement. Sitting down again, she kicked them off and sat back naked with her legs open.

Unlike her sister, Morgan had a tiny hairy patch down there. Her hands returned to her pussy and she pulled her lips apart and stroked the inside of her vulva. One hand went to her clitoris while the fingers of her other hand went into her pussy hole. She started shuddering deliciously and moaning loudly. Suddenly she stiffened up and let out a big groan as she came. Her hands, pussy and inner thighs were soaked with her juices.

"That was beautiful," I said. "You cum in such a sexy way."

"Now you do it," she said.

How was I going to top what she had just done? Thinking quickly, I took her hand and pulled her to her feet. I led her to my bedroom, yet another female going into my bedroom for Lesbian sex! I sat her down in a chair where could see the bed. I reached into the drawer where I kept the toys and pulled out the double dildo I had used on Amy plus my strap-on cock.

Morgan's eyes opened wide with delight at the sight of my toys. I slowly and as erotically as I knew how stripped myself naked in front of her, letting my hands linger over my body. I went towards her and stood with my legs apart. I thrust my hips forward and reached down with my hands to separate my pussy lips showing her as much of the inside of myself as possible.

I am sure she could see right up my vagina, which was my intention. Then I turned round and pulled my ass cheeks apart showing her my ass hole. I had never deliberately shown off my most private parts to anyone before, and here I was doing it for another woman and loving it! I wanted her to look. How far down the sexual adventure road I had traveled.

Just a month before, I would not even have done that for my husband. My nipples were engorged and I rubbed my tits on her before going over to the bed where I lay on my back. I opened my legs, picked up the dildo and stroked my pussy with it. Suddenly I pushed it into my pussy. I pushed it as far up as it would go and then withdrew it almost all the way. In, out, in, out, it went.

My hips bucked and I became increasingly vocal as my orgasm neared. I touched my clitty with the other hand and went over the edge in a tremendous self- induced orgasm in front of my latest Lesbian lover.

"Bravo," she cheered as she applauded my performance.

Morgan got to her feet and walked over to me. The dildo glistened with my juices when she removed it from my pussy. She put the end in her mouth and sucked all my juices from it before kissing me. As her tongue probed my mouth, I could taste my secretions. She broke off for a moment and put her finger in her pussy. After she took it out, she offered her wet finger to me to suck. I sucked all her juice off it and then we kissed again.

Morgan was one sexy lady! She turned around and positioned her pussy above my mouth as she lowered her mouth onto my pussy. I reached out with my tongue and licked her pussy lips before rolling my tongue and pushing it into her fuck hole. We tongued each other to another blissful orgasm before collapsing with our arms around each other.

"Fuck me again, please," pleaded Morgan to me.

She unstrapped the dildo and gave it to me before getting down on all fours in the middle of the bed. I mounted her from behind and pushed the cock into her pussy. Sweat poured off me as I fucked her even harder than I had fucked Randi with the same prick a few days earlier. After a couple of minutes, I pulled out, flipped her onto her back and mounted her in the missionary position. My "cock" found her vagina of its own accord and I pounded it in and out of her while she raked her nails across my back. When she had cum, the both of us lay back utterly spent.

 

Morgan shocked me this time, more so than her sister. "Randi tells me you might be looking for a third person for a threesome with your husband. Is that true?"

"Well, that came out of nowhere." I stammered. "You know I have kicked it around, and I still have a few doubts. I know Mike would never go for it if the situation were reversed. You know, two guys and me, Mike being one of the guys. Morgan I really appreciate your offer, and I will think about it some more. God knows I would take any reason to get at your pussy."

"I understand, if fact it makes a lot of sense. Just know the offer is there. I don't know your husband at all. Wouldn't know him if he walked in on us right now. So it is not like I have a motive, just a friendly gesture." Morgan replied.

 

***

Morgan and I have had sex several times since that day. Amy, Randi and I have three- way sex regularly. We form a daisy chain and lick each other's pussies simultaneously. Randi is another Lesbian slut who cannot get enough and I took her virginity!

I have seen Lara once more and enjoyed a great fuck with her. Unfortunately both Nicole and Chelsea have moved away from the area. So now we are five for the next "girl's night"; Amy, Lara, Randi Morgan and myself. I can't wait!

Thinking back about how my sex life had changed and improved since Amy took my second virginity. I realized it was a new lifestyle for me. It had certainly increased y sexual activity! I had now had Lesbian sex with a total of six different women and enjoyed each and every one of them

There is a slight downside to this story. My husband divorced me. It seems he had been spying on me with a spy cam, and videotaped several of my escapades with Randi and Amy. He confessed he had caught Amy and I together, the time I felt someone watching. Soon afterward he had a camera installed in our bedroom, and he captured me in some very arousing situations. No wonder his libido had intensified over the last few months. He even made a suggestion that a few months ago I might have considered.

At first I was shocked, because he said he wouldn't divorce me if he let him into a three way with my girlfriends. I told him flat out that was not an option. We finalized the divorce last month. I got a pretty hefty settlement and kept the house. I heard he began dating soon after the divorce was final.

One chapter of my life ends and another begins. I have developed a new philosophy about life, if you have never tried Lesbian sex, find a partner and do it. Nothing ventured nothing gained.

The experience is great and I recommend it from the heart of my pussy. Only a woman really knows how to really make another female cum. I wish I had tried it sooner!

 

END

 




 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER THREE

Hurting  Inside




Part One

 

Noel Christian stood at a dark corner of the girls' bathroom, taking a deep drag on her cigarette. Another breakage of the rules, which was something she had done all eighteen years her life. Rules exist to be fucking broken, it was her motto. Sometimes people would complain about her foul language, her smoking, her attitude.

But she didn't care. Why should she? They didn't understand her. They didn't even try to, except for Ms. Belle who had made an attempt to reach out and "help" her to change. Ms. Belle's self-imposed mission of rescue was doomed from the start, as Noel had a mind of her own. Eventually Ms. Belle had given up on "saving" her pupil to Noel's great relief. Noel just wanted to be left alone and do her "thing".

Do her "thing"... Noel didn't know exactly what "her thing" meant but she was sure it wasn't what those stuck-up teachers expected from her. They expected she would become a "proper" lady, respectful, obedient and polite.

'Fuck that,' she thought, puffing rings of smoke into the air and smiling at herself by her deftness. Despite her irreverence, Noel Christian got good grades, being at the top of her class. She had a handful of good friends and a long list of acquaintances, who would call her more often than she'd call them...

Noel Christian was known by her good looks, her deep blue eyes, her long blond hair, her well-filled slender body, and her long legs. Still, Noel was aware that she was not Ms. Popularity herself. She also knew she wouldn't become a cheerleader nor the homecoming queen. She would have if she had kept to herself about her identity, who she really was. The girls knew it and the guys had been warned... She was gay.

.. Yes, a lesbian teen and proud of it! The reactions to her coming-out had been mixed. Some would admire her courage, other would hate her for it...

Some would seek her company, curious, asking her how it was like to be a lesbian teen; others would ignore her as if she wasn't there.

.. Noel would shrug off all the hate and the indifference, though.

"Fuck them," she'd say, making a half turn and walking away.

With those who accepted her, she'd be a loyal friend, making no distinctions based on gender... She'd be friends with boys and girls alike, although the latter would capture her attention more readily than the male of the species... for obvious reasons.

Suddenly Noel heard someone walk in the girls' room. It was Hope Neal, a snotty snob who wouldn't talk to her. Hope was from a crowd that was keen on keeping their distance, nipping in the bud any attempt of the-less-popular crowd to encroach on them.

Both girls stood there, staring at each other. There was a moment of silence and before Hope could open her mouth, Noel said, "Save your breath, Hope... I am fucking out of here."

"You should."

"You speak to me, after all!" Noel exclaimed, mock surprise lighting up her pretty face.

"What do you mean?"

"That's exactly what I mean," Noel replied, throwing her cigarette butt into one of the toilets.

She pushed the handle, flushing the butt away from view. Hope blinked her eyes and when Noel faced her again, displaying her usual wry smile, she said, "You shouldn't smoke... here."

"Tell me something I don't fucking know."

"You shouldn't swear either."

"Why the fuck not?" Noel asked, observing the other girl with defiance.

Hope shut her eyes and shook her head. "Whatever! I don't wanna fight..."

"Who's fighting?"

"Okay, nobody's fighting," Hope replied, raising her voice. "I just wanna use the restroom."

"Be my guest," Noel said, leaving the room without looking back.

Once in the hall she breathed in deeply and smiled at herself. She had this effect on snobs -- they would lose their composure whenever they were around her. 'Serve them right,' she thought, making haste as she was late for her class.

 

 

 ***

Days flew by before Hope told Elizabeth, Lucy and Ron about her encounter with Noel Christian. They warned her about that girl.

"You'd better stay away from the lesbo bitch," Elizabeth snickered.

"Yeah," Ron added, grinning. "She'll have you for breakfast."

"And the way she talks," Lucy mentioned, curling her lips, making clear how little she thought of Noel.

In a funny way, the negative views her friends had about Noel had made Hope think about the girl she had met in the girls' room, smoking.

Hope didn't smoke herself, couldn't stand it actually. Her eyes would become watery every time someone smoked in her vicinity; she would have this feeling she couldn't breathe anymore and she had to leave, panting for fresh air.

That had been the reason why she had challenged Noel in the girls' room but she knew the other girl wouldn't listen to her. Still, she felt strangely drawn to Noel's face engulfed in smoke; her defiant, piercing blue eyes; and her attitude -- the attitude of a rebel without a cause.

Although she'd had her share of boyfriends and she was currently dating Ron, Hope had already wondered how it would be like to have sex with another girl. It was curiosity more than anything... She'd heard so many negative remarks about lesbians, though, that she had pushed that idea into the back of her mind.

Anyway, she had always disliked how Elizabeth and Ron put down gay people... Hope didn't and couldn't understand their intolerance, almost hate... 'Why?' she'd ask herself. 'Why are they so afraid of them? Maybe because they are afraid of being gay themselves. That's self-loathing to me.'

"Speaking of the devil," Lucy said, her teeth working on her chewing gum mercilessly.

Hope followed Lucy's stare to find Noel and her gang taking a shortcut across the lawn, instead of treading on the concrete path.

"You know that her mother is a lesbo too?" Elizabeth whispered.

"That doesn't surprise me," Lucy replied. "Look at her manners."

Suddenly, without thinking, Hope shouted, "Will you two cut it out!!!!"

All Hope's friends stared at her, surprised by the abruptness of her reaction.

"What?" Lucy asked, folding her arms and staring at Hope.

Hope didn't have time to answer as Noel and her gang were within earshot. Noel, Sandra and Marie climbed up the stairs toward the spot where Hope and her friends were, and before Hope could look away, Noel's blue eyes met Hope's.

Again Noel looked at her with defiance, displaying her self-confident smile. Although Noel had no cigarette in her hands she made as if she was smoking, holding an imaginary cigarette between her fingers and blowing the smoke in Hope's direction, provoking Sandra and Marie into instant giggling.

Obviously Noel had told Sandra and Marie about their encounter in the girls' room, Hope concluded, looking away and hiding her annoyance.

Once Noel, Sandra and Marie were gone past them, Elizabeth asked, "What's all that about?"

"What do you mean?"

"Your hollering, Hope."

"Yes," Lucy said. "Are you growing fond of the lesbo?"

"No... I just can't stand it anymore. The way you talk about her... That's not right."

"Why not?" Elizabeth asked, her turn to fold her arms.

"Because she is who she is and that's that, damn it."

"You start swearing... like *her*," Lucy said, pulling up a wry smile.

"Maybe I should," Hope said, her stare going blank for a while, looking into the distance.

Ron had observed that very scene without saying a word. His girlfriend began to worry him. He had never seen Hope so angry... and on top of that over a lesbian.

.. "Hope, what's the matter with you?"

"What's the matter with me? No, what's the matter with *you*? I am sick of listening to your ranting and complaining and your narrow-mindedness. You stifle me... more than Noel does with her smoking, and you know how much I hate cigarette smoke."

Hope stormed away, entering the building of her school. She didn't look back, failing to see the astonished look in her friends' faces. She was too angry to care, walking down the hallway, her face looking down. She entered the girls' room, almost without realizing what she was doing. She looked in the mirror, noticing her flushed cheeks, a definite sign of her hot blood... Her face felt warm in her hands.

.. Hope washed her face, her long light brown hair cascading down her shoulders, making her cooling-off task more difficult than it was. Done with her washing, Hope dried her face, realizing the last girl in the washroom had left.

She turned and took a couple of careful steps toward the corner where she had "caught" Noel smoking. Noel wasn't there, though... and that made Hope inexplicably sad. Before long Hope shook her head, snapping out of whatever trance she was slipping into. She left the girls' room without looking back.




Part Two

 

"Noel, you should forget all about Hope... She's fucking straight, and she'll never go to bed with you." Noel looked at Marie, her best friend and on-and-off lover.

Marie Sampson had French blood. She was very pale, with bright green eyes and pitch-black hair. Noel loved that contrast and the blunt ways of her friend. It was Marie who had "introduced" her to swearing and smoking and other non-politically-correct behavior.

Making love to each other had been Marie's idea too. It all started when Noel told Marie how good she felt after masturbating herself to sleep.

Noel took a long drag on her cigarette, her mouth expelling the smoke upward. She said, "Who says I am thinking about Hope?"

"I know you too fucking well, Bae." Noel smiled at Marie.

In Marie's vocabulary "Bae" meant "honey" in plain English. Marie loved to talk "dirty". It excited her and she knew Noel also got her kicks out of it. Sometimes Noel would become instantaneously wet when Marie whispered into her ear a few examples of her four-letter-word-rich way of speaking.

"Alright," Noel said, stubbing out her cigarette against her mom's dolphin-shaped ashtray, "if you know me that fucking well, then tell me what I am thinking."

"You want to fuck Hope, and touch her tits, squeeze her fucking nipples with your hands, and ram your fucking finger into her fucking cunt until she screams out her fucking, mind-blowing orgasm. Am I fucking right?"

Noel laughed and said, "That's fucking right, Marie."

Marie slid closer to Noel, still smoking her cigarette, looking as "fucking" sexy as ever... Noel loved to see her friend smoke... Every time she saw an attractive female teen smoking -- she couldn't exactly explain why -- her heart would jump, her legs would press against each other, trapping the heat and her excitement inside her sex. She'd even masturbate to such imagery.

.. It was so *fucking* special, Noel thought. Marie took Noel's hand and intertwined her fingers with Noel's. "It doesn't take a fucking rocket scientist to guess that," Marie said, coming even closer and kissing Noel's parted lips.

Out of the blue, Marie bit Noel's lower lip, kissing her immediately, suffocating any scream of pain. Marie kept kissing Noel hard, her hands going for Noel's small breasts, feeling them up over Noel's shirt. Noel moaned, then asked almost breathlessly, "You wanna fuck me?"

"Yes, Bae."

"Then do it," Noel whispered into Marie's ear. "Do it till I scream my fucking orgasm. Come on, Marie," Noel said, unbuttoning her own shirt and throwing it to the floor and giving Marie another passionate kiss.

"Shouldn't we go to your room?" Marie asked, scanning Noel's living room.

"Why?" Noel said, pulling Marie's T-shirt over her head, her knowing fingers touching Marie's naked breasts. "My mom ain't home, and besides I don't think she'd mind if she caught us fucking each other like rabbits on this couch."

"Whatever you say, Bae." Marie looked at Noel, and observed her friend for a while. "You're so fucking beautiful... I think I could fuck you all day."

"Oh, yeah?" Noel said, grinning, pulling Marie closer and embracing her, feeling her friend's tits against her body, making her so unbelievably hot. "Fuck me, Marie... Come on... Use your fingers in me, and kiss me... Yes, like that."

Noel shut her eyes, enjoying Marie's kiss, her wet tongue caressing hers. She loved Marie's lips, so sweet, so tender and passionate at the same time. She could kiss Marie for hours on end. But Noel's desire kept growing, feeling the wetness between her legs.

She said, "Marie, fuck my pussy. Please..." Marie just smiled, pulling away and unbuttoning and unzipping Noel's skin-tight blue jeans.

"Get up, Bae," she said, kneeling at Noel's feet. "I can't take them off like this."

As Noel stood up, Marie's mouth touched Noel's naked lower belly. Marie kissed Noel there, going up steadily, her tongue licking her lover up to her belly button. Noel shuddered and moaned.

"Fuck," Noel whimpered, getting hold of Marie's hair. "That's unreal. That's feels sooo fucking goood."

Marie's mouth slid down and her tongue licked Noel's naked skin just above her mound, still covered by her panties and her half-unzipped blue jeans. Noel couldn't wait any longer. She began to rub herself against Marie's face, the tightness of her jeans helping her in the process of getting herself excited. Marie kissed Noel's mound over her jeans, her hand rubbing her pussy.

"I can't stand this," Noel said. "I am so fucking hot I need your mouth in my fucking hot cunt."

Resolutely, she pulled her jeans down and kicked them away; her sex was again at the same level as Marie's mouth and tongue. Marie's hands traveled under Noel's T-shirt and squeezed Noel's tits, her fingers teasing the nipples, so hard to the touch. Noel groaned.

"You... are..." She didn't continue because the pleasure Marie was giving her was too overwhelming.

She collapsed on the couch, allowing Marie's thirsty mouth and tongue to play with her sex... Slowly, Marie's hands began to lower Noel's panties, kissing her mound, the blond patch of hair, soaked with the scent of a girl needing "it" badly. Marie kept kissing Noel's panties, drenched with her secretions...

"Uuhhhhmmmm," Noel moaned, closing her eyes and opening her legs. "Marie," she said softly. "Marie.... Oooohhhmmm... That's it. Oooohhhh... MILLIE... Yes... Fuck it... Yes."

Suddenly, Noel's body quivered as Marie's hands slid Noel's panties further down and she licked Noel's pussy for the first time; the folds of Noel's engorged vulva, glistening because of the secretions... Marie dove into Noel's sex, licking her down there, her arms encircling both thighs. Noel's head thrashed from time to time.

"Fuck, Marie... Not so slow. Hurry! I can't stand this anymore."

In spite of Noel's complaining, Marie took her time. She kept licking Noel's folds without coming closer to Noel's clit.

"Fuck, Marie... Fuck me!!!! What are you waiting for?" Noel tried to pull Marie's head toward her clit but her friend wouldn't listen to her. "Come on, MARIE. PLEASE!!!!"

Noel's hand came closer to her own pussy as she couldn't wait any longer. If Marie didn't bring her off she'd do it herself. Marie wouldn't let her, though, driving Noel's hand away. Without warning, Marie's fingers penetrated Noel's pussy, at first slowly and then faster and faster and faster. Noel almost fainted with this sudden motion, so strong her pleasure had become. Almost at the same time, Marie's index finger slid into Noel's tight anal ring began to plunge into  her asshole, while her mouth went searching for Noel's clit. As soon as Marie's lips found Noel's clit, Noel was ripped by the most overwhelming orgasm. She screamed, lifting her body from the couch, her sex throbbing like mad, the pleasure invading her breasts and nipples.

Marie and Noel laid quiet for a while, then Marie resumed her licking, her mouth completely damp with Noel's love dew.

"Oh, Marie... Not again... Please, stop."

But Noel's protest was weak and Marie knew that her friend could take much more than a single world-shattering orgasm. And she was right. Noel kept cumming, two, three, and four, five times in a row.

 As the fifth climax began, Marie had her legs scissored between Noel's, both female bodies glistening with sweat from the physicality of the Tribbing. Marie was determined to rip the last fragment of orgasm from Noel's body. THe climax exploded like a champagne cork, then bubbled over. 

 , Noel made Marie come closer, kissing her friend. It was Marie's turn..

 

***

"Hope? Where are you?"

"Up here, Mom," she cried out from her bed. Hope lay on her bed writing a new entry on her diary, a sort of poem describing how she felt inside.

"You left your cell phone down in the kitchen and you have a call," her mother said, standing at the bottom of the stairs, holding her daughter's cell.

"Who?"

"Ron Street."

Hope grumbled and let out a sigh.

She got up and rushed down the stairs to her mother, whisked the phone from her outstretched hand and retreated back to her room.

"I'll take it up here," she yelled, making sure her mother understood she wanted to talk to Ron in private.

Her relationship with Ron had cooled off considerably after their squabble over Noel Christian; so much so that they hadn't spoken to each other since that unfortunate episode.

Hope sighed. The coast was clear now. The last thing Hope wanted was having her mother eavesdropping on a potentially explosive conversation with Ron. Would he refer to Noel and their fight over that girl?

"Hope, are you there?"

"Yes, Ron. You just heard me, didn't you?"

"I heard a click... Well, I just didn't know--"

"Okay, I get it." There was a pause in their conversation. Hope waited for Ron to speak. After all, it had been his idea to call her.

He said, "Are you still mad at me?"

Hope looked at the receiver, baffled by his question. Was she mad at him? Was this the Ron Street she knew? His voice sounded too insecure for a senior who'd had "hundreds" of girlfriends. A few weeks before *she* would've asked him the same question. It seemed as though the tables were turned.

"Hope, are you listening?"

"Yes. I was just thinking..."

"About?"

"About your reasons for calling."

Another pause followed by static.

"I don't get it," he said.

"What do you mean?"

"Nothing," Hope said, shaking her head and forgetting that Ron couldn't see that gesture over the phone. "Just thinking out loud."

There was a sigh at the other end of the line. "You seem so distant, Hope. What's up?"

"You know what happened, Ron. I just got sick of your attitude. It's not only about Noel... It's... I can't explain... Maybe I just realized I am in the wrong crowd."

"Yeah, I know what you mean."

"You do?"

"Sometimes I think Elizabeth and Lucygo too far."

"Why didn't you say so?"

"They were your friends, not mine."

Their conversation dragged on for another quarter of an hour until Hope made up an excuse and hung up. Hope was confused. She didn't know what to make of this new side of Ron's, sensitive and understanding. She shivered, as if she had seen a ghost passing in front of her eyes. She experienced some disgust as well, although she couldn't explain why.

Hope opened her diary and wrote:

"Snow falling, falling.

.. Falling without stopping.

.. Snow becoming mellow.

.. Until you scream.

"Snowflakes crying, crying

Crying without sleep

Snowflakes shouting your name

Because they weep.

"Oh, I yearn, I want something I don't know what it is.

.. I yearn for you, I need you, Is that all there is?

"Kiss me, kiss me and we'll fall like snowflakes, but they won't become mellow, but Keen... as living beings."

 

***

Noel waved goodbye to Sandra and headed home. She sighed as it had been a tiring day. It seemed as though the teachers had conspired together to be so demanding and utterly boring. They had given her a huge pile of homework that would surely keep her busy the whole weekend. To make matters worse, Marie had moved away to another state and she missed her terribly.

Marie'd call often enough but still Noel missed their lovemaking, the thrill of being together with the girl she loved. Sandra was a good friend but a poor lover. Sandra was too passive to Noel's taste; she lacked Marie's passion, Marie's irreverence. Making love with Sandra was almost like fucking an inflatable doll -- no response there.

As she always did on her way home, Noel walked across the lawn of Myrtle Park, disregarding the signs that forbade her to do so. Screams of children playing in the park sandbox caught Noel's attention. Her eyes wandered in the direction of the screams when she noticed a girl sitting alone in one of the park benches. It was Hope Neal.

Hope was reading a book, seemingly unaware of what took place around her. Noel came to a stop, watching that girl completely absorbed in her reading. 'Must be a masterpiece,' she thought with a mischievous smile on her face. Noel waited for a moment, still staring at Hope and wondering whether she would come up to that girl and tease her.

Besides, she had never seen Hope by herself -- that girl was always surrounded by the 'popular' crowd, a kind of invisible wall that kept them apart. All of a sudden, as if sensing Noel's staring, Hope looked up and gazed at Noel. For a long moment none of the girls moved, only a gentle breeze stroked their hair and the leaves above their heads.

A little boy's scream awoke Noel, making her snap out of her trance-like state of mind. Without giving a second thought, her legs headed for Hope's bench.

"Hi."

"Hi," Hope replied, watching Noel closing in.

Noel sat down next to Hope and stared at her until the other girl looked away. Noel smiled, savoring her victory and Hope's shyness. Without asking permission, Noel grabbed Hope's book and read its title: "Lady Chatterley's Lover."

"Aha, now I understand everything."

"Give me that, Noel."

"Does your mom know that you like to read fuck books?" Noel asked, keeping the book out of Hope's reach.

"It's *not* a fuck book."

"No? Why do you look like a fucking tomato right now?"

Hope's face turned even redder, making another attempt to snatch the book from Noel's teasing hands.

"Give me the goddam book, Noel," Hope growled, her face a few inches from Noel's, her arm stretching out desperately but unable to get a good grip on Noel's hand that kept the book away from her.

On an irresistible impulse, Noel encircled Hope's waist, pulled her closer and kissed her. To Noel's surprise, Hope didn't pull away immediately. Hope's mouth lingered on hers for a moment as though she was enjoying their kiss. All of a sudden, Hope did pull back, standing up and turning her back on Noel.

"Hey, you forget your book," Noel cried out.

Hope kept walking away from Noel without looking back. Noel got up and followed Hope, stepping up her pace to catch up with that girl that had the sweetest pair of lips that Noel had ever kissed.

"Here's your book," Noel said, holding it out. Hope kept walking, ignoring Noel.

"I was teasing you... Can't you take a joke?"

Again no answer, Hope looking the other way and avoiding Noel's blue eyes.

"Here, take it." The book, however, fell on the ground, as Hope made no effort to seize the book that Noel had held against her chest.

This time Hope stopped walking, braving Noel's stare.

"You want it, you keep it," she said.

Noel stood still, watching Hope walking away. Noel was surprised by Hope's sudden resolve and assertive tone of voice. Noel began to smile. Yes, she definitely liked that girl and judging by their first kiss Hope should be a hell of a kisser... and a wild cat in bed. Noel picked up the book from the ground and took a closer look at its cover. "Lady Chatterley's Lover by D.H. Lawrence," she read out loud. Curious, she leafed through it, reading random sentences and vowing she would read that book and learn about what Hope was into.




Part Three

 

"Hi, honey," Mrs. Neal greeted as her daughter walked in the backdoor.

"Hi, Mom," Hope said, hurrying to the hall and up the stairs.

She was in no mood to talk to her mother right then. She still felt Noel's kiss in her lips. It had been so sudden and unexpected and... tasty?

No, that was not the right word but she was too confused to think up a better alternative. Hope locked the door of her room and threw herself onto the bed. She opened the drawer of her night stand and took out her diary.

She wrote with a trembling hand:

"Being kissed on account of a bawdy book

-- Dad's. Being kissed by a resistor, a resistor without a cause

Being kissed by a blue-eyed girl, a girl who should I be a boy

I would kiss gladly."

 But she wasn't. She was a girl, she realized, letting out a nervous chuckle. Still, she liked being kissed by Noel, the blue-eyed rebel who happened to be a girl. She felt her excitement rise between her legs. And that was odd, because no boy had managed to excite her out of a simple kiss.

.. Without realizing what she was doing, Hope touched her mound with her hand. She would masturbate sometimes but not that often. Her mother would talk about periods and safe sex with boys with her but never had she mentioned masturbation or... sex with girls, for that matter. Hope just didn't know what her mother thought about it.

Hope rubbed her mound again, her fingertips touching her sex lightly over the fabric of her jeans, sending thrills of pleasure up her spine and body. The delicious thrills would end up at the tip of her nipples and toes, her body relaxing with pleasure. She rubbed herself more intently, a weak moan coming out of her mouth. Soon the moan became a grumble.

.. Hope's mother was calling her. She would have to come down and help her mom with the dinner.

 

***

Noel was bored, waiting for the start-up of her computer to end. She missed Marie too much... She would seek self-relief as often as three times a day but still she missed her girlfriend too much. She sighed, lighting up a cigarette and entering her usual nickname for another evening of cyber-chatting with girls, or men pretending to be girls, on one of her favorite IRCs for lesbian / bisexual girls.

Most of the times she had no trouble spotting a male intruder. Men tended to go into sexual matters more readily than girls. Girls would mostly want to discuss who they were and what they were... Anyway she would never meet any of these girls in real life. She had heard too many stories of girls getting raped or ending up dead because the "girl" or the "nice guy" at the other end of the line had turned out to be a sick male searching for victims on the INTERNET.

'Enough of that,' she thought, typing in the first sentence announcing that a new girl had joined the chat room. One hour elapsed, Noel's room full of cigarette smoke and full-blown boredom. She logged out, sighing, snuffing her cigarette out against her ashtray. She turned off the computer and spread herself out on her bed, opening Hope's book. She read the first three chapters, finding it boring and unappealing. Eventually she turned off the light and got undressed, slipping under the covers with no clothes on.

She loved to sleep naked and masturbate herself to sleep. She began to fantasize about Hope. Hope was dressed in black, with black lipstick on and smoking. Her shiny hot pants were skin-tight, her short-sleeved blouse was snug. Her beautiful breasts and her bra-less nipples jutted against the smooth texture of the blouse.

"Come on, baby," Hope whispered invitingly. "Come here and fuck me with your kisses."

Noel drew near Hope and held her tight. The two girls stared at each other, then Noel tried to kiss Hope.

"Not yet, baby... You've got to "earn" me."

"How?" Noel asked, smiling.

"Do something I like."

"Okay." Noel smacked Hope's rear lightly, then harder. "Do you like this?"

Hope only moaned, closing her eyes, her mouth opening up. Noel struck Hope's bottom once again, Hope letting out another deep moan.

"I'll take that as yes," Noel said with a grin on her face, her mouth meeting Hope's, suffocating another moan.

Noel went around Hope and began to kiss the nape of her neck, keeping her hair away with her right hand, while her left harm encircled Hope's waspy waist. Hope moaned again.

"Uuhhmmm, baby," Hope whispered. "Fuck me, baby. Fuck me."

Noel kept kissing a wailing Hope, her left hand sliding down and up her body, touching Hope everywhere, her legs, her plump breasts, her soft yet firm belly, between her legs, her mound.

.. Hope whimpered again, her head tipping upward as she let out a scream of a wild animal in heat. Noel's hands lost no time to pull Hope's blouse up, sliding under and squeezing Hope's breasts simultaneously.

"Fuck, Noel... That's so fucking..." Hope cut herself off, panting for breath.

Another hand pressed under the tightness of Hope's hot pants and Hope's soaking wet panties.

"Fuck, Noel... Fuck me... Please, do it... Do it to me."

Noel's hand played with Hope's mound, caressing the pubic hair, feeling the moisture down there, full of musk, desire of a girl wanting another girl so bad, so desperately. Noel's fingers slipped inside Hope.

"Hmmmm..." Hope whispered, her eyes closed, her head jerking left and then right.

Noel rubbed Hope's wet folds, dripping with secretions; another kiss on Hope's neck, driving Hope crazy; fingers touching a breast, its taut nipple, pinching it. It hurt but Hope didn't care, as Noel was giving her so much pleasure. More fingers kept touching Hope between her legs, the fingers going for her clit, rubbing closer and closer and faster and faster. Noel began to lick one of Hope's uncovered breasts, its nipple so hard, overflowing with desire, desire for her sucking lips, her caressing, warm tongue.

"Gawd... Ohhh... Uuhhhmmm... Uuuhhhhhh... Noel."

Then the orgasm came, Hope's and Noel's body writhing at the same time, Noel's hand hitting her own clit as fast as she could, keeping her pleasure going, her hand full of secretions. She glided through her orgasm, waiting for a second to hit her in no time. And it did... Her legs grew taut, and the pleasure radiated from her sex to her nipples, breasts, toes, fingers, making her weak and bellow out her climax.

Noel turned over in her bed, returning to reality, feeling content and satisfied, all the frustrations flowing out of her body. Her fingers kept touching her wet labia, prodding her into another yet weaker orgasm. She dreamt of Hope... She dreamt of pleasure... She dreamt of... She forgot... Sleep took over.

***

It was Saturday and Hope was supposed to mow the lawn. She had postponed that dull chore for weeks and was willing to put it off once again. Dad had beat her to it, though, reminding her of the assignment and the choices she had: to mow the lawn or get a cut in her monthly allowance. Hope headed for the garage and took the mower outside, which was under a heap of old clothing Mom wanted to give away. When half of her job was done, Hope did a double take: Noel Christian was walking up the street. Hope turned off the engine of the lawnmower and waited.

"Hi, Hope. Your folks are already making you sweat, huh?"

"What are you doing here? How do you know my address?"

"Got my own sources, and they are fucking good, I Googled it."

"Sshhh," Hope hushed, "my parents may hear you talking like that."

"So?" Noel asked, chewing a gum and blowing it into a balloon that soon exploded and got gobbled up again. Noel was wearing her customary snug blue jeans and a denim shirt. Her long blond hair was tied up into a ponytail; her blue eyes shone with contentment and self-confidence. Noel climbed the step that separated the lawn from the sidewalk, leaving the other leg behind at a lower level.

"The cat ate your tongue?"

"No, I just want to know what you are doing here."

"I just wanted to return your book," Noel said, throwing it at Hope's feet.

"Hey, be careful. The book ain't mine."

"I thought you didn't even wanna have it back."

"I was mad at you..."

"Why? Because of our kiss."

"Sshhh," Hope shushed again, coming closer. She whispered, "I don't want everybody to know--"

"What? That we kissed?"

Suddenly a female voice was heard behind Hope, "Hope? Oh, there you are... Oh, you've got company." Mrs. Neal walked across the freshly-mown lawn and joined the two girls.

"Hi, you must be..."

"Noel Christian," Noel said, stretching out her hand. Mrs. Neal laughed and shook Noel's hand.

"Hope happens to be my best friend since Marie Sampson's left town."

"Oh really?" Mrs. Neal said, displaying her best smile, which reminded Noel of Hope's.

The problem was that Hope didn't smile that often. Noel was determined to change that.

"Why didn't you say anything about your new best friend, Hope?"

"Oh," Noel replied immediately, "we're not best buddies that long... I guess it must've slipped Hope's mind." Hope looked at Noel, trying to hide her surprise and dismay. She just couldn't believe Noel's nerve and Noel's fertile imagination.

"Oh, if I had a pretty friend like you when I was Hope's age I'd certainly mention her to my mom."

"Oh thank you, Mrs. Neal," Noel answered, raising her voice and grinning. "That's very sweet of you."

"You're welcome. Why don't you join us for lunch when Hope's done with the lawn? I'm sure you girls have a lot of catching up to do."

"Thanks," Noel said, taking a quick glance at Hope's wide-eyed face. "I'll take you up on that, Mrs. Neal, but I gotta call my mom and let her know that I'm staying."

Noel reached into her pocket and withdrew her iPhone.

"By all means, dear," Mrs. Neal said, leaving the lawn," Hope's nearly done with the lawn."

Hope made a grimace, mimicking her mom's way of speaking in a whisper. If she were younger she'd have put out her tongue at Noel, who faced her with a quite amused expression.

"You're fake, Noel. Why didn't you swear in front of my mom? Because you wanted to make an impression and get yourself invited for a free meal, huh?"

"No, Hope," Noel replied, her grin gone. "I didn't swear because you wanted me not to, at least not in front of your folks; but if that ain't the case I'll fucking swear every fucking second in front of your mom."

"Why would you care about what I think?"

"Didn't my kiss tell you that?"

Hope stood perfectly still for a moment as if she had been struck by lightning. She refused to accept the meaning of Noel's words. She didn't quite believe that Noel could care about someone else other than herself.

Hope moved away from Noel and picked up the book from the lawn. She had forgotten all about it when her mother cropped up at the lawn and began her powwow with Miss Congeniality.

Her mother was not supposed to see her choice of reading as the D.H. Lawrence's book was at the top shelf of the bookcase, which meant adult books, mostly. Apparently her mother had overlooked it, overwhelmed by Noel Christian's charm.

'Yeah, it seems that Noel has a way with women!' she concluded, starting the lawnmower again.




Part Four

 

It was Sunday, the day after Noel's impromptu appearance at her front lawn. Hope lay on her bed, writing down her thoughts about the day before. Noel had captivated her parents. Mom and Dad were impressed by Noel's cheerful personality, charm, beauty and good manners.

"She's a smart cookie," her mother had said, laughing, waving Noel goodbye.

"A tough cookie, too," her dad replied, laughing as well.

"Why don't you two adopt her?" Hope said, disgusted, leaving the front door. "I think she'd be thrilled."

"Hope!" her mother exclaimed, following her. "I don't understand. She's your best friend. We didn't raise you to put down your friends when they're gone. You're eighteen, almost nineteen, almost a grown-up woman."

"I am not putting anyone down," she retorted, coming to a halt. Pressing her body against the banister and looking down at her parents, she added, "Besides, she's not my best friend."

Hope resumed climbing up the stairs, ignoring her parents' confused look. For a moment she thought her mother would come up and have a word with her but fortunately her father talked his wife out of it. Hope thanked him mentally.

 

***

Noel looked around and checked whether Marla, her mom's girlfriend, was back in the living room and couldn't hear their conversation

"Mom, have you ever had the hots for a straight girl?"

Angel Christian watched her daughter as though she was surprised by such a question. She blinked her eyes as she accepted the dish Noel was holding out for her to dry off with the dish towel.

"Have you?" Noel stopped with her washing and faced her mother.

"I asked you first."

"Promise to keep a secret?" her mother whispered, getting closer to her daughter, her turn to check whether nobody was eavesdropping.

"Sure." Noel's blue eyes went wide, smiling at the fact that her mom had a couple of secrets she didn't want Marla to know about.

"Okay," Angel said, breathing out deeply, her blue eyes getting some distance as she recalled what she was about to tell. "If you wanna know, yes... definitely, yes."

"Who?"

"Crystal Eames... I don't think you know her... We met in college... She had such a fucking hot body, and needless to say all the guys would drool over her. She was a tease, though, and believed in saving herself for Mr. Right. Then she met this hunk, Hank Norris, and before I know they are fucking each other's brains out."

"And?"

"The story is a long one, but like I said she was a tease. She really liked to tease... and when she learned I was into women she'd come up to me and tease me, too. She'd wear these unbelievably short skirts and white, shiny pantyhose and show off her beautiful, long legs... She'd sit next to me and would brush her almost-naked thigh against mine, and she'd look at me as if she wasn't aware of what that contact was doing to me inside. She was making me so hot and wet that I wanted to take her right there in the cafeteria... Her face was so close to mine, laughing and cracking jokes, but still I could see how serious she was about getting me all excited. I still fantasize about it when Marla and I make love... I push Crystal onto one of those tables, sweep all our dishes and glasses onto the floor, and I give her the fucking of her life. This fantasy sometimes gets so real that I can even feel my hands tearing her dress and short skirt to shreds..."

"What happened then?"

"Oh," her mother's face clouded over, putting the dish down on the kitchen table. "I started feeling guilty about cheating on Marla... and I knew Crystal wasn't serious about me... She just wanted to have some fun, and that's it. She still kept on dating guys, sometimes two or three of them in one night."

"But did you fuck her?"

Angel laughed by her daughter's straight-to-the-point way of asking.

"No, I didn't. When I made my move she said she wasn't interested in me *that way*. We argued and we didn't speak for weeks... That's the problem when you want a straight woman... They don't know what they want."

***

Hope walked down the main hall of her school. Lucy and Elizabeth were next to their lockers and spotted her in the crowd of teenagers scrambling for their respective classes. The two girls went on talking, snubbing Hope. Hope ignored them in turn, becoming mad in spite of repeating to herself that those girls had never been real friends of hers. Suddenly, a strong hand grabbed one of her shoulders. She turned and to her disappointment her eyes landed upon Ron's serious face.

"Hope, I need to talk to you."

"Ron, I must go... The bell rang, didn't you notice it?"

"Yeah, I did. Okay... later. Meet me here at 1 pm, alright?"

"Alright," she said, slinking away from his clasp and heading for Ms. Belle's class.

Ms. Belle happened to be her favorite teacher. She cared about her pupils, slowing down if they found it too difficult to follow. She'd ask about the home front, too, how they parents were, if they had brothers and sisters ... One day Ms. Belle passed out and fell flat on the wooden floor of their class... She suffered from occasional hypoglycemia, Hope learned, and chronic low blood pressure. She had to drink tons of coffee with tons of sugar to get her through the day, Hope had been told. Sometimes Hope wondered if Ms. Belle would faint again in front of her eyes when she slowed down and stopped to think. When Hope was about to enter her class, her hand was taken prisoner by another. She almost complained and told off whoever. She thought it was Ron again, but she was wrong. It was Noel Christian.

"Let me go."

"No," Noel answered, preventing Hope from wriggling her hand free.

"Wanna talk to you."

"I can't. I'm already late."

"If you don't come with me, I'll kiss you right here," Noel said, grinning.

"I can't."

"You mean, you won't."

"I can't", Hope repeated, lowering her voice, almost pleading.

"Okay, suit yourself," Noel said, releasing her hand suddenly.

Hope stood there, at the entrance of Ms. Belle's class, watching Noel Christian walking away, her blond hair done up into a long braid. Noel wore her one-piece white tennis outfit and her white sneakers. The light color of her outfit and the fact that its hem didn't hide much of her well-toned thighs enhanced her long golden legs and arms. Hope hesitated for a moment, not knowing what to do. Was she going to cut her favorite class for Noel Christian?

Suddenly a female voice spoke, "You're blocking the way. Are you coming in or out?"

Hope turned to see Lucy and Elizabeth. Both girls waited for her answer with obvious annoyance in her faces.

"Coming out," Hope said. "I don't wanna be in the same room with you two."

Then she ran down the hall and after Noel, feeling her heart going crazy. She didn't know why and she didn't want to know.

"Noel, wait for me."

Noel faced her, somewhat surprised. Noel immediately regained her wry smile, though.

"You don't have to run to catch me."

"I know," Hope replied, trying not to blush.

Hope and Noel walked on side by side without uttering a word. Hope noticed that Noel was sweating as though she had been playing tennis all morning. Their school was next to one of the best tennis schools of the state or so she had heard. Noel held her racket against her prominent bosom.

"Are you good at it?"

"What?" Noel asked, her blue eyes gazing into Hope's.

"Tennis?"

"Yeah, what else?"

"I'm good at many things." Noel grinned again.

"Such as?"

And before Noel could give an answer, Hope already knew she was asking for trouble.

"Fucking girls like you."

"Is that all you think about?"

"Yeah, what else?"

They stared at each other for a moment and all of a sudden they both burst into laughter. Hope felt a thrill shoot through her body. For the first time in her life it felt as though she was truly connecting with somebody -- no pretense here, because Noel was a girl who always said what she thought, without holding back. Noel was a girl without hang-ups. If she wanted to do something, she'd do it, because she just didn't care what other people thought about her.

Hope felt an extreme sense of freedom and relief taking hold of her.

"Why did you want to talk to me?"

"Because Sandra can't play with me tomorrow, and I was wondering if you wanted to be my partner."

'My partner,' Hope repeated in her mind.

Out loud she said, "But I can't play."

"That's why there are tennis schools, Hope, with nice fucking instructors."

"What do you mean? Did you--"

"No, but I bet they fucked me a million times in their fucking dirty minds." Noel pulled up another grin and grabbed hold of Hope's hand. "Which is fine with me, because I fucked most of the girls in that school, and not only in my mind."

Moisture began to gather up between Hope's legs. Noel had really a way with girls, she thought. Whistles of a group of guys coming their way made Hope aware that they were being stared at. Everybody knew who Noel was and what she was... and Noel was still holding her hand... Hope, however, didn't make any effort to break that contact. She didn't know why.

"Dykes," a guy of the group hissed, showing his teeth.

"Why don't you two give us a show of what you can do?"

Hope wanted to leave but Noel motioned for her to stand still.

Noel shouted, "Only after you showing us what you do to each other every fucking night."

"Hey, man," another guy stood out of the group, "we're not a bunch of fags."

"Well, tough luck, *man*. If you were, maybe you could get lucky tonight. Let's go, Rho."

Having said that Noel pulled at Hope's hand and they walked away from the guys. None of the girls saw the bewilderment in the guys' faces. They turned a corner and giggled as they ran into the safety of the arcades of a near-by shopping mall.




Part Five

 

Tennis practice became very important to Hope. It was the right excuse to see and play with Noel. As Noel said, the instructors were quite cute and in other circumstances she'd probably daydream about them. During the last weeks, however, her sexual imagery had suffered a shift toward Noel Christian and what her friend told her during their breaks.

Noel would go, "See that girl?"

"Who?"

"That brunette playing with Steve."

Noel meant a girl, 5'7", long legs, pretty, firm body with long dark hair and a happy, beautiful face. She could play real good tennis, so much so that Steve, their instructor, was going to send her to a regional championship.

"Yeah, what about her?"

"I fucked her once in the locker room when everybody was gone."

"You start sounding like a couple of guys I know."

"You don't believe me?"

"Not really."

Suddenly Noel put her index and thumb against her lips and whistled.

"What are you doing?" Hope protested.

"Because you don't believe me... Marnie will confirm what I just said."

And ignoring Hope's astonishment, Noel called the dark-haired girl again. Marnie looked at them and asked her instructor for a short break. Steve nodded and said he was going to the bar and bring some refreshments to all of them.

"Hi, Noel," Marnie said, grinning.

She came closer and sat next to Noel. Introductions were made and without delay Noel mentioned the sexual encounter in the locker room. Marnie chuckled. "Yeah, that's true and to tell you the truth Noel's the best lover I've ever had, male or female."

"Marnie is bi and proud of it," Noel explained.

"Yes, I am. And... I'm curious... Are you two an item?"

Hope blushed terribly. She said, "No, we're just friends."

"Get over it, girl," Marnie replied, "because you don't know what you're missing. I can tell you that you will have the best fuck of your life with Noel. It's the voice of experience speaking... And I can't believe that Noel hasn't tried her luck with you... Noel doesn't believe much in platonic friendships, if you know what I mean."

Noel laughed out loud whereas Hope didn't know what to do with her own hands and eyes. This was just an example of how sexual tennis practice had become. Noel would sexualized every little thing that happened in and out of court. She'd point out an attractive girl and she'd describe to Hope how she'd undress her, touching her tits, nipples, panties, sex.

.. Noel'd stare at those girls until they would stare back, and all that was very confusing to Hope... It's seemed that Noel was opening a new world to her, very thrilling, almost intoxicating by its intensity. Noel Christian dominated her dreams for the past few weeks. Her dreams were becoming more and more sexual, and she'd wake up with her hand on her sex, feeling its moisture and the scent of her own arousal. She'd wonder if she had masturbated while sleeping, and the notion of a "wet dream" had acquired a new dimension to Hope.

 

***

Noel was at home, doing her last school assignments. Tired, she closed her books and took a cigarette out of her pack. She lay down on her bed, lit up her smoke and hit Hope's number in her contact's list. While the call rang Noel thought of Hope's mother, she liked Hope's mother. That woman seemed to think the world of Noel, although Noel was aware that that could change if Mrs. Neal learned who she really was. But again, Noel had never lied to that woman.

.. If Mrs. Neal asked her about her sexual orientation, she'd tell the truth. Noel didn't have anything to hide. Finally Hope picked up, greeting Noel.

"I'm horny," Noel replied. Hope remained silent, not knowing what to say. "Are you there?"

"Yes," Hope breathed out.

"Why don't you say something?"

"What?"

"Are you horny, too?"

Hope hesitated. She wasn't horny, but this conversation over the phone was turning the heat up between her legs, definitely.

"Hope?"

"Yes?"

"Are you horny, too?"

"I guess."

"Okay, let's masturbate together... over the phone... Just think of me as one of those 1-800 girls you can call and talk dirty with."

"Noel, I am not sure--"

"I tell you what I am doing and you just play along... Okay, now I am getting undressed... Yes, that's right... because I am going to fuck you like you've never been fucked before... Okay... Just take your blouse now for my mouth to touch your bra, the nipples under it... Yessss... Because you want me, baby, like I want you."

.. "Sorry, I'm gonna hang up."

Noel remained quiet, trying to hide her disappointment. She forced herself to ask, "Why?" The answer was the dial tone, however.

Hope had hung up on her! Noel just couldn't believe it. She let out a scream of frustration. Her mom was right -- straight women don't know what they want.

Noel lit up a cigarette, wondering if she had pushed Hope too far, and at that very moment Marie's words crossed her mind, "Noel, you should forget all about Hope... She's fucking straight, and she'll never go to bed with you."

Tears began to form in Noel's eyes. She didn't know why she cried. Maybe because she still couldn't cope with Marie's leaving. Maybe because she had just been snubbed by Hope. Maybe because of both. 'Marie, Marie... why don't you come back?' Noel thought, trying to stop the tears from flowing with her fingers. 'I miss you.'

 

***

Hope wrote in her diary:

"Sometimes I cry when I listen to a sad song, I get emotional. I want to be that powerful, you know. I want to move. I want people to cry with what I write..."

And with this Hope decided she wanted to form a rock band. This idea was not new. She loved to write poetry but she soon understood that nobody would pay attention to what she wrote if she didn't translated her words into music.

With Ron's help she learned how to play guitar. It was hard to learn all those chords, how to pluck and strike the strings, but she persevered. Her voice could grab the high notes for a long while. Her songs were basically angry screams of a teenager who wanted to express herself through music. Her first song was called "Tenderness for a Rebel With a Cause."

Tenderness for a Rebel With a Cause

The first line went like this...

I, I cry in a hotel with no name,

 

***

Noel was twenty now and hadn't seen Hope all these years -- two, to be exact. She'd heard that Hope Neal hung out with a different crowd now -- the music industry crowd

... Hope had formed this new cool rock band called Soul Neal. Hope sang, played guitar and wrote all the songs. She was quite popular on college radio but her band was yet to sign a deal with a major label.

"Tenderness for a Rebel With a Cause" had been her greatest hit so far.

Noel didn't know why Hope hadn't called after that failed attempt at phone sex. Hope was a shy girl, who was not very comfortable with sex. Noel wanted to kick herself for such a blunder. She should've sensed it... Damn!

Noel lit up a cigarette, and looked around her. She watched the crowd of college guys and girls that drank beer, talked and laughed out loud. The stage was near the campus lake, so a gentle, cooler breeze caressed Noel's serious, thoughtful face.

Everybody waited for Hope and her band to show up and start their gig. Noel was on her own because Sandra and a couple of her friends were not into Soul Neal's music. They said Hope's music was depressing, the subject of her lyrics was often dark, full of pain and too sentimental. Noel didn't know if they were right.

She just wanted to see how much the girl she had kissed in Myrtle Park was worth. She just wanted to see the straight girl who had hung up on her. Noel shook her head as she didn't want to think about why she was there. She wanted to keep her mind open and "absorb" Hope's music.

It didn't take long for Hope and her band to appear. She greeted the cheering, whistling crowd with a simple "hi" while she strapped her guitar on. Hope's hair was shorter, almost shoulder-length. She had dyed it dark red. Hope's new look seemed to assert her new self: the "alternative-rock-goddess", the "chick-with-a-guitar", the woman who needed a guitar in her soul

... Her first song was "Find Peace":

 

The song started out with and accusation:.

 

At odds with yourself At odds with the world

You kicked a man

A man with a gun,,,,

 

***

When Hope stopped singing, Noel brought her fingers to her eyes. She didn't want to cry... That song had moved her. It reminded her of the violence she had experienced when she was younger, when her mother still lived with her alcoholic father. Wife beating was a major problem in America, and all over the world.

.. That was one of the reasons why psychology was her major. She wanted to help other women surpass the violence, help them find new ways of dealing with their problems, help them escape from their violent partners.




Part Six

 

Hope signed the last CD of yet another die-hard Soul Neal fan when she noticed a blond young woman waiting at the doorway. She had a white sleeveless shirt on and a pair of loose khaki pants and heavy dark boots. She had this amazing, piercing blue eyes, her long hair tied into a ponytail... She was smoking... It was... Noel Christian, of course.

How long had it been? She couldn't remember... All she could see was the tattoo on Noel's right shoulder... It was a broken heart. Hope just couldn't help it. She leapt up and went over to Noel, before the other girl decided to leave without talking to her.

"Noel?"

"Hi, Hope." Noel said, taking another deep drag on her cigarette. "You rock, girl."

"Thanks," Hope said, and almost kicked herself because she had sounded as eager as her own fans. She tried to pull herself together, and in a calmer tone of voice she added, "Would you like to come in? Otherwise I'll get another bunch of CDs to autograph."

"Sure," Noel said, shrugging and breathing the smoke out through her nostrils. "You've become a legend."

"A legend?" Hope asked, returning to her own chair in the makeshift backstage.

"I tried to follow your career," Noel replied, snuffing her cigarette out against a metallic tube that was part of the structure that kept the whole stage in place. "I really dig your music, and the way you write it, you know... It's fucking great... the way you describe your feelings... I can relate to it. It sounds real to me... It's seems that we can connect with you... Maybe because you were not molded by corporate assholes, yet."

"I cannot do otherwise," Hope said. "And I don't want to become famous, you see... I want people to listen to my music, but I am not in this business to score a hit. I'm in this business for my own mental sanity. I *need" to write songs... I *need* to play them... I *need* to sing them... There's something inside of me that tells me that I need this, or I'll go insane."

"Hmm," Noel smiled. "'...she needs love to be insane... ...she needs songs to be whole... she needs a guitar in her soul...'"

Hope blushed, although she couldn't understand why her body rebelled against her own will. "That song is about you... and me..."

Noel opened her blue eyes wide. "Us?"

"Not us," Hope explained. "You and me... That's not the same... There are parts that were inspired by what I know about you... other parts were just things that I wrote when I wrote that song... Many fans ask me why I did this, why I did that... but I don't know the reason why... It's all very confusing to me."

"So, it's not a love song..."

Hope didn't know whether Noel was serious. She just shook her head. Silence crept in between them and for a moment the only sound to be heard came from the other side of the stage. The guys were packing up the band's gear.

Then Hope whispered, "You got a broken heart..."

Noel held her own right shoulder to see the tattoo.

"Yeah, I've grown older... I'm less of a wild cat now, which is a drag... I don't want to grow older... I don't want to be responsible... I don't wanna have kids."

"So, what do you want?"

"Go to bed with you."

Hope gave a chuckle despite her own embarrassment. "I'm dating this guy..."

"Okay, I understand. You don't have to apologize. I just wanted to say it. I just wanted it out of my system."

 

***

Three months later, when Noel was leaving the locker room after tennis practice, she heard a song... This guy, who was waiting for his girlfriend, had the car radio on. The volume was too loud, but the guy didn't seem to mind. He really was enjoying it, tapping his fingers on the outside of his car.

"Is this Soul Neal?" Noel shouted, making herself heard above the music.

"Yeah, this girl really rocks. This's her new single..."

"What is it called?"

"I wanna go to bed with you."

"What?"

"I wanna go to bed with you," he repeated, grinning, understanding her confusion. "I'm not making a pass at you," he added, turning the volume down. "It's what it's called. 'I wanna go to bed with you'."

"Oh, okay. Thanks. Bye."

Noel hit her iTunes app, and searched for the song by Soul Neal, she selected the single only, and paid the $1.99. While she walked home she stared at the iTune Cover Graphics of the song. She wasn't able to see Hope's expression, as her wine-colored hair enshrouded her face. She wore a dark turtleneck and a schoolgirl's plaid skirt. One arm was stretched out to her right, the hand was open and her thumb was folded down and against her palm. The background was an open grass field on which Noel could read "Soul Neal, I Wanna Go To Bed With You."

Noel hurried home and as soon as she was in her room, she turned the CD player on and listened to the single. Her heart beat like hell, she felt the blood rush to her head. She felt dizzy... This song was about them... Noel was sure of it.

 "I wanna go to bed with you"

 There was no doubt it was about her and Hope

***

Was she gay? Did a woman try to seduce her? Who was she? Or the first person in the song was a man? These were the most asked questions after "I wanna go to bed with you" single came out.

Because of this controversy the single became a minor hit on the college radios. Also the fact that Hope sang "I'm gonna hit her" twice fueled the talking. Was this song about violence against women just like "Find Peace"?

The bottom line was: they didn't know. But how could they know? Did they know that Noel had kissed her? Did they know she felt torn inside? Did they know that she didn't want to be gay? Did they know that she hated Noel because she felt attracted to that blonde female rebel? A rebel who didn't want to grow old... A rebel who didn't want to stop being one.

.. 'God, who am I kidding?' Hope thought on the verge of tears. 'I want to forget her. Maybe I should get myself a tattoo... I'd choose a broken heart as well.'

And with this she cried freely for a long, long while. Then she felt relieved, and walked out the door and braved the cold wind and the snow that covered the streets of Boston, Massachusetts.

 

***

Angel Christian answered her cell phone and heard her daughter's voice. Noel was crying. This simple fact alarmed her as her daughter seldom cried.

"Noel, are you all right?"

"No, I am not."

"Baby, you wanna come over and talk?"

"Is Marla there?"

"No, got nightshift..."

"Okay, see you in a minute."

Angel waited nervously for her daughter to arrive. Noel shared a small off-campus apartment with her friend Sandra. It was just a 10-minute walk from Noel's place, and therefore her daughter should crop up at the door within minutes. Minutes seemed hours and before her daughter rang the doorbell, Angel opened the door and hugged a pale Noel. "Noel, what in God's name..."

Noel allowed her mother to take her to the couch. She began to cry. Angel held Noel for a long time, silently, letting her daughter express her grief, whatever that was. She didn't ask questions, not before Noel was able to speak. Long after the crying had subsided, Noel told her about Hope Neal... the classic story of a gay woman in love with a straight-as-an-arrow girl... something that was not supposed to be.

.. Unrequited love.

.. Angel almost could not recognize her daughter anymore. The last thing she expected from Noel was that her daughter could become so obsessed about a particular girl.

"But you've had so many girls in your life, Noel... And you were such a heartbreaker... Noel, what's happening to you?"

"I don't know, Mom," Noel sniffled. "I really don't know. I wish I did, but the truth is... I don't know. All I know is that I heard this song... by Hope's band... and I know it's about us. I am sure of it. Hell, I know that's about us... I've tried to call her but she's touring now... with her band. And I miss her, Mom," Noel said, again tears welling up in her eyes. "I want her... I want her bad... like I've never wanted someone else before..."

"You sure you're not in love with her success?"

"She's not that successful... She can fill up a small room but she's mostly an "indie"... Not so many people know her or like her music..."

"But she's got her fans, right?"

"Yeah," Noel said, straightening herself up and stealing a cigarette from her mother's pack. She lit up her cigarette and sighed as she puffed at it. She wiped her eyes dry with her fingers and added, "And I don't want her to think I am a fucking freak, like... I am obsessed with her or something... I don't want her to get me wrong. But that hurts as hell... I wanna forget her."

"I wish I could help."

"You just did," Noel said, squeezing her mother's hand.

She stared into the wall and thought about that song that haunted her: "Blonde as the sun She comes to me Sucks my soul And sucks my will... "She kisses like a devil I am not that civil I am gonna hit her I am gonna hit her..."




Part Seven

 

Hope walked off the stage after a fatiguing set and two encores. She blew her hair away from her eyes and sighed. Her band followed her despite the clapping and the whistling. The crowd wanted more but she was just too exhausted to sing yet another song.

"Excuse me," a female voice called.

Hope turned and saw a woman in her late thirties. Slightly overweight, she had deep blue eyes and cropped blonde hair, hardly a Soul Neal's typical fan.

"Yes?" Hope said, her irritation becoming obvious. She was tired and wanted to be left alone.

"Can I have a word with you? I drove all night and-"

The woman didn't continue as the other members of Hope's band went past the two women. None of the guys seemed to acknowledge their presence, as a couple of six-packs piled on a gear box seemed far more interesting than just another Hope's fan. Hope hesitated. She seldom said no to her fans. The guys that played with her used to say she was too kind, too "nice" with their fans. Most of Soul Neal's fans were eager teenagers and college kids. On occasion she'd see men in their thirties in the crowd, but female fans as old as this blue-eyed woman was definitely a rare event.

"Okay, follow me," Hope said, going to a dark corner behind the stage. She sat down on a wooden flight of stairs and lit up a cigarette while the woman took her place beside Hope.

"I thought you didn't smoke."

"I don't," Hope replied, her annoyance growing.

'Oh great,' Hope thought, 'another crazy fan who thinks that she knows everything about me...'

Out loud she added, "I want to make my voice deeper... That's why I'm smoking." There was an awkward moment of silence, then the woman spoke. "You don't know who I am, do you?"

"Should I?" Hope said, expelling the smoke through her nostrils slowly, looking straight ahead and into the darkness.

"Not really... but I thought you could see the resemblance... Many people do."

Hope looked at the woman more closely, studying her face, her blue eyes, her lips, despite the half-light.

"Shit," Hope exclaimed as a chill ran down her spine. "You're Noel Christian's mother."

"Yes, I am Angel Christian, and I can see why my daughter has fallen in love with you. Your music is very powerful. We can sense that you are a talented, introverted, sensitive, fragile young woman... I'm sorry for my candor and this over-the-counter analysis of you... Don't mind me... This is my professional self, talking..."

Hope remained silent. She was dumbstruck by Angel's revelation. Noel was in love with her... That could not be true.

"I know that nowadays it is not hip for a mother to act as a matchmaker but... I know how my daughter is. She's a stubborn, proud brat, who would rather go through the most crippling pain than 'fess up she's in love with you. But I know she is, and I know how much she's hurting inside. I can sense the hidden pain there... She needs to confront it... That's why I'm here... I'm here as a mother, a mother who's worried about her daughter... All I'm asking is that you talk to her... I don't expect any miracles, because I don't believe in miracles..."

A moment of unbroken silence followed, but Angel Christian didn't wait for an answer. She got to her feet and left. Hope remained in that dark corner, smoking. Once again she experienced that familiar urge to put a moment of her life into words.

 She stood up and grabbed her notebook and wrote:

 Miracles Fade into oblivion

Forget who I am I see that half-eaten apple....

.A month went by and Hope returned home after an exhausting tour. She called her friends and her parents, opened the mail, read unimportant letters and bills, pieces of paper she let fall on the floor. She greeted and petted Clymnistra, her cat.

Sally, her neighbor, had taken good care of her. The plants needed some watering, though.

Hope was too restless to stay at home. Although she felt terribly tired she decided to go for a walk. She didn't go anywhere in particular. She just strolled aimlessly on those familiar streets she knew so well.

Destiny brought her to the entrance of the tennis school, if you believe in destiny... Hope wavered between going inside or fighting what destiny had in store for her. She went weak and didn't fight back

... And there she was, Noel Christian kicking butt in her favorite tennis court. This time the victim was Susan Gatewood, a girl Hope'd met at Ms. Belle's class many years before. Silently Hope sat on the bleachers and watched them play.

 

***

It didn't take long for Noel to notice Hope. Noel went to the net and whispered a few words into Susan's ear. Susan giggled a shrill giggle and walked behind her friend.

"Hi, Hope," Noel said, sitting next to The-Chick-With-A-Guitar, as she used to call Hope now. Cool as she could be (or fake?) Noel took out a cigarette and lit it up, blowing the smoke through her nostrils, shutting her eyes as she enjoyed the moment. She handed her smoke over to Susan, who had sat beside Noel.

"I could use a drag too."

"You?" Noel said, raising her blonde, almost invisible brows. "But you don't smoke."

"Now I do," said Hope.

Noel kept looking at Hope, surprise giving way to an impish smile.

"Sex and drugs and rock 'n' roll, huh?"

Hope just smiled, reaching for the cigarette that Susan was holding out.

"No sex, no drugs, only rock 'n' roll."

"What about your boyfriend?"

"What boyfriend?"

"You said you were dating a guy when I went to see you after a gig. Remember that?"

"Yeah, I do," Hope said, passing Noel the half-smoked cigarette, breathing out O's of smoke slowly. "I'm still dating him but he's not my boyfriend. Boyfriends depress me. The word 'boyfriend' depresses me."

"Hope's right," Susan said. "I hate possessive types, the ones who say 'my wife', 'my girlfriend', 'my this', 'my that', as if we were their property."

"That's not what I mean, Susan," Hope replied calmly. "Those are only words... It depends on what men or women mean by it. Women can be as possessive as men. The word "girlfriend" depresses me as much. It sounds too definitive to me. I feel trapped by it and hate to feel trapped."

"And sex makes you feel trapped too, right?"

Hope looked at Noel, probing for a deeper meaning in Noel's question.

"You still want to fuck me, don't you?"

Noel laughed, coughing out the cigarette smoke.

She said, "You changed, all right. You didn't use to be so direct. You were this nervous type who went red as soon as I cussed or mentioned the word 'sex'."

"Not anymore." Hope looked very serious as she uttered these words.

Noel couldn't believe it. Is this Hope's idea of a come-on? She stared at Hope's mouth, her lips so inviting. She would love to kiss those lips. She gave in to her desire and drew closer to Hope and kissed her friend's lips tentatively.

Noel's heart raced wildly; she could barely breathe. When they broke their kiss, Hope smiled.

Maybe there was a future for them, Noel thought. Maybe they could start something beautiful right here right now... Only time would tell.

 

The End

 




 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER FOUR

Halloween Honeys




Part 1

 

"Do I have to wear this G string? I'm going to show my butt to everyone, whenever I take a step?" I said to myself. 'No, it's time to be really naughty.' I thought to myself 'No G-String!'

 

Checking myself in the mirror, I thought I looked good enough to eat. Which I hoped beyond hope that Blake would do before the night came to an end. The thought of her made me start feeling hot again, so I tried to focus on the costume

 

When I was a kid, I never used to be nervous at Halloween. It was always a lot of fun to dress up and walk from house to house, playing little pranks and filling my bags with candy. But that was years ago.

This Halloween, I had all the reasons in the world to be nervous. I was risking more than just coming home with an empty candy bag. More than just getting scared by some neighbor's seasonal japes. I was putting my life on the line.

 

The costume lay on my bed, neatly folded on the pillow to avoid getting it all wrinkled up. I looked at my clock radio; seven thirty. Almost time to get ready. The doorbell rang, and my thoughts were mercifully interrupted for a little while as I handed out a couple of chocolate bars to Frankenstein's Monster and a cute little cowboy.

Back in the bedroom, I could find no more reason to stall, so I slipped out of my clothes, standing naked in front of my full-length dress mirror. I was freshly showered, still smelling of apple-scented soap and shampoo. I ran my fingers through my short, dark brown hair, feeling it for any tangles but finding none.

 

Then I touched my face, stroking the smooth skin, brushing against long eye-lashes and full, sensual lips. Down over my collar bone, one of my secret erotic spots that I hoped to get kissed tonight. I paused to cup my breasts, holding them up a bit. It was a bit chilly in the room, so the nipples were slightly hardened. I rubbed them with my fingers, pinching them lightly and feeling them stiffen even further. Jolts of pleasure coursed through my body, and I felt myself getting hotter 'down there'.

Unable to resist, I let one hand leave my chest and travel downward, past my slim waist, gently touching my navel before homing in on that patch of neatly trimmed dark hair. I played with it, pulled at it, marveled at the sexy way the coarse, curly strands tickled the palm of my hand. I sighed with pleasure, knowing there was no way I could back away now.

 

I had to fulfill what I had started. Another check on the clock showed that I still had time, as long as I went for a quick one. So I reached down even further, touching my clit and at the same time shuddering in anticipation. I felt my juices starting to flow, running through my fingers, down my thighs. The doorbell rang again, and for a moment I actually considered answering it like this.

 

That would be some treat, I thought, laughing to myself as I put on a dressing gown. And probably get me arrested as well. Captain Jack Sparrow, a tiny witch and a bandage-wrapped mummy got some sweets in their bags, but after that, I turned off the porch lights. No more trick-or-treats for me tonight, except for the one I would be making myself.

Once more back in the bedroom I hurried to put the costume aside. Instead, I lay down across the bed, propping my head up with a pillow so I could watch myself in the mirror. Spreading my legs, I could clearly see some pink down there, which turned into a nice view of my pussy as I reached down and parted the lips. I like the way it looks; bright pink which turns darker the more excited I get.

 

Right then, it was quite dark. The lips are small and almost invisible unless I pull at them with my fingers, and the clit lies hidden at the top end beneath its little hood of skin. I don't shave, since pubic hair is one of my major turn-ons, but I like to keep it trimmed. I ran my fingers up and down the slit, occasionally brushing against the clit and sometimes slipping into me.

 

With my other hand, I pinched and pulled on my stiff nipples, and all this attention was already starting to build into a coming climax. I sped up, running my fingers first down through the outer lips to collect some juices, then up to rub my clit, then down again.

 

Abandoning my breasts, I began to touch my anus with the fingers on my other hand. First just tickles, then a gentle rubbing, then actually penetrating. My butthole is another of my hot spots, and I love to play with it. Now I focused on it with one hand, and on my clit with the other, building up a steady, fast rhythm that would bring me off quickly. My mind turned to what I might be doing later that evening. Later that night.

Closing my eyes, I conjured a mental image of Blake; her long golden hair, sweet red lips and deep blue eyes. She was a couple of years older than me, and she was my best friend. I longed so badly to touch her, to cup her large, yet firm tits in my hands and feel the nipples tickle my palms; to slowly pull down her panties to reveal that blond patch of hair I had glimpsed a couple of times in the locker room and in the showers at the gym.

 

I would fondle that hair, touch it and feel it, then I'd let my fingers find their way in between her thighs, finding her most secret spot. I would get down on my knees in front of her, smell her, slowly reach out with my tongue and touch...

With a cry of bliss, I came harder than I had in months. I squeezed my eyes shut so hard I was seeing colors. Fingers still on my hot sex, I rode the waves of my peak until they began to subside. Then I licked my wet fingers clean, and went to fetch a wet piece of cloth to clean up the rest of the mess. Normally, I'm not very wet when I'm excited, but the excitement tonight had really got to me.


 

Once I felt clean enough, having used just a little hint of body scent to cover up the smell of my pussy, I got in front of the mirror and put on the costume. I had made it myself, so the fit was near-perfect.

 

It has a pleated skirt in the same pattern worn at the Catholic Girls' School I attended back in Del Rio, Texas, years ago. It looked quite authentic, but so short it barely covered my butt. The white silk blouse was loose enough to guarantee my tits would bounce and jiggle with every step I took and sheer enough to show the shape of my breasts and their rosy highlights to anyone who wanted to look.

 

I was already imagining how the smooth texture of the silk would caress my nipples and keep them at attention for a whole evening of fun. I don't know who she had embroider the school emblem on my blouse, but it looked just like the one I wore in school except for the part where my tit would be bouncing around underneath it for all the world to see.

 

White Sketcher's and white stay up stockings rounded out the costume. How wonderfully delicious. I'd be dressed up like a child molester's sex fantasy and if I was lucky, maybe the cute little nun would take advantage of me later.

 

I couldn't just stand at her door dressed like this, with all my goodies on display, but I reluctantly put on the finishing touches. I never use much make-up, but I did put on some eye-shadow and a soft red lipstick.

 

Still looking sexy, I thought as I looked in the mirror again. Then grabbed my Navy P-Coat and headed out. It was gruesomely cold wearing so little clothes, so I ran to the car and started it up, turning the heat on full.

 

As I drove towards her apartment, I couldn't help thinking about Blake again. We'd known each other since college, and even though I can't say I fell in love at first sight, what I did feel was a connection, a friendship kind of love that only deepened when I began to realize I lusted after her. She was a bit shy, not really withdrawn, but not very outspoken, either, and her sense of humor was rather thoughtful than boisterous. And she was beautiful.

 

After college, when we managed to get hired by the same up-and-coming bio-tech company, she began to change. Now in her right environment, doing the kind of research she herself chose, she lost the last of the timid schoolgirl in her, and emerged from the chrysalis of time as a confident and competent woman. Which of course made me love her all the more.

 

We worked together, went out together, went on holidays together, and all this time I spent with her begun to wear on me. It was painful, being so near the one I loved without daring to say so, to touch her, to make love to her like I'd want to. But I couldn't push her away, either.

 

So when she invited me over for a Halloween dinner, before our costume party, I made my decision. I would play all my cards, hoping for the best. I knew she wouldn't hate me, wouldn't shut me out of her life, but I also knew I would shut myself out of hers if she rejected me. I couldn't go on being her friend. Remained to see if I'd be her lover or a stranger.

 

Busy with my thoughts, fears and hopes, I almost missed pulling into her street. I was already a couple of minutes late, and I didn't want to seem like a complete idiot by saying I got lost driving the same way I'd driven so many times before. My knees were jelly when I parked the car and got out.

 

My teeth were clattering, and not just from the cold. I hurried inside, and while I waited for the lift I removed my coat. Hopefully, the costume would take the tension out of the situation, but the closer I got to her apartment, the sillier the idea seemed.

 

I would have had a better chance if I'd been dressed more conservatively, like I always did, this was stupid, she'd laugh at me and not take me seriously when I finally...

The lift arrived, and during the short ride to the sixth floor I took a couple of deep breaths, trying to calm my mind. It actually worked, and by the time rang Blake's doorbell I had my costume in perfect order and a smile on my lips.

 

I was met by a brilliant smile when the door opened, but it faded quickly into surprise, then an amused grin. Blake looked me up and down, then shook her head before stepping aside, ushering me inside without comment. I hung up my jacket and took a look around.

 

There's always some change in decoration, every single time I visit her place, and I quickly spotted it. Not the carved pumpkin or the spooky candles, but this time she had re-arranged the porcelain models on the mantelpiece. There were a couple of new ones, and some of the old ones were missing. I was going to say something about that, but when I turned around I also got my first good look of her.

 

And I felt my jaw drop, literally. A beautiful nun dressed head to foot in black stood before me like a sainted vision. I could just barely see her angelic face peeking out from the very modest uniform. But, when she turned around, everything changed.

 

The costume was completely transparent from her neck all the way down to the hem. The costume framed her creamy white skin and slender body like a picture of decadence against an inky sea of black material.

 

She wasn't wearing a bra and the loose uniform pretended it might just move in some special way to show me both exquisite breasts. Her garter belt and matching thong were sexy highlights on her perfectly shaped ass. The black seamed stockings and very high heels shaped and formed her legs with a message that suggested she might be available for a little excitement.

 

Blake turned back and laughed when she saw the look on my face. "I've had a fantasy about what the nuns wore under their uniforms ever since I was in high school, baby, and I've decided it must be something like this. Don't you agree?"

 

"If the nuns looked as good under their uniforms as you do, Blake, I think I'd still be back in school. Uh, do you happen to have a few minutes to spare, little girl?"

 

She laughed at me again. The veil she wore, left most of her hair exposed. Her long blond hair was cut short.

 

"Jesus, girl, what have you done to your hair?"

 

"Don't you like it?" She ran her fingers through the short, stubbed do that was all that was left of her once so wavy blond tresses. Maybe two or three inches of length was all that remained. "I figured I needed something new."

 

"Yeah, well, it looks... it looks great," I stammered, feeling my cheeks burn a little. "I mean... it really does, I was just... surprised."

 

"Me too." She giggled as she reached out and stroked my sheer blouse. The feeling of her hand brushing against the skin of my breasts gave me goosebumps. "You've dressed up, Whitney. What are you, some kind of tease?"

 

"A molester's dream." I swallowed, trying to make myself continue like I had planned. "A kind of temptress, yeah, but one sent out to seduce innocent and guilty humans, snaring their souls for eternal purgatory."

 

"Ouch. Are we gonna go trick-or-treating, then to the party?" She laughed. "I haven't done that in ages! I had just figured we'd go down to one of the usual places to eat and then over to the party..."

 

"Well, I figured we'd need some kind of break of habit." My throat began to feel dry, and I had to dig my fingernails deep into my palms to keep my hands from shaking. By some miracle, I managed to keep a steady voice. "Actually, I thought I'd ask you... well... trick or treat?"

 

"Oops, guess you caught me short then." She shrugged, tilting her head in a gesture I had always found irresistibly cute. "I gave away the last of my candy to a drooling werewolf just a couple of minutes ago. Does that mean you're gonna play me a trick, Miss Molester Dream?"

 

"Maybe. Or I might... I might give..." I took a deep breath, and held it for a second as I watch the look on Blake's face change from amused to concern. I decided to go ahead while I still had my nerves, and before I made things even more awkward. "Maybe it'll be me who gives you a treat."

 

"Really?" She smiled warmly, her face lighting up like a Christmas tree. "My mom always taught me never to accept candy from demons, ma'am."

 

"Not candy, Blake. I thought maybe... maybe you'd like to see my costume in full."

 

"I already saw the whole thing. It's great! So soft-looking, like they were a teenager or something."

 

"No, it's not that, I just need a second or two to get it all ready. Would you turn around?"




Part 2

 

She did as I asked, facing the fireplace while I began to struggle my way out of the skirt and top. This was it. Either she'd think I was weird or, fingers crossed, she'd think I was sexy. Either way, I would make her my offer. Myself.

 

Strangely, I began to feel calm and relaxed as I felt the air of the room against my bared nipples. And once I had the skirt off, and looked down to see my naked crotch, I felt completely reassured that everything would go well. Gulping down some air again, I cleared my throat before speaking again.

 

"You can turn around now, Blake."

 

She did, and I could hear a gasp escape her sweet red lips as she took in my costumed nakedness. So far, so good. She didn't freak out; instead, she let her eyes slowly wander all over me, seemingly lingering at my pubic bush below the thick leather belt, definitely stopping to look at the black bra with my stiff nipples peeking out through its holes.

 

Then our eyes met, and she smiled at me, melting away the last of my nervousness. A jolt of pleasure ran through me at the sight of that smile, and I felt my juices slowly begin to flow. Still looking all over my body, she walked up to me, running her fingers over the studs in my belt. Leaning in close, she whispered in my ear.

 

"You look great. Hotter than a barbecue in June."

 

"Thanks."

 

"This is so cool. So soft." She touched one of breasts. "Can you actually buy stuff like that, or did you make it yourself?"

 

"No, I made it. I wouldn't have the nerve to try something like this on in a store." She laughed. "Like the micro mini skirt?"

 

"Yeah. Whitney, you're not thinking of going to dinner like that, are you?"

 

"Actually..." I had to swallow again before I could go on. "Actually, I was kind of hoping we could eat here first."

 

"Really?" She smiled. "Are you trying to seduce me, Miss Succubus?"

 

"Would I succeed?"

 

"Possibly..." I jumped slightly as her hand cupped my breast and began following the swell of my breasts, slowly moving in to brush against one of my nipples. I couldn't hold back a gasp of pleasure. "Is this the treat you talked about?"

 

"If you want," I whispered, touching her hip, tracing the seam of her outfit up towards her tits. "I was hoping you'd be interested, but I wasn't sure."

 

"Oh, I'm definitely interested, Whitney, definitely." She cupped my left breast, rubbing the nipple firmly with the palm of her hands, making me gasp again. "Actually, I was hoping for something like this."

 

"You... you were?"

 

"I've wanted to eat a school girl for dinner for a long time." She leaned in and kissed my cheek. "Even when you're not in costume, Whitney, you're really sexy."

 

"I want you, Blake." I felt my voice growing thick with lust. "I want you right now."

 

"Better take off those sketchers, or they'll get dirt on my white bed spread."

 

It was still slowly dawning upon me that my fondest dream was coming true when, a minute or so later, we were sitting down on the edge of Blake's bed. She leaned down to pull off my shoes, removing the socks at the same time. Sitting back up, she let her nose almost touch my pussy, blushing as she realized just how close she was to it.

 

I had half a mind to pull her against me, to rub myself into her face and smear out her mascara with my juices, but I resisted the temptation. I had no wish to freak her out now that she was playing along.

 

I laughed, but it immediately turned into a moan of excitement as Blake slid my stocking off, then stroking my tits after she slipped the hose off me. Naked now, I lay down on the bed and watched as Blake began to undress herself. She had the nun's habit and veil off, almost before I knew it, she stood there in front of me in all her natural glory.

 

I watched her, letting my eyes feast upon her beauty; her ample breasts with their invitingly erect nipples and silver dollar-sized aureoles, her slim waist and cute little navel, the patch of blond fuzz crowning her pussy. I was in heaven, but it would get better still, because once she was naked she climbed into bed with me.

 

We kissed. I had been with women before, but not like this. I had never known kissing could be that good, so totally erotic. Our lips rubbed against one another while our tongues met, playing with each other. It was pure passion, pure erotic passion.

 

By then, I was so horny I hardly knew who I was or where I was. All I knew was Blake's naked body pressed against mine; her tits in my hands, her lips against mine, our legs intertwining. Her hands were all over my back and my butt, squeezing and caressing my cheeks, pulling them apart and letting her fingers trace up and down my crack, every now and then brushing against the rim of my hole and making me moan into our kiss.

 

So did she, while I fondled her breasts, rubbing and pinching the nipples until they were hard as little rocks. She was so soft, so warm, so velvety good to the touch that I began to think I would come without either of us touching my sex. But I never got to find out if that was even possible, because she suddenly broke the kiss, and her hands disappeared from my body.

 

When I opened my eyes, I hadn't even noticed closing them, I saw a coy smile on her lips as she began to move down, her red lips closing in on my tits. She looked into my eyes, tilting her head as if to ask for my permission to take the next step. I just nodded, and immediately my right nipple vanished into her mouth.

She suckled me hungrily, like a baby sucking her mother's tits for milk, and it drove me wild. I arched my back as if trying to push the entire breast into her mouth. I groaned, grabbing a hold of her head and stroking her hair and face while she sucked me.

 

It felt a little weird; I had always imagined playing with her beautiful long tresses, but on the other hand short hair looked good on her. Gave her a sexy, almost dangerous look. She sucked, licked and kissed, occasionally scraping my by now hyper-sensitive teat with her teeth, then she switched to the left one and did the exact same things. I felt as if my entire body was on fire. Waves of pleasure surged through me, and my pussy was getting wetter by the minute.

 

As if sensing this, Blake started playing with it while she sucked my tits. She ran her fingers through my bush, deliberately passing by my clit to touch and rub my lips, moving a finger back and forth across my hole, lubing me up with my own juices. I tried to raise my hips to meet her touches, trying to make her touch my clitoris, to make her let me come. But she refused. She kept on teasing me until I was babbling incoherently, begging her to finish me off, to let me come.

 

In the end, she relented and started rubbing my love button with a vengeance, while she shifted her mouth from tit to tit, sucking furiously on my nipples. I cried out as my orgasm hit, a peak so strong it was like nothing I had ever experienced before. All the pent-up lust in me, all the years of longing for this moment, all the love I felt for Blake combined to send me into orbit.

 

When the world finally stopped spinning and I began to get down from this impossible high, Blake lay right next to me, her face just a couple of inches from my own. I looked into her deep blue eyes, also noticing the pearls of sweat glistening on her brow, as well as the cute flush of color in her cheeks.

 

Clearly, she had enjoyed this almost as much as I had. I smiled at her and began fondling her tits again. It was my turn now, my turn to show her how much I loved her. To make her feel as good as I had, if not better. I licked my lips. Yes, I would definitely try to make her feel even better.

 

I pushed her over so she lay on her back, then got on top of her, straddling her belly and rubbing my still dripping pussy all over her. There was a strong smell of sex in the room, not just my own scent that I was used to, but a new one. The smell of Blake.

 

It turned me on to no end, and I knew I had to taste it as well. I lay down on top of her, rubbing my tits against hers, nipples against nipples, drawing groans of pleasure from both of us, then I kissed her. This time, our kiss wasn't as desperately erotic as it had been before, but more a loving, gentle one.

 

Blake hugged me tighter to her, sighing as my tongue found its way into her mouth. We were both breathing heavily by the time I broke the kiss and started licking her chin. She giggled happily as I started to move downward, licking and sucking at her neck, then her collar bones.

 

Then her tits. How I had admired them from afar whenever I'd had the chance! And now I was just inches away from them. I stroked them, caressed them, squeezed them gently, and then leaned in to kiss one of the nipples. It almost shot up to full firmness, and I could tell it was getting sensitive from the way she began to moan.

"Ah yes," she whispered. "Suck it, Whitney, please suck it."

 

That was all the encouragement I needed. I sucked on her nipple as if my life depended on it, while I gently kneaded the breast with one hand, keeping

the other busy playing with Blake's other tit. She began to shift underneath me, squirming as I played with her, and I felt myself growing hotter than ever before.

There was like a hum inside my body, a steady note of horniness and excitement that slowly rose in pitch as if my nerves were becoming tenser by the minute. I knew that if I even so much as touched myself now, I would come again, harder than before.

 

But I wanted to save it; this time was all about Blake, about me bringing her pleasure. I switched tits, working the other one up to the same level of sensitivity, squeezing it lightly between my tongue and my teeth, enticing a panting gasp from the lungs inside.

 

Groaning, Blake parted her legs, wrapping them around my back, and I took the hint. Letting go of her lovely tits wasn't easy, but I managed, and I moved back up to kiss her neck while I started grinding my crotch into hers.

 

I could feel how wet she was, much more so than I had been earlier. We managed to find a position and a rhythm that let our sexes touch in just the right way to bring out the most pleasure. She hugged me again, pressing my face into the nape of her neck, and I happily kept on kissing, licking, sucking it.

 

I could tell that she was getting close, but so was I, and I didn't want to come, not yet. So I backed out of the embrace, ignoring her disappointed grunt as the stimulation ceased. But her dismay didn't last long as she immediately caught on what I was up to when I got up off the bed and moved down to lie between her legs. She smiled, lust shining in her eyes.

 

"Whitney, please, please lick me".

The need and want in her voice almost stunned me, and I knew right then and there that I would do anything she ever asked of me. Anything at all. I loved her so much I'd bring her the moon and the stars if she requested them. I said nothing, just eased her thighs apart to reveal her pink treasure.


 

The smell of her arousal was so strong it went straight to my head, and I felt dizzy. I sniffed her, taking breath after breath of her lovely scent, making sure I would remember this moment forever. Then I touched her, ran my fingers up and down her hot, wet slit while I kissed the insides of her thighs. She let out a long moan when I began fingering her clit, then grabbed my head and pulled it towards her crotch.

 

"Don't tease me, please!"

 

"All right, I won't."

 

I blew softly on her pussy, making her shudder when the sudden cold replaced her excited near-feverish heat, then I reached out with my tongue and started licking just above her clitoris hood, tasting and feeling her pubic hair. It was such a turn-on, actually tonguing another woman's pussy hair, but I knew she needed more, so I went lower, pausing just before I touched her clit.

 

This was it; my dream was coming true. She tasted like nothing I had ever tasted before. A mixture of sweet juices and agitated, horny sweat, blended with a flavor that was Blake herself. I knew I would become addicted to this; In fact, I probably already was.

She bucked her hips, wrapping her legs around my neck as I began to eat her in earnest. I flicked my tongue all over and around her love bud, occasionally dipping deep in between her pussy lips to taste her juices, and sometimes teasing the rim of her hood, trying to get inside it. At the same time, I kept fingering the entrance to her vagina, gently slipping a finger in and out of her.

 

I kissed her, I licked and I sucked her, doing my best to make her come, but it was as if she was deliberately resisting me, holding back her orgasm. This thought only spurred me on. I knew how much I loved to play with my anus while masturbating, so I made sure my fingers were wet and slick with her pussy juices, then trailed downward towards her butt crack. She jumped when I touched her hole; clearly she hadn't expected this.

 

I teased her anal ring with feather-light touches and caresses, then I put the tip of my index finger against the hole and pushed gently. It slipped in without much effort, but she did groan slightly with discomfort. That didn't last long, though, especially not since I was still eating away like mad at her pussy.

 

Whatever resistance she had put up was broken, and it didn't take long before she started thrashing about, saying my name over and over again like some kind of mantra. Then she reached her peak, and flung herself off it. She let out a short scream, then tensed up as if she'd been given electrical shocks.

 

I felt her vaginal muscles spasm, and her pussy was dripping more than ever. She squeezed her anus so tightly I was almost scared I would lose my finger. Seconds ticked away, even though time seemed to stand still; I felt euphoric, knowing I had brought my beloved Blake so much joy.

 

I reached down and touched my own sex, and that was all I needed to join her in bliss. This orgasm wasn't as thunderous as the last one, but it felt better anyway, since I was sharing it with Blake.

 

I kept on licking and sucking her until she pushed me away. I looked up at her flushed face to meet with a wide, happy grin. She held out her arms towards me, and I all but flung myself into them. Words seemed redundant; we just held each other, kissing and caressing as we slowly drifted off to sleep, all but spent.




Part 3




 

We were still in each other's arms when I woke up. A warm, tender feeling spread throughout my body as I watched the beautiful sleeping woman next to me. I could feel her sweet breath on my face, her tits against mine and the warm wetness of her sex against my thigh.

 

Tears began to form in my eyes, but I blinked them away. This was no time for crying, not even happy tears. No, what I wanted to do was to scream with joy. I had made love to the woman of my dreams. I could still taste her pussy juices in my mouth, could still easily summon the memory of how hot it had been to suck her tits, then lick her pussy.

 

All these thoughts made my clit itch for action again, but I decided to stay right where I was. Time lost its meaning as I did nothing, absolutely nothing but lying there and watching Blake sleep. All five of my senses took her in, and I felt a tug at my heart as she shifted in her sleep, snuggling up closer to me.

 

Slowly, ever so slowly, she was beginning to wake up. Her breathing got stronger, and her eyes were moving behind their lids. Soon they fluttered open, and a drowsy smile spread on her lips as she saw that I was already awake.

"Hello," she yawned. "What time is it?"

 

"About 10:30," I giggled, lowering my voice to a whisper. "I'm not even dry yet."

 

"Oh." She laughed, blushing a bit. "That was fun."

 

"Yeah." I tried to kiss her, but she backed away. I felt a hand of ice grip my heart. "What's the matter, Blake? Y-you're not having second thoughts, are you?"

 

"I don't know." She sat up, pulling up her knees to her chin and wrapping her arms around them. She looked me deep in the eyes for a good while before she spoke again. "That was more than just fun for you, wasn't it?"

 

"Yes." I looked away, feeling my cheeks burn. " Blake, I... I'm in love with you."

 

"That's what I thought." She sighed. "Whitney, I didn't... plan for this."

 

"What do you mean?" I asked, tears stinging in my eyes, threatening to start running. "What did you plan?"

 

"Well..." She ran her fingers through her short, blond hair, grinning sheepishly. "I didn't lie, you know. You are very sexy, and I had a hunch you might be gay, or at least bi. And I've wanted to have sex with you for a good while now."

 

"You have?"

 

"Yeah. That's why I had my hair cut."

 

"I don't understand."

 

"Well, I figured..." A giggle interrupted her, and it took her a while to gather herself enough to go on. "I figured it would make you talk about my new look, then I'd ask you if you thought it looked sexy, and lead our talk into sex. But then you did your strip act with that sexy costume..."

 

"I thought it would take away the tension," I said, blushing. "Lead our talk..."

 

"...into sex!" we both finished, breaking into a fit of giggles before I could find my voice again. "You were right, it does."

 

"What does what?"

 

"Your hair. It does look sexy." I reached out and touched it, then slowly, gently pulled her towards me. This time, she didn't resist when I kissed her. " Blake..."

 

"Whitney..." She pushed me to lie on my back, then leaned in above me, the tip of her nose almost touching mine. "Whitney, all I wanted, no, hoped for tonight was to fuck. I... I had no idea you were... you know... in love with me."

 

"I have been for a long time now, Blake," I whispered, wrapping my arms around her back. "I've tried to tell you God knows how many times, but I always chickened out. But I just couldn't wait anymore. I had to let you know. Had to find out if you were... If you could love me back."

 

"Let's freshen up, and get back in costume and head for the party. That will give us a chance to digest what just happened between us. I think it will make our decision making easier. Relieve some to the tension." I said.

 

"Well, okay, but we both smelled like wet pussy. It may take a bit longer to freshen up, we better hurry." Blake smiled.

***

I watched as Gwenda opened the front door and there was a repeat of what happened several times before.

The woman saw Blake's costume and thought something like "a little more conservative this year" until she turned around.

 

Next came a shriek followed by "I can't believe it!" and then the guests walked behind her for a while until they were convinced it was true.

 

Kait always brought her camera to our parties. She took a lot of pictures of the nun costume and I was sure Blake would be featured in the party scrapbook. Kait doesn't miss much and seems to record every silly little thing on film so we can see what fools we made of ourselves. Everyone loves it, of course.

 

The most fabulous costume of all was the bridal gown Melody wore. Danni was dressed up as the groom and the two women made a spectacular entrance. They painted a picture of something many couples truly want, but know they probably will never have.

 

Black and orange crepe paper decorated every part of our home. Witches, bats, ghosts, goblins, cauldrons and all the scary things that say Halloween changed our Hillcrest Estate into Frankenstein's castle for one wonderful night.

 

One wonderful night where 20 women also decorated the house with a sense of fun and excitement. A sense of being free and getting to do whatever they wanted for at least a few hours. And the costumes were wonderful.

 

Willie was a perfect stereotype. She looked so butch wearing slicked back hair, black denims, motorcycle boots and a black tee shirt with a pack of cigs rolled up in one sleeve.

 

Daisy was a dominatrix all leather and metal, standing there in heels so high she would break her ankles if she fell over. Her tiny cat o' nine tails hardly looked ominous and only threatened to please everyone standing around her.

 

Belly dancers, hookers, tarts, and everything you would hope your friends would think to do and surprises you'd never guess in a million years. Sometimes people take advantage of a situation and do things they'll be sorry for later.

 

I happened across the groom and a French maid in the spare bedroom trying to discover all the secrets hidden under their Halloween costumes. I found out the groom was wearing silk boxers, or at least she was for a while. I learned it took no effort at all to push down the top of a French maid costume and when you did, her two tits seemed to say it might be time for some kissing and loving. I found out more than I wanted to know and eased the door closed and hoped no one else would happen upon the two lovers taking their chances and not caring who found out.

 

***

We always play games. Spin the bottle is a favorite that usually gets everyone warmed up. When it's just girls, you know there will be showing off and taking chances. The game that year soon evolved into who could do the most dramatic and sexy kiss.

 

Everyone got into it, and sometimes a partner seemed a tiny bit upset until it was her turn and then she went and outdid her special other to the cheers and catcalls coming from the rest of us.

 

Bobbing for apples is fun, too. Particularly when the girl has a butt as cute as what Lucy was sticking up in the air that night. She tried to bite into one of the apples floating in the wash tub without using her hands. She couldn't get the hang of it and somehow managed to turn a children's game into a Rated R wet tee shirt contest.

 

We always play Tell Me a Story at the Halloween party. Different girls tell stories designed to get the other people going. Luanne told one about boarding school where she was very bad and had to go to the Head Mistress's office. The Head Mistress gave her a choice. She could take her punishment or be expelled and have to explain to her parents what happened. Of course she took the punishment.

 

Luanne climbed up on top of a desk and stood at the rigid position of attention. When a teacher mentioned an item of clothing, she removed it slowly and provocatively while the women sitting in the office looked on with great interest and lust. It took forever for her to strip off, but finally she was nude and wondered what would happen next.

 

We all knew. All of us were getting horny just listening to the story and could imagine how wet it was between the legs of all those teachers. Sure enough she had to go down on each one while the other teachers fondled and probed her young girl body making it difficult for Luanne to maintain concentration.

 

But, the best story of all was the one Linda told. She said Luanne reminded her of something that happened when she first started boarding school. One night she was told to go to the dorm dayroom where the rest of the girls were already gathered. They said it was time for her dorm initiation and she better follow orders or else she'd suffer the consequences.

 

An older girl told Linda to take off all her clothes and let everyone see what she was really like. Linda pretended to be shy at first, but really liked the idea of exhibiting herself in front of the other girls.

 

When she removed her blouse, the older girl seemed surprised to find she wasn't wearing a bra and made a big fuss about how cute her boobs were. She also took advantage of the situation and touched and squeezed those firm round globes while Linda stood there not knowing what to do.

 

She started to take her pants off next, and knew she would be in for more of the same when the girls found out she wasn't wearing any panties. Sure enough, she was fondled and admired by a couple of girls while the rest of them looked on and laughed.

 

They made her spread her legs and masturbate. She couldn't fake it either or else they'd make her do it again, but this time she'd have to do it in the chapel. The whole thing was such a turn on that Linda came with one of the most powerful orgasms she ever had. She tried not to holler out and moan, but she couldn't help herself.

 

The other girls all got turned on watching her cum with a vengeance. Finally, all of them surrounded her and did everything they could think of to turn her on. There were hands on her tits and ass. Fingers in her pussy and asshole. Lips on her mouth and nipples. Everything touching everything else. She never had a girl go down on her before and found the experience new and different.

 

Linda liked it and decided to remember the red headed girl who knew how to treat her so well.

 

We always award prizes and supposedly everyone gets a say in who wins. I let everyone vote, but sometimes give a prize to the person I want to see win even if she didn't come out on top.

 

A prize always goes to the person who humiliated herself the most. The girl who won it that year came as a toilet with a Tootsie Roll floating around in her water bowl.

The bride won as the best costume which didn't surprise anyone.

 

I always cheat on the sexiest costume and try to give the award to a girl who is shy and wearing a real modest get up just because I want her to have to deal with the prize. It was Little Bo Peep who turned red when she opened the 12 inch dildo, and it got worse for her when someone turned it on and Bo found herself holding something that sounded like a vibrating cement mixer. Everyone laughed as she stood there looking at the noisy thing, not knowing what she should do next.

 

Every year at least one of the girls decides to do a striptease after having a few too many. I couldn't believe Amie had the urge to see how it felt to have people watch her take it all off.

 

She's usually uptight and kind of a wallflower type, but I guess everyone gets her fifteen minutes. No one noticed her until she had the top of her princess costume pulled down showing off her strapless push up bra. Then everyone noticed since the girl had some really nice looking tits and her bra put them on display like two big ole diamonds in a treasure trove.

 

She was a bit tipsy so the strip show was a combination of trying to be sexy and trying to stand up. She finally got the dress off and revealed the old fashioned petticoats she was wearing underneath. Drinking and stripping off clothes can be a problem and sure enough she was having a heck of a time getting those petticoats off. I thought she might fall down at first, but she finally managed somehow.

 

The white garter belt, white panties and white stockings tried to say she was an innocent, but whispered to me she could be real hot given half a chance. She had a problem deciding what came off next. She started on the bra and then changed her mind and went for the panties. She finally took off the garter belt instead and it wasn't easy for her to do because she got a bit confused when she tried to undo the garters, but she finally got the job done.

 

When her bra did come off, there was a loud round of applause and catcalls from the rest of the girls. We could see that Amie was really turned on and quite pleased with herself. I guess the girl couldn't wait to know how it felt to be nude in front of a bunch of people and she quickly stripped off her tiny white panties much to the delight of everyone in the room.

 

She looked really cute and kind of sexy standing there in her heels, stocking and princess crown. I could tell that a lot of the women were thinking how interesting it might be to entertain royalty.

 

Now some of the girls like to play tricks. A girl was there to take each item as Amie removed her clothes one piece at a time. It got passed to another girl and then the next one and eventually disappeared into some hiding place. No one was going to tell Amie where her clothes ended up and she spent the rest of the night wearing nothing but her stockings and heels trying to find her stuff. Some of the girls made sure she stayed high while they plied her with rude commentary and a little good natured molestation.

 

I remember when Nicci passed out. I think she must have been drinking and doing pills at the same time. Never a good combination and it sure put her under. A couple of the other girls took off her clothes and kind of spread her out on the couch for all to see.

 

It was fun watching the reaction of someone who happened by and noticed her for the first time. There was a little shock at first, then some laughter and never a thought to cover her up. Kait took a lot more pictures for the scrap book and I bet Amie and Nicci were pretty surprised the first time they looked at it.

***

We heard a scream.




Part 4




 

When we got to the spare bedroom we found the bride passed out on the bed. Her face had lost its color and her beautiful dress was covered in vomit. We were lucky Sarah was there.

 

Everyone thought Melody just drank too much, but Sarah knew the symptoms and told us she probably overdosed on some downers. She asked someone to call 911 and then got back to treating Melody. Sarah went from a girl in a slutty debutante costume to efficient doctor in the blink of an eye.

 

She cleared Melody's mouth and took her vitals. I would've had a real problem performing mouth to mouth on Melody after what I saw, but Sarah got on with it and it didn't take long until she had the girl breathing almost normally again.

 

The paramedics arrived and Sarah briefed them on what she'd done. The two men put Melody on the gurney and rushed her out to the ambulance. Sarah and Danni rode with Melody and I followed in my car as we made the 15 minute drive over to the Good Samaritan Med Center Emergency Room.

 

Blake, Danni and I stayed in the emergency waiting area while the rest of the folks rushed Melody into one of the empty rooms.

 

"Danni, did she catch you?"

 

"What do you mean?"

 

"I saw you with the French Maid and kind of wonder if Melody might have seen you, too."

 

"Shit, I thought she peeked in, but when she left without saying anything, I figured she didn't mind all that much. She's never had a problem with this before."

I hardly knew what to think when I heard that and decided to sit down on the bench and wait. I finally realized my short skirt and transparent blouse were causing a commotion there in the waiting room and I figured I better maintain a low profile.

 

Sarah came out of Emergency with a smile on her face.

 

"She's going to be all right. I think she needs to stay in the hospital tonight and maybe tomorrow. After that, she can go home as long as she promises me she'll see a therapist."

 

Well it seemed the crisis was averted, and Melody was going to be okay. Blake and I bid our friends goodnight and headed to Blake's to finish up our crisis, and hopefully reach a mutually agreeable resolution.

 

The thoughts of being between those beautiful thighs anytime I wanted was a perk, along with the thought of her skilled tongue working her magic on my pussy. I hoped we were up to the challenge ahead.

***

The drive from the hospital back to Blake's was about fifteen minutes. It was a silent ride, both of us trying to come to grips with the decision we needed to make. We pulled into Blake's carport, and went to the elevator and waited for it to arrive.

"I have a couple bottles of Chard, chilling in the fridge, Whitney, I hope you are a white wine drinker."

 

"Yes, that sounds great, ooh, here's the elevator."

 

We both got in and rode in silence up to her floor and remained quiet until we were inside her apartment, and sitting on her bed. We both got undressed without discussion and the conversation picked up where it left off before we headed for the party.

 

"This is so difficult..." I felt something wet drip onto my cheek, and when I met Blake's gaze again I realized she was crying. "I wasn't... I wasn't thinking about love when we started this. But..."

 

"But what?" My own tears had begun to flow now, as it dawned upon me that Blake might be lesbian, but not in love with me. Could fate really be that cruel? "Blake, do you want me to leave?"

 

"No!" She grabbed my shoulders, pinning me to the bed. "Wait for me, please! It's just so... I just don't know how to say this. I said I wasn't thinking about love, but I am now. What we did, it was so good, so... passionate. So much better than anything I've ever done before. Don't go, Whitney, please stay with me."

 

"Then you're... you..." I swallowed. "Are you in love with me?"

 

"I don't know, Whitney. I'm not sure, but I do know that I'm falling for you." She smiled, then leaned down and kissed my cheek. "Will you be patient with me? I wouldn't mind loving you, but it's too soon to say it just yet. I don't wanna say it without meaning it."

 

"Blake, I'll wait forever if I have to!" I sat up, hugging her tightly. "I love you so much!"

 

She giggled, and then we kissed again. Her tongue flicked against my own, and I marveled at how good she tasted. She rubbed my back, pressing our tits together, and I immediately began to get wet again.

 

Pushing her down, I straddled her thigh, rubbing my pussy against her soft, warm skin while I broke our embrace with one hand to let it find its way to her crotch. She was flowing again, and my fingers were drenched before I had even touched her clit.

 

We stayed like that for a good, long while, kissing and touching each other. She began to caress my tits, pinching my nipples every time I rubbed her clit. I knew it wouldn't be long before I came, but she got there ahead of me, not even trying to prolong the pleasure this time.

 

Gasping and moaning, she tensed up then relaxed again, letting out a long groan as she went over the top. We never broke the kiss, and it was as if I could feel her orgasm through the touch of our tongues, as if a jolt of electricity passed over from her to me. If I had so much as moved, I would have come, too, but this time I was the one holding back.

 

As Blake returned to Earth, she pulled out of our embrace, panting as if she'd run the marathon. I laughed at her flushed face and half-open mouth, she laughed at my horny, glazed-over eyes and feverishly blushing cheeks, and then we both laughed just because we were so happy.

 

I started to get up, but she grabbed me around the waist and threw me back down, pinching my butt when I tried to struggle. We wrestled for a minute or two, then she had me pinned down. Not that I minded.

 

"It's my turn," she said lowly as she started kissing her way down my body, giving both my nipples a quick kiss and lick before going for my navel. "Or maybe it's your turn, I can't decide which."

 

"Blake, you don't have to... ah!" She licked my navel, finding a hot spot I didn't even know I had. I saw stars. "I mean, if it's too soon..."

 

"Shut up, Whitney!" She giggled as she licked her way further down, passing through my bush of hair before she finally reached my pussy. "I want this. I want your pussy, babe. I want to fuck you."

 

I laid my head back down, closing my eyes as she began kissing her way around my sex, making sure to lick, suck and nibble every nook and cranny. There was no way I would object to this! She soon drove me wild, making me whimper and whine like a puppy when she stuck two fingers up inside me. I cried out, pinching my own nipples as my orgasm approached, arriving all too quickly for my taste.

 

I wouldn't have minded to stay like that all night. This climax was the best one yet, and I had to bite my lip in order not to scream the house down. And just when I thought I had reached the top of my peak, Blake bit my clitoris. Not very hard, just a little nibble, but the mixture of pleasure and pain nearly made me pass out.

 

Later, Blake told me I had yelled out her name, and begged her over and over again to fuck the life out of me. I remember nothing but the white flash of lightning that went off inside me, filling me with such heat and passion that I had never felt before in my life.

To keep me from exploding, this sexual energy had to escape, and this it did through the only two channels available; my screaming mouth and my convulsing, overflowing pussy.

 

Eventually, though, this monster of an orgasm began to ebb away, but that didn't stop Blake. She kept on licking me, and even though I was beginning to feel a bit sore, I let her go on. She pulled her fingers out of my pussy and brought them to my butthole instead, pushing in first one, then the other. It hurt a bit at first when she stuck the second finger into me, but the pleasure I got from being opened up and stretched in every direction she could possibly twist her hand soon took the upper hand.

 

She built up a steady rhythm licking my clit and finger-fucking my butt, and soon I could feel a second orgasm washing over me. Not nearly as strong as the first one, but still wonderfully satisfying. I shuddered and moaned, squeezing her fingers with my anal muscles and using my hands to push her face against my pussy.

 

"Wow," Blake said as she peered up at me from between my legs. She had my juices dripping from her chin. "That was intense! Do you always come like that?"

 

"Never did before," I panted. "Blake, you're magic!"

 

"You too." She giggled. "I almost came just from licking you. I just touched my clit and nearly died. We've got to do this again!"

 

"Blake, please!" I rolled away from her and crossed my legs. "You'll kill me!"

 

"Then die screaming!"

 

Roaring, she pounced me and began to tickle me. I squealed in mock fright, then started howling with laughter as she soon found all my ticklish spots. We ran naked through the apartment, Blake chasing me, both of us laughing and giggling like school girls.

 

When I glanced back at her, I started laughing even louder as I watched her big tits bounce up and down as she ran. We ended up on the living room couch entwined in each other, kissing like there was no tomorrow. In the end, I had to get up as my bladder was screaming at me.

 

When I got out of the bathroom, Blake stood at her bookshelf, leafing through her DVD collection. Still butt naked. I walked over to her and put my arms around her waist, pulling her back towards me. She craned her neck upwards and backwards as I nuzzled it, ending up nibbling her earlobe. Laughing, she turned around and shoved a DVD case into my face

."Here, put this on, or see if you can find anything else you wanna watch. I'll go and get us some snacks and drinks."

 

"Better get your comforter, too, or we'll get cold."

 

"Okay."

 

She left the living room, and I quickly picked out some mushy and romantic comedy. This was no night for action. Or rather, for action movies. I giggled at that thought. I had just put the disc into the player and sat down on the couch when Blake returned with the comforter, dumping it unceremoniously on top of me. When I had managed to crawl out from underneath it, I saw her standing in the doorway to the kitchen.

 

"I'll just be a second, Whitney, you start the movie in the meantime."

 

"Okay."

 

"By the way," she said, turning around as if she had forgotten something. I couldn't help but look her up and down, and she laughed at that, but then she got a serious look on her face. "Whitney, I love you. I can say it now, because I mean it now. I love you."

 

With that, she was out of the room so quickly I'm sure she didn't even hear when my jaw crashed to the floor. Straightening the comforter out, I sat down and pulled it over me, making just room enough for Blake's cute tush.

 

My heart had started beating faster and I felt hot all over. But this time it wasn't a sexual heat. She loved me. The love of my life had just said she loved me back. I started the movie, but truth be told I didn't even see the TV. I still had my head in the clouds when Blake returned with Chardonnay and a cheese plate and the sweetest smile I had ever seen on her lips.

 

END

 




 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER FIVE

Hannah: Standing in the Shadows of Lust




Part One

 

Hannah couldn't wait to gloat to her friends when summer was over that she was working for Miss Carise Williams. She didn't know exactly what Carise was going to have her do, but Hannah didn't care. Just to be near her was enough.

Hannah stepped out of her car and looked at the large white house before her. She couldn't believe someone actually lived there. The place was so big. It looked like a house out of a fairy tale.

The house was trimmed in a bluish color with blue roof tops. It had a big black gate surrounding the front. Definitely to keep people out. The lawn was neatly trimmed with yellow and red roses outlining it. She was so excited to be here.

Carise Williams, Hannah thought to herself. She was going to be working for a famous superstar over the summer. This was her dream come true. Carise was not only the best singer in the world, but the most elegant one too.

Hannah pressed the button on the gate. It made a buzzing sound as she pushed it.

"Hello?" a soft voice came over the intercom.

Hannah couldn't believe how good her voice sounded over that intercom. Like honey. She was star struck. She didn't know what to say.

"Hello," the voice said again.

"Umm-mm--Hi, it's me Hannah Leslie," Hannah said nervously.

"Oh yes, hold on hun." Stupid Hannah, she thought, she must have sounded so dumb.

A second later the gates opened. Hannah walked up to the house. She stepped on the porch steps. They creaked under her feet as she stepped on them. Hannah smoothed back her short black hair and smoothed her short black skirt out. She took a deep breath and knocked on the door.

A second later, the door opened. A tall woman stood in the doorway staring down at Hannah. Hannah's mouth nearly dropped open. Carise was more beautiful in person than she ever dreamed of.

She was wearing a golden sheer night gown that framed her slender body. Her dark almond shaped eyes sparkled looking at Hannah. Her black curly hair fell to her shoulders. Hannah observed every part of Carise's body.

To her neatly gold painted toe nails to the way her brown skin just seemed to glow in the sunlight. Hannah couldn't help but notice dark brown nipples through her night gown. There's no way this girl can be 38, Hannah thought.

"Well don't stand there gawking at me hun, come on in," Carise said offering her hand.

Hannah grabbed Carise's hand gently. Carise led her into her big parlor.

"Sit," Carise said softly. Hannah sat on a big black sofa. "Sorry, I'm not dressed properly. I had just taken a shower. Give me a minute," Carise said leaving Hannah in the room by herself.

Hannah looked around the room. It was filled with flowers and pictures of Carise. Hannah got up and touched one of the picture frames of Carise. She picked up another picture. It was a picture of Carise and another lady. They seemed too embraced in a passionate way. Hannah didn't think much of it.

She's so beautiful, Hannah thought. The door opened and Carise appeared again. Hannah quickly put down the picture she was holding.

"It's okay child, you can look at my pictures," Carise said.

Hannah could see that Carise put a robe on over her gown and pinned her hair back. Hannah sat down again.

"You have such a beautiful house Miss Williams," Hannah said.

"Oh call me Carise, you make me sound old calling me Miss Williams hun."

"Oh sorry Miss--I mean Carise. You're not old."

"Oh child I'm old enough. Sometimes I get tired of it all. Ya' know the singin' and gettin' on stage. It's all a hassle."

"I think you're great," Hannah said.

She immediately regretted that. She didn't want to sound like some dumb fan.

"Oh thank you child," Carise said touching Hannah's face, "You know you look just like your mother. Me and your mother go back. We were friends in high school."

"Oh I know. My mom told me all about you," Hannah said.

"How old are you again?" Carise asked.

"Eighteen."

"My gosh the years go by so fast. Ya' know your mom was the prettiest girl in high school. All the guys wanted her."

"I'm sure you had a lot of boyfriends in high school too."

"Oh no, I actually didn't any boyfriends at all in high school."

"Well you have every guy chasing after you now," Hannah said.

Carise chuckled, "Sometimes I just get tired of men all together."

There was a long pause in the room.

"What exactly am I going to be doing here?" Hannah asked.

Carise sat down next to Hannah. "Well just some things around the house. Like filing some papers for me. Answering the phone, those kinda things."

"Oh," Hannah said.

Hannah could smell the sweet perfume coming from Carise.

"Well I don't want to keep you here too long, so let's get started," Carise said getting up quickly and leading Hannah into another room.

The room was bigger than the parlor, it was like an office. It had a little computer on a wooden desk and books everywhere. There were also lots of file cabinets.

"Well here is where you can work. I'm sorry about the mess. I haven't got around to cleaning. Today I just want you to get comfortable and sort through some of these names and addresses and have them stored in the computer. You think you can handle that?" Carise asked putting her hand on her hip.

"Sure no problem." Hannah said.

"Alright I'll be upstairs if you need me. Just use that intercom if you need me," Carise said leaving Hannah alone in the room and closing the door.

Hannah sat at the wooden desk. She moved the papers out of the way and turned on the computer.

"Where's the list of names and addresses?" Hannah said aloud.

She moved some papers on the desk, but didn't have any luck finding them. Hummm, maybe they're in here, Hannah thought opening up a desk drawer. Hannah gasped as she saw the pictures.

She took them out of the desk drawer and examined them closer. They were pictures of naked women. All of them had their legs spread wide open and another girl licking their pussy.

They didn't look like your regular porn pictures, mostly because all the pictures were on regular 35mm film, they looked like real people, in a house somewhere. Hannah wondered why Carise would keep pictures like these in this drawer. Maybe they weren't hers.

As Hannah put the pictures back in the box, she noticed a list where the pictures had been. This must be the list of names and addresses Carise was talking about, Hannah thought, weird what were they doing in there? It wasn't until later Hannah knew the answer to that question.

Hannah began thinking of her pussy. The graphic photos had aroused her, thinking about them. The photos had put her in one of her moods again. One of her narcissistic moods. Only a bit more and she would be able to leave and head home to her magical place. Her sanctuary. She had spent a lot of time perfecting her powers and the more she went over the details of her plan the more she could sense her pussy lips swelling with anticipation.

As Hannah continued typing at the computer she felt the weight of her 34b breasts encased in her black lacy bra.

Her nipples hardened as she visualized her pussy in her mind. How enticing it looked through the wispy sheer material of her black panties. She so loved her own body and when she got in one of her conceited moods it built upon itself.

She thought about her beautiful firm thighs with silky soft skin and the odorous area between them. Her legs spread slightly and she delicately squeezed her buttocks causing her sex to swell with her favorite frothy moisture, her pubic mound pressing sensuously against the inside of the sheer crotch causing wetness to sweat through.

She smiled a slight evil grin to herself as she caught her own delicate scent of her aroused pussy. Hannah enjoyed these kinds of moments immensely. Her secret deep inside herself about her desire for her own sweaty pussy. She love her smell. What a wonderful bouquet. Succulent and addictive, Hannah long ago was trapped by the consuming and thick stench of her own crotch. The nude photos of the women flashed across her mind.

She was typing faster and faster.

Then her mind began conjuring up mental pictures of her own pussy and sexy body with her long dark hair. How she looked in her favorite panties. The way her ass looked to her when she gazed at herself in her full length mirror. Taught and firm globes separated by the lovely dark crevice and the swollen pout of her pussy. It was all there in her mind.

Her pulse increased and her nostrils flared as her pussy sweated out more and more of her deliciously creamy oils. She wondered how her pussy would smell close up. Would Carise smell her damp sex if she came in now?

How it would be if she could get her face down there between her perfectly sculptured thighs and just stay there and enjoy the wonder of it all. She began to see it as if it was real. Her mind was now bring her closer to her own crotch and she could see the way her panties had darkened with wetness.

"Oh yes", she thought.

She was definitely hooked on her own pussy. An addict of her own creamy essence that she produced out of her own lovely pussy. Hannah deepened her magical powers of concentration, going further than she had ever gone before.

Usually she would need to be at home in her sanctuary to get this deep of a meditative state. Her powers were greater today and it was making her even more aroused. Her tongue licked her lips as she went over a newfound threshold of self-inflicted lust.

She was transported to a magical place in her mind and was now laying on her own bed wearing just her sheer panties the crotch now soaking with her profuse juices. She wanted it to happen now. She had been waiting to long for this moment. She lay back and concentrated on the vision of her ass over her own face and it happened.

Hannah's narcissism now controlling her fully as she watched a vision of her own beautiful ass encased in her favorite panties slowly descend toward Carise's beautiful face. She swooned in ecstasy as she willed her vision to slowly inch her panties down the back of her ass. Carise, with an almost painful lust, studied the rich darkness of the Hannah's crevice.

Hannah was willing her mind to bring her own perfect ass down upon her stunningly beautiful boss's face. Her vision reached back and spread her asscheeks, a silent gesture of appreciation of the beauty the act revealed. Carise gazed hungrily at the personal area of her ass as she willed her vision to gently rub the length of her whole crevice over Carise's face carefully anointing her with the scent of her ass.

Hannah wanted more than anything now to bath her boss in the delights that many dream of, including herself. With her face fully marked with devotion she willed her flavorful pussy and lovingly spread her pussy over the older woman's nose, imagining the sight of the open quivering hole of her sex. Hannah moaned as she felt the throbbing tongue sliding deep inside her.

First Hannah just prided herself on smearing her face with a gentle wallowing motion, her own pussy odor now her master. Deep inside she was becoming her sex. Carise's tongue now sought out her canal and penetrated it as far as she could, probing deeply, scrapping along the slick walls and collecting her vaginal secretions with narcissistic abandon.

She felt her go back up to her anus she delved her tongue past the tight crinkle and covered her juice covered tongue with the earthly oiliness she knew Carise would find. Her own powerful odor of this self-indulgent wickedness sent her over the edge.

With two feminine fingers she flicked on her clit and cried out into her ass as it clamped down in a quivering sequence on the tongue as her pussy convulsed, the slow drippings of her vaginal essence bathing the chin, neck and breasts in her lovely pussy juices.

She had finished her typing.

Working for Carise was going to be a dream come true. If she didn't wear her pussy out in the meantime.




Part Two

 

Over next few months that past, Hannah was given odd jobs to do, like water the plants, take memos, help Carise find clothes to wear, and even brushing Carise's hair. Hannah didn't mind doing these jobs because in return she was given free passes to Carise's shows, and she was like a personal assistant to Carise, so she went everywhere Carise went.

Everyone thought her and Carise were related because they looked so much alike. But today was going to be Hannah's most memorable day ever with Carise.

"Hannah hun, could you come here for a sec, I need a little help with something," Carise called from upstairs.

Hannah walked up the marble stairs to Carise's bedroom and knocked.

"Come in child," Carise said.

Hannah opened the door slowly and walked in. She looked around the room, but couldn't see Carise.

"Carise?" Hannah called.

"In here hun, " Carise called from the bathroom.

Hannah walked to the bathroom slowly. The door was open. She could see Carise sitting in a big bathtub that looked like it could be a spa. The bathtub was filled with bubbles and Carise was covered in them. Her curly hair was pinned back in a bun.

"Hun can you get that towel for me?" Carise asked softly.

Hannah grabbed the towel hanging from the rack and handed it to Carise.

"Oh, would you put it on for me. I'm all soapy and covered in bubbles."

"Sure," Hannah said a little nervously.

Carise stood up gracefully in the bathtub and splashed some of the water on her to get the bubbles off. Hannah just stood there holding the towel. Never had she seen someone so beautiful in her life. Carise had a great body. Hannah could see her round, brown breasts that still held high on her. Hannah guessed they had to be at least a C' cup. Or bigger.

Her dark nipples were erect and soapy. Hannah moved her eyes to Carise's hips which were curved perfectly, and then to her pussy, which was shaved neatly, with only a patch of black hairs on the tip of her pussy.

Carise turned her back to Hannah so she could put the towel on her. But Hannah never moved, she had her eyes glued on Carise's beautiful ass. It was shaped nicely. Round and smooth and high on her. Hannah began to feel a tingling sensation throughout her body.

Her pussy began to get real wet. Never had she felt this way about anyone, yet a woman.

"Hannah, girl I'm gettin' cold out here, and what are you staring at?" Carise said turning around to face Hannah again

. "Oh, I'm-I'm-sorr-sorry," Hannah sputtered feeling embarrassed.

She began to wrap the towel around Carise. Hannah grabbed Carise's hand and helped her out of the tub. Hannah followed Carise out of the bathroom and into her bedroom.

"Thank you hun," Carise said touching Hannah's hair, "You got pretty hair."

Hannah smiled.

"Were you staring at me?" Carise asked still touching Hannah's hair.

"Yes," Hannah said shyly.

She began to feel that tingling sensation again as Carise was touching her hair. "You're very pretty Hannah. Very," Carise said moving her hand from Hannah's hair to her chin.

Hannah didn't know what to do or say. She was so enchanted by Carise's touch. She didn't want it to stop. Suddenly Carise bent down and kissed Hannah on the cheek. Hannah's heart began to race. Her lips were soft and warm on Hannah's cheek. Carise's lips then brushed Hannah's lips.

Carise then grabbed the back of Hannah's head and gave her a hard long kiss. Her tongue probed in and out of Hannah's mouth. Hannah felt her knees buckle. She wanted more of Carise. Hannah kissed Carise back clashing their tongues together.

Carise broke the kiss and gave Hannah a sly smile. She unbuttoned Hannah's blouse to reveal her blue lacy bra. She slowly took off Hannah's blouse and set it on the bed.

"What beautiful tits you have," Carise said giving them a squeeze.

Carise kissed Hannah's breasts through her bra, giving each one a peck. She slowly planted a line of kisses down Hannah's belly and stopped at her skirt. Carise placed her hands on Hannah's shoulders and guided her back on the bed.

Carise then took off her towel to reveal herself naked again.

"Mmmmm, don't stop Carise," Hannah whispered.

"I won't honey," Carise said unzipping Hannah's skirt and taking it off slowly.

Then Carise took off the dark stockings with Hannah's underwear. Carise licked her lips when she saw Hannah's brown pussy covered with a little patch of black hair. She could see the juices coming out from Hannah's pussy, just longing to be touched.

Carise inhaled deeply the sweet scent of Hannah. Carise spread Hannah's legs a little more and kissed the top of Hannah's clit. Hannah let out a moan and began to move her hips in a circular motion. Carise then flicked her tongue rapidly over Hannah's clit.

"Ohhh--yess, don't stop!" Hannah cried hooking her leg around Carise's neck.

Hannah began to grind Carise' head into her wet pussy. Carise stuck her tongue into Hannah's pussy tasting all the sweet juices that flowed onto her tongue. She began to probe her tongue in and out of Hannah. Hannah humped Carise's head with each flick of her tongue on her pussy.

"Mmmmm--Oooo!" Hannah cried.

Carise could feel Hannah's legs start to tighten. She gently began to suck on Hannah's clit flicking it with her tongue inside her mouth.

"Ohhhh--fuck me, suck my pussy," Hannah cried bucking faster.

That was just too much for Hannah as she clasped her legs around Carise's head and began to orgasm in Carise's mouth. Her sweet juices filled Carise's mouth with each throb of Hannah's pussy. Carise licked it up hungrily. Her face was full of girl-cum.

Carise gave Hannah's pussy a kiss and got on top of her. Hannah kissed Carise's cum filled mouth. She could taste her juices in Carise's mouth.

"I wanna do you," Hannah whispered softly in Carise's ear.

Carise nodded and laid on her back on the bed. Hannah crawled on top of Carise and began to suck tenderly on Carise's hard nipples.

"Ohhhh, yes," Carise barely whispered.

Hannah put her leg between Carise's legs. Hannah could feel the bristles of Carise's tiny hairs on her leg. Carise began to rub her pussy on Hannah's leg. Hannah kissed Carise's belly and then kissed her thighs. Carise loved to be kissed on her thighs and moved her hips around.

Hannah touched Carise's clit and rubbed around in a circular motion. Carise cried out with pleasure and started to moving her hips faster.

"Eat me child! Suck my pussy!" Carise cried desperately.

Hannah spread Carise's pussy lips apart, like the girls in those pictures Hannah saw a while ago and began to suck on her clit slowly.

"Ohhhh gosh," Carise cried.

Hannah stuck a finger in Carise's pussy lips and began to fuck Carise with her fingers. Hannah took her fingers out and licked all the cum off her fingers. Then she stuck her fingers in Carise again and began to finger her more.

"Harder! Faster!" Carise cried out bucking on the bed.

Hannah probed her fingers in and out faster and licked Carise's clit while she was fingering her.

"Ohhhh yesss! Fuck me!" Carise screamed.

Hannah crawled back on top of Carise so that she was between Carise's legs. Hannah could feel her the wetness from Carise's pussy on her pussy. Hannah began to grind her pussy into Carise's quickly.

"Ahhhh--uhhhh---ahhhhh!!" Carise cried tightening her legs around Hannah and gushed cum onto Hannah's pussy.

Hannah gave Carise a long kiss. They both lay together naked on the bed arm in arm. Their legs wrapped around each other. Hannah didn't feel star struck over Carise anymore, because she was just like Hannah, someone they both longed for.

Carise ask Hannah, "Will you do something for me, hun?"

Hannah was filled with hope, "YES...I will do anything you ask!" The realized she was still Carise' employee.




Part Three

 

"Be caller twenty and you will win two tickets to see Miss Carise Williams live in concert tomorrow. This is your last chance to get front row seats and backstage passes to see the Diva live, so be caller twenty when you hear Carise's song!!!" the radio announcer said quickly on Ellie's radio.

Ellie's heart beat faster as she heard the announcer on the radio. She was such a fan of Carise Williams, and would do anything to just be near her. She loved Carise's sexy soul voice. She was the most gorgeous singer she had ever seen.

Ellie wanted, if her summer was to be complete, to see Carise and just talk to her for one second. She hated going back to school and not being able to tell her friends what she did this summer, while they were out going on vacations, and meeting new people.

"Keisha!!! Did you hear that," Ellie said excitedly to her best friend who was sitting on Ellie's bed skimming through a magazine.

"Yea' I heard, and?" Keisha said cocking her cute heart-shaped face to the side.

"Keisha this is my chance to meet my idol," Ellie cried out flopping on the bed with Keisha.

"You better, because I sure am tired of hearing about her. Carise this, Carise that. If I see Carise, I'm gonna tell her what a bug you have been to my life. All I hear from Ellie is, Carise is so great. She's the best singer in the whole world," Keisha said giggling.

"Oh Keisha, everyone loves her. She is all that and more!" Ellie said getting up and pinning her long black hair into a bun.

Her hazel eyes, seemed a little bit off, with her dark skin. That was always the thing people noticed about her was her hazel almond shaped eyes. Ellie knew she looked good. She was tall, not really skinny, but kind of hot in a cute bubbly sort of way, and 38 B breasts, not too big or small, soft plump lips, and a killer ass.

A few people said she looked like the model Naomi Campbell, but she never saw it. She wanted more to look like Carise Williams.

"It says here, she's 39, not married, and has no kids?" Keisha said raising her dark eye brows.

"So," Ellie said, "Maybe she's looking for the right one."

"Or maybe she's a lesbian?" Keisha said laughing.

"Shut up she is not, just because she's not married, and doesn't have kids, that doesn't mean anything," Ellie said turning to face her friend.

"Oh really, so who's this chick, she always be with?" Keisha said tossing the magazine to Ellie.

Ellie looked at the picture of Carise and standing next to her was dark haired girl, with a sexy smile, that looked around Ellie's age, and was very pretty.

"That's Hannah," Ellie said tossing the magazine back to Keisha.

"Who's she?" Keisha asked.

"That's her personal assistant or something," Ellie said.

"You sure do know a lot about Carise, you're so obsessed with her," Keisha said.

Keisha was right, but Ellie couldn't help it. She loved everything about Carise.

"Oh please like you wouldn't go crazy if---" Ellie started to say, but then stopped when she heard Carise's song on the radio.

Ellie jumped up off the bed and ran downstairs. She could hear Keisha's cries in the background. Ellie fumbled for the phone and dialed the radio station.

"Ellie, what the hell--" Keisha yelled as she ran down the stairs after Ellie.

Ellie raised her hands up to hush Keisha. Keisha came up close to Ellie tried to listen in. Ellie felt her heart sink when she got a busy tone.

"Well try again girl," Keisha cried.

Ellie hit redial. Again the phone line was busy.

"Oh come on!!" Ellie cried out in anger.

Ellie hit redial again. Ellie almost jumped when she heard the ringing tone on the other end. "I got through!!" Ellie screamed.

They both held the phone to their ear.

"Hello! This is the Jammin' Jeff, and you're on the air," a voice said through the other end.

Ellie and Keisha both screamed out loud. "Hey J.J. what caller am I?" Ellie said, barely able to control herself.

"Do you really want to know?" the announcer said.

"Yeah?" Ellie said crossing her fingers.

"You are caller------" There was a pause. "20!!!!!" the radio announcer said.

Ellie and Keisha both screamed into the phone. Ellie dropped the phone and ran around the house screaming. She felt like she was in a daze. Everything was coming true for her.

"I can't believe it I won!!!!!!!!" she ran outside screaming.

Ellie ran back inside.

"Yeah, okay, bye," Keisha said hanging up the phone, "We have to go pick up the tickets and the backstage passes right now."

"Keisha I won!!!" Ellie screamed hugging her best friend, "Carise Williams here we come!!!!"

***

Ellie and Keisha waited outside the long line in front of a big stadium, where the concert was taking place.

"Does my hair and make up look alright?" Ellie asked Keisha.

"It's fine Ellie for the 100th, damn!!" Keisha said.

Ellie wore a tight sexy, black skirt with a blue sheer blouse, revealing her bra, just a bit. Ellie glanced at Keisha who was wearing tight jeans, and a tight spaghetti strapped shirt.

Keisha wore cute little butterfly pins in her short-cropped hairstyle. Her dark brown eyes always looked as if she was examining something. She didn't really dress up, but she wasn't nearly as thrilled as Ellie was.

"You got the tickets right?" Ellie asked.

"Yes, and the passes. Calm down," Keisha said.

"I can't Key, I'm so excited I can barely breathe."

They handed their tickets to a man inside a booth, they walked through a metal detector, and finally they were inside the huge stadium. Ellie grabbed Keisha as she hurried her way through the crowd of people up towards the front. Ellie didn't want to miss anything, she wanted to be as close to Carise as she could get.

"Ellie slow down, she's not even on stage yet," Keisha cried out.

"She will be," Ellie said loudly through the cheers and the crowds of people.

Another band was playing on stage opening for Carise. There were bright lights everywhere and posters, t-shirts, and screaming people everywhere. Ellie couldn't wait to meet Carise. This was going to definitely be a memorable experience.

***

Hannah watched Carise undress through the mirror in Carise's dressing room. Carise always looked good, Hannah thought. Carise's mass of black curls on her head framed her long face perfectly. Carise was a tall, slender, brown eyed, ebony beauty. Even at 39 her body was of a 21 year old and her large breasts still stood out firm and perfect.

Her hips were curved beautifully and her round ass, was high on her. Her most treasured part of her smooth, honey voice, with a hint of a southern accent. Hannah loved every inch of Carise. She loved working for Carise also.

It was hard to believe that she started working for Carise about a year ago. Mostly being a personal assistant to Carise. Carise was her idol, and she was a big fan of hers. But now since she was around Carise a lot, it just seemed like she and Carise were old friends. Carise knew Hannah's mother so that was partly how she obtained the job.

She liked it. She got to meet people in the music industry and travel with Carise. Hannah smoothed back her shoulder length black hair. Her brown eyes gazed at Carise's wonderful naked body. The best part of Hannah's job, probably was fucking Carise's brains out.

Carise was always in the mood for that, and Hannah enjoyed burying her face into Carise's sweet koochie. Hannah turned around to face Carise.

"You look great," Hannah said.

"Well thank you hon," Carise said in her smooth honey voice, "But I ain't even dressed yet." Carise let out a giggle. Carise sat down on a small couch in the room. "Why don't you come over here an' sit next to me?" Carise said softly patting down on the couch with her hand. Hannah sat down next to Carise. "What would you do if I just quit and gave it all up, the singin' an' all?" Carise said looking at her.

Hannah tried to focus her eyes on Carise's face, but it was hard to do when Carise sat there naked.

"I'd be out of a job," Hannah said.

Carise let out a high pitched laugh. Hannah laughed a little, not finding what she said funny, because she figured it was true.

"You just crack me up Hannah," Carise said kissing Hannah on her lips.

Hannah let her tongue slip into Carise's mouth. Carise's tongue met Hannah's and they both began to kiss and probe into each other's mouth. Hannah fondled Carise's soft breasts with her hands. Carise's dark nipples were hard.

Hannah broke the kiss and began sucking on Carise's beautiful breasts. She sucked and licked Carise's nipples, squeezing them in her mouth. Carise ran her fingers through Hannah's hair as Hannah sucked on her nipples. Hannah then got off the couch and on to the floor on her knees right under Carise's legs.

Hannah spread Carise's legs apart and began to suck and kiss on Carise's inner thighs right near her neatly shaved bush. Carise let out soft moans and gasps as Hannah flicked her tongue right near her pussy. Carise's pussy was always wet and Hannah loved tasting it.

Hannah reached up and touched Carise's clit, moving it around in circles. Carise moved her hips up and down on Hannah's fingers. Hannah flicked her tongue over Carise's clit and began to suck on it. She squeezed Carise's clit in her mouth with her lips, which drove Carise crazy, bucking her hips up and down against Hannah's face.

Hannah licked Carise's clit rapidly in small circles. Carise grabbed the ends of the small couch and began wildly bucking her hips up in the air, rubbing against Hannah's face. Hannah climbed back on the couch and hungrily kissed Carise. Carise helped Hannah disrobe, until Hannah was in her satin panties.

They both fell on the floor in a frantic rush. Carise straddled Hannah's leg and began grinding hard on it, feeling the friction of Hannah's satin panties which drove her mad. There was a loud pounding on the door.

"What!!" Carise said yelling breathlessly.

"Carise hurry up, you're on in three minutes!!" the concert producer yelled from the other side of the door.

"Okay, I'm comin'!!" Carise yelled back, giving Hannah a wink.

She kissed Hannah hard on the mouth, while they both rubbed on each other's legs. Carise felt the rhythm go faster and faster until she exploded into an orgasm. She cried out only for a second, then relaxed on top of Hannah. Hannah was used to this rushed sex. It was like this before every concert.

Carise gave Hannah a quick kiss and quickly got up and got dressed. Hannah got up and helped her get her bra on while she put on her makeup and fixed her hair. Hannah was always surprised at how fast Carise was, even after they fucked each other. Carise blew Hannah a goodbye kiss and left the dressing room quickly.




Part Four

 

Ellie could not contain herself. Carise would be coming out any minute. The lights dimmed, the band played a soft melody in the background. One spotlight appeared on the curtain that was slowly raising. A silhouette of Carise's form appeared. Her smooth voice filled the air. The music picked up the tempo and began going into a funkier beat.

The crowd cheered and roared as Carise appeared on stage with a sparkling gown, with no straps. Ellie cheered and screamed. She was right in front and could see Carise clearly and she never before looked so elegant. Ellie was sure that Carise looked straight at her.

"She looked at me Keisha!!!" Ellie screamed.

"She looked at me too," Keisha said, "Told you she was a lesbian."

Ellie gave her friend a look, and went back to cheering and screaming. The concert ended a few hours later and everyone was rushing backstage. Keisha took out the backstage passes and held them so security guards could see them.

"Excuse me!!! Coming through!!! V.I.P." Keisha said making it a point for everyone to see their passes.

The security guard led them through the crowd of people around the backstage.

"Ya'll should have got backstage passes!" Keisha said laughing.

Ellie laughed at Keisha. The security guard took them to Carise's dressing room. Ellie read the name on the door, Miss Carise Williams. I can't believe I'm actually here! Ellie thought, what will I say? What will I do?

"Well knock!!" Keisha said.

Ellie's hand shook as she knocked rapidly on the door. Her heart was pounding. The door opened and Carise appeared. She still had on her sparkling gown. Ellie could have died right there from just looking at her. Carise smiled.

"You must be Ellie," she said looking down at her.

"Uhh-yeah," Ellie stuttered.

"Oh please, both of you come on in," she said.

Ellie and Keisha walked in the dressing room. To Ellie's surprise it was bigger than she thought.

"Please sit," Carise said.

Ellie and Keisha sat down on a small couch. "How'd you know my name?" Ellie blurted out.

Carise laughed a little. "The radio station said you would be comin' by," she said softly.

Carise sat in front of a mirror and began to untie her hair.

"This is Keisha," Ellie said.

Keisha smiled and gave a little wave.

"Oh hi Keisha," Carise said smiling through the mirror, "So you're a big fan too?"

"Well actually I just came--" Keisha started to say.

"She's a big fan also," Ellie interrupted and looked at Keisha signaling a "don't go there" look.

"Oh," Carise said smiling.

"I'm such a big fan of yours Carise, I can't believe I'm here. I love your music and you are---" Ellie started to say, but was interrupted by another voice.

"Carise, would you like me to tell Hank--" a girl said coming out from another room, but she stopped when she saw Ellie and Keisha, "Oh, I didn't know you had company."

The girl wrapped her bathrobe around her tighter and smiled at Ellie and Keisha.

"Oh you guys, this is Hannah, my assistant," Carise said.

"Hi," she said softly.

Ellie and Keisha waved. So that's Hannah, Ellie thought. Hannah looked a lot prettier in person. Keisha nudged Ellie with her elbow, giving her a "that's Hannah" look.

"What was that you were sayin' Hanny?" Carise said.

"Nothin'. I'll tell you later," Hannah said staring at Ellie.

For the first time Ellie was speechless. She had practiced this moment in her head over and over again, but she couldn't find the words to tell Carise how she felt. Carise took out two pictures of herself and quickly scrawled something on both of them. She handed one each to Ellie and Keisha. To a beautiful girl, Ellie, love Carise, Ellie read on the picture.

"Th-thank you," Ellie said.

Ellie could still feel Hannah's eyes burn through her. What was she staring at? Ellie wondered.

"Ellie I hope I ain't being too forward with you, but I was wonderin' if you would like to do me," Carise said.

"Huh?" Ellie said.

"A favor."

"Oh," Ellie said.

Hannah smirked in the background.

"You see, I was wonderin' if you would like to come down to my place an' work for me. I could use the extra help, since I will be goin' on tour often, and Hannah could use the company," Carise said smiling.

"Me?" Ellie said, "Why me?"

"Well I get a good vibe from you an' I think you would be perfect for the job. You can say no, I would understand. 'Course you could bring Keisha along too," Carise said.

"Oh wow, never did I think this would happen. I always used to dream about this, but never did I think--," Ellie stopped when she realized she was babbling.

Hannah rolled her eyes

. "Uhh--Sure," Ellie said.

"Great!!" Carise said getting up and hugging Ellie.

She took out a piece of paper from a drawer and scribbled her address on it.

"Come by my place tomorrow, 'round 5 p.m." Carise said handing the note to her.

Oh wow, Ellie thought holding the paper. She nodded to Carise. Things were really looking up for Ellie, but she had no idea what she was really in for.

***

Ellie checked her hair, and smoothed out her short light-blue dress. It had real thin straps on her shoulder and hung just a little bit of cleavage.

"Are you really sure you wanna go?" Keisha said on the phone to Ellie.

"Yes, Key this is a chance of a life time," Ellie said.

"But, what about that girl, Hannah?" Keisha said, "Did you see her yesterday, she was definitely giving you some "die bitch" looks. And did you see how she was dressed? Comin' out there in just her robe, and didn't have the nerve to go change. I'm telling you they were fucking in that room. I smelled sex."

Ellie laughed at Keisha. Sometimes she could be really ridiculous.

"You did not smell sex Keisha. Stop being dumb," Ellie said laughing.

"It's the truth, I know what sex smells like," Keisha said.

"Key, you're stupid. Hey I gotta go, I'll tell you how it went when I come back okay?"

"Alright girl, bye."

Ellie hung up the phone. She was really excited about going to Carise's house. But what was more exciting was thought of Carise and Hannah having sex which immediately sent tingles all over Ellie.

***

Ellie paid the cab driver stepped out the car. She was in front of Carise Williams's house, which looked more like a mansion. A huge black gate surrounded the property. Ellie took a step closer to look at the white house that was trimmed in blue.

A path led right up to the house and was out lined with flowers of all different colors. Ellie had never seen anything so beautiful. She stepped up to the gate and pushed a little intercom button.

"Uhh--hi it's me Ellie," she said into the intercom.

The gates opened a few minutes later. Ellie walked up to the front door of the huge house and rang the doorbell. A few seconds later, the door opened and Hannah appeared in the doorway. Ellie was half disappointed that it hadn't been Carise, but smiled anyway.

"Hi, Hannah."

"Hi," she said flatly, "Come on in."

Ellie walked into Carise's house and it was amazing. Everything was covered in white marble. Her stairs were marble, even chairs were marble. There were lots of paintings on the wall and gold platinum albums and awards.

Hannah led Ellie upstairs to a tiny office.

"Is Carise here?" Ellie asked as she looked around the office.

"No," she said quickly.

"Oh," Ellie said.

Hannah sat down at a desk and began typing something on a computer.

"So how old are you?" Ellie asked.

"Why?" Hannah said harshly looking at Ellie.

"Cause, I wanna know," Ellie said.

"Well if you must, I am nineteen, and what about you?" "I'm eighteen"

She gave Ellie a look like "you're just a kid."

Ellie glanced at a little table in the corner. She walked over to it, and saw a bunch of pictures lying there. She picked them up and took a closer look at them. They were pictures of naked ladies licking each other's pussy. They didn't look like they were out of a magazine. They looked like they were taken by someone. In a house.

"Oh," Ellie said quickly putting the pictures back on the desk.

"You shouldn't be looking at those," Hannah said appearing close behind Ellie.

"Oh sorry," Ellie said turning around quickly, "They were just lying there. Why are there naked ladies in the pictures?"

"None of your business!" Hannah snapped.

A door slammed. Ellie heard footsteps on the marble stairs coming closer. A few seconds later Carise appeared.

"There you girls are," she said smiling.

"Hi Carise," Hannah said.

"Hello, oh and there's Ellie," Carise coming up and hugging Ellie, "Where's your little friend?"

"Oh, Keisha, she's busy," Ellie said.

"Oh too bad," Carise said grabbing Ellie's hand, "Follow me I must show you something."

Carise led her down a hall into another bedroom with a big bed. Ellie guessed it was Carise's bedroom. Ellie sat on Carise's bed. Carise poured her something to drink and handed it to Ellie, as she sat down next to her. Ellie took a sip. It tasted like wine.

"Thanks," Ellie said.

There was a long silence between them.

"You know I wanna thank you for comin' out here," Carise said.

"Oh sure, no problem," Ellie said taking another sip of the wine.

"No really, I really adore my fans, honestly," Carise said placing her hand on Ellie's thigh.

Ellie felt an electric surge hit her body through that touch. Carise leaned over and kissed Ellie's cheek. "Just relax," Carise whispered into Ellie's ear.

Ellie felt Carise's hand travel farther up on Ellie's thigh. Carise's hand touched Ellie's pussy through her underwear. Carise kissed Ellie again this time on the mouth forcing her tongue inside Ellie's mouth. Ellie could feel Carise's tongue swirl around her inside her mouth. Ellie pressed Carise's head hard against her mouth kissing her.

Carise took off Ellie's dress and smiled when she found out Ellie didn't have a bra on. She made straight for Ellie's tits and began feverishly sucking on them. Carise sucked hard on Ellie's nipples, squeezing them with her hand. Carise ran her other hand down Ellie's underwear and felt her soft pussy hair.

Carise licked and kissed her way down Ellie's stomach. Carise removed Ellie's underwear. Carise laid Ellie back on the bed and spread her legs apart. Carise kissed the top of Ellie's pussy and gave one long lick on her slit. Ellie let out a moan. Carise spread Ellie's pussy lips apart and lapped up Ellie's wetness.

Ellie moved her hips in tiny circles to Carise's touch. Carise sucked on Ellie's clit rolling it around in her mouth with her tongue. Ellie jerked her hips up in response to the stimulation she was receiving. Carise French kissed Ellie's pussy, burying her face deep into Ellie's hairy bush.

Ellie cried out as she bucked on Carise's face. Carise took her finger and stuck it inside Ellie's pussy and began to finger fuck her probing her in and out. Ellie bucked wildly as she began to ride her finger wanting more. Carise flicked her tongue rapidly over Ellie's clit as she fingered Ellie.

Ellie grabbed Carise's head and pressed it hard on her snatch. Ellie couldn't take it any longer as she let a cry and orgasmed on Carise. Carise licked Ellie's cum as she came in her mouth. Ellie relaxed, breathing hard a little bit. She looked down and still saw Carise still lapping away at her pussy.

"My turn Carise," Ellie said.

Carise rolled on her back and Ellie got on top of her and unbuttoned her blouse. Ellie wasn't quite sure how to do this, because she had never had sex with a girl before, but she would quickly learn how.

She removed Carise's blouse and tossed it to the ground. Carise wasn't wearing a bra either. She touched Carise's breasts with her hand, rubbing Carise's hard nipples. Ellie then began to suck on each nipple, flicking her tongue back and forth on them. Ellie moved down further on Carise and removed Carise's skirt and her underwear.

Ellie could see that Carise was real wet. Ellie inhaled Carise, smelling the strong smell of her sex. Ellie kissed the Carise's pussy and nibbled at her pussy lips. Carise giggled as Ellie licked and nibbled on her pussy. Ellie stuck her tongue inside of Carise, tasting all of her hot juices. Carise let out a soft cry and began to move her hips up and down on Ellie's face.

Ellie then rubbed her tongue softly on Carise's clit, moving it around in little figure eights. Carise thrusted her hips in the air and cried aloud. Ellie sucked on Carise's clit as Carise humped on her face, faster and faster. Ellie moved up on Carise and kissed her on the mouth. Ellie positioned herself so that she was in between Carise's legs and she began to grind her pussy on Carise's pussy.

Carise tightened her legs around Carise's waist and began to moan louder and louder as their bodies rolled on one another. Ellie kissed Carise and sucked on her tongue. Ellie was becoming wet again the feeling was just too great for her. Carise let out a loud cry and came hard on Ellie's pussy.

Ellie came hard, a second later on top of Carise. Ellie rolled off of Carise. She never felt anything like that before and she loved it. She smiled at Carise before she fell asleep.




Part Five

 

The next thing Ellie remembered was waking up in Carise's bed. Ellie glanced at a clock on the desk. Eight p.m. She looked around the room. Carise wasn't there. Ellie got dressed quickly and walked out of the room and down the hallway. She opened the door to the tiny office where Hannah was earlier.

"Hello?" Ellie called.

The door slammed behind her. Ellie turned around quickly and saw Hannah by the door.

"Where's Carise," Ellie asked.

"Downstairs," Hannah said moving slowly towards Ellie.

Ellie backed up a bit.

"I feel so sorry for you Ellie," Hannah said.

"Excuse me?" Ellie said still backing up, as Hannah approached her faster.

"I heard you two upstairs earlier," Hannah said.

Ellie ran into a desk. She leaned against it. Hannah stopped a few inches from her

. "You think you're so special. Well you're not Ellie. You aren't the only girl she's fucked," Hannah said.

"What do you mean?" Ellie asked.

"I used to be like you, an adoring fan, who wanted to be around Carise Williams. I came here to work for her and guess what, we ended up in bed together," Hannah said. Ellie stared at Hannah.

"Those pictures, those are of other woman that she has been with. You aren't the only one," she said laughing.

Ellie thought about the pictures she saw earlier.

"I bet she even licked your pussy dry," Hannah said pressing her fingers up Ellie's skirt and in between her legs. Ellie grabbed Hannah's wrist roughly.

"Let's get this straight. There's gonna be some changes around here, and one of them includes you. I don't want you here anymore. I want you to leave. I will be Carise's personal assistant from now on," Ellie said still holding on to Hannah's wrist.

"You got to be kidding?" Hannah said laughing.

"No, I'm very serious. If you don't leave. I will expose your relationship with Carise to everyone. It will hurt you more than it will hurt me," Ellie said.

"Oh, please you fucked her too," Hannah said pulling away from Ellie.

"I'll deny it, she has you on film, not me," Ellie said coolly.

"She does not!"

"She does."

Even though Ellie knew it wasn't true, she decided she could bluff Hannah.

"You would do that to Carise? Why would you do that to your idol?" Hannah said.

"No, you would be doing it, by not taking my offer," Ellie said.

"You bitch!" Hannah said storming at Ellie.

There was a flurry of nasty hair pulling, clothes ripping, breast grabbing and finally it all came down to both of the heavily breathing girls standing nude in the small office. Glaring at each other, murderous intent on their minds.

They circled, warily, showing more restraint. Both knew one of them was going to be leaving after this war was over.

. When they at each other, they dropped to the floor to try to inflict as much pain as possible to wear each other down. Sometimes Ellie's milk chocolate shade but comparatively lighter body disappeared writhing under the darker Hannah, other times Hannah strained for freedom under Ellie's muscular torso! The slight acrid odor of sweat lingered in the air, it was now dripping off them, but showed up more on Hannah's wide black shoulders as she turned the lighter girl over.

.. "Come on you prissy mixed whore, where's your answer to this one!!" Hannah hissed.

When Ellie found the answer which was her right hand plunged deep in the dripping pubic area between Hannah's thighs and by good leverage throwing her darker foe to the carpet...retaining the grip, she was panting hard.

"There's your answer you snotty bitch..."

Hannah rolled away from that one, leaped to her feet crouching low, Ellie crouched just two yards from her.

.. Hannah, well-toned darker body gleaming with perspiration, beckoned, "Come on Ellie honey...female against female...I'm all woman and you're all girly girl...come on baby, bring those thighs over here and match them against my mine..Let's really decide who's the best woman...or maybe you're afraid I'll bust your gut?"

... Needing no second invitation, Ellie smashed into Hannah...they braced, legs apart, grunting like men...sometimes squealing like women, breast to breast...their slick sweaty bellies glued together, they commenced to thrust mightily into each other's cunt..matching stroke for stroke...In...Out...In...Out...Each girl gripped her foe's clenching buttocks as if to prevent her escaping this war of attrition.

..In...Out...In...Out...On...and on it went, until from sheer exhaustion, no doubt brought on by more than one orgasm each, they sank to their knees in a double bear hug. Hannah forced Ellie to the floor, attempted a grapevine...but Ellie entangled her thighs with her opponent.

Soon they were shaking and sobbing for breath... tighter...tighter...closer...closer...as they once again forced themselves into each other...the muscles on their straining thighs etched in ridges against their skin; eyeball to eyeball they grappled in vicious combat as only women rivals can.

Deep in between their legs both used that most powerful of all female sex organs against each other in a way they would never dream of doing on a man... in a bone crushing effort to drain and destroy the woman in front of her!

Their breath was hissing between their teeth as the Ellie girl rolled onto Hannah...the darker girl arched her back, but to no avail...Then she forced her head and shoulders up as if to topple Ellie.

Ellie then quite deliberately sought out Hannah's mouth with her own...their necks taunted....their teeth must have grated as Ellie bent Hannah's head back...still she did not remove her mouth from Hannah's.

.. Their breath must have been rushing in and out of each other's lungs as the struggling women lay there locked in a death grip...long minutes passed...strong fingers brought each other off savagely more than once...finally Hannah's hands ceased seeking a firm hold on the breasts and slid from the Ellie's, slowly to the floor...Hannah's thighs and calves relaxed their grip on the Ellie's.

..Ellie sat astride her rival...she'd never been so exhausted. Her mouth looked sore. Hannah's appeared a little chewed too. Hannah's body shining with sweat, her firm shapely breasts with their hard purple nipples, that had provided so much leverage for Ellie, rose and fell as she panted.

..Ellie, sitting up in triumph looked down at Hannah. She shook her head, .knowing. she could not count out Hannah, yet!...Ellie marveled at the Hannah's body, now bathed in sweat...that rib cage under those rigid nipples on the heaving globes...Ellie knew what she needed to do...she turned Hannah over onto her stomach...slipped her arms under the other woman's armpits.

Her fingers clutched Hannah's breasts, using them as leverage she strained backwards in a backbreaker, the muscles in her arms bulging. Just like a WWE Diva. Minutes passed with no submission from the groaning Hannah.

Ellie let her flop forward on her knees, forehead resting on the mat, Ellie crouched atop her like some big cat on another cat, and in frustration slid her hands down, and trying something she had never done before, but had seen a professional wrestler use...a double claw hold!!!

She gripped under her opponents lower torso, clawed fingers probing...seeking to force themselves through the very belly wall and grasp the entrails hidden there...after a lengthy and titanic effort Ellie was rewarded for some half-an-hour of unforgettable cat fighting against a very angry opponent.

..She heard it...low, and almost unintelligible..

."I give up!!" Hannah groaned..."I give up Ellie!!...You win....Bitch, I will leave for now. But you just wait."

Hannah could feel that Ellie was standing over her. She just ignored her. Fuming over her defeat.

Ellie stood with her legs on either side of Hannah. Hannah kept ignoring her. And then suddenly Hannah felt warm liquid splashing on back back. Naked and sweaty, the liquid was running all over Hannah's bare skin

. She rolled over quickly and saw to her shock and horror that Ellie was peeing on her. She had her labia pulled to each side and a stream of yellow urine now splashed onto the losing girl's stomach.

"Get your loser ass out of her, now!" Ellie said and smiled.

Ellie giggled uncontrollably. She went into the bathroom in Carise's bedroom and cleaned up.

Ellie smiled. Hannah was no longer in the office.

Ellie walked downstairs and found Carise in the parlor sitting in a chair. Ellie walked over to Carise and kissed her passionately on the lips.

"What's up with Hannah? I just saw her storming out of here just a second a go with all her clothes in her arms. Naked?" Carise asked

. "Oh nothing," Ellie said smiling, kissing Carise again.

From now on, it was going to be just her and Carise
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CHAPTER SIX

Hot, Red Headed Tease




Part 1

 

I guess in a way it was bad what we did to Brigit-at least on the surface.

But to tell you the truth, I don't feel guilty about it at all. Maybe after I explain what happened you'll understand why.

My name is Kellie and I'm a junior at the College of Wooster. I live at an apartment off-campus with my roommate Sophia, who had also been my lover since we shared a room on campus in our freshman year.

Sophia's an Italian girl with beautiful brown eyes, olive skin, and long black hair, about 5'5'' and very curvy and delectable. At the beginning of sophomore year we decided to move into this apartment together, and it's been a perfect arrangement for us.

Both our families would have flipped if we'd wanted to move in with a boy, but since neither of them knows that we like girls, they had no objection to our living together. We get along really well and we fuck often-alone or in threesomes (or more)-but we keep separate bedrooms and we don't have an exclusive relationship. We have an agreement that we can sleep with other girls whenever we want to as long as we always tell each other the truth about it.

We figure we're too young to be tied down to one person, and there's just so much to experience out there. It's nice to have someone to live with, though, someone who's always there for you. I'm a little taller than Sophia, about 5'8'', and I'm skinnier with a slightly smaller chest. My hair is naturally blond but a lot of the time it's dyed red or blue or something. I've been having lesbian sex since I had an affair with my cousin the summer before my senior year in high school.

I'm studying Chemistry and I manage to do pretty well in school in between all of my other activities. Anyway, at the beginning of this year, a new girl moved in across the hall. She knocked on our door and introduced herself while Sophia and I were sprawled in the living room, studying. She told us her name was Brigit and that she was a freshman at our school.

We introduced ourselves but I was so blown away by her that I could barely remember my name. Brigit is an absolutely stunning redhead with a round face and these gorgeous, giant green eyes. It was a warm day, too, and she was wearing a black half-T that showed off her phenomenal breasts and silky-soft belly, and a pair of tight cutoffs that looked unbelievable on her. She was wearing her hair in a ponytail and she had just a touch of baby fat left on her, but it only made her sexier.

Sophia and I exchanged glances and I knew that we were both thinking the same thing: I have just got to get a piece of Brigit. But we put on our best behavior and greeted her warmly, inviting her in for some lemonade. I tried to converse calmly about normal things, though I couldn't help myself from surreptitiously stealing looks at her tits. In the back of my mind, I was already picturing what Brigit would look like naked and imagining the things I would do to her given the chance.

I got pretty wet as we sat there chatting, and as soon as Brigit went back to her apartment, Sophia and I attacked each other and 69ed for about an hour, just to calm ourselves down. We didn't talk about it, but I knew that we were both thinking about Brigit and about whether it would be possible to get into her panties. I'm pretty good at telling which girls are beddable and which aren't, but it takes a little while. I knew that we'd have to take our time and not blow it by rushing things. Brigit kept pretty much to herself at first but was always friendly when we saw her.

I tried to figure out what I could about her. The apartment that she lived in was a pretty big one-bedroom and she lived by herself, and she drove a BMW convertible, so it was obvious that she was pretty well-off. We'd find out later that her father was a fairly well-known conservative congressman.

Sophia and I took every opportunity to invite Brigit over to our apartment for coffee, or dinner, or a movie, or whatever. Initially she turned us down often but as time wore on she started hanging out at our place fairly regularly. It turned out that she was very sweet and fun to be with, as well as being fantastic to look at. But whenever I talked to her my mind would wander as I pictured myself kissing her belly button, her stomach dotted with fine beads of sweat, burying my face in her furry red bush, and moving down between her legs.

.. Then I'd shiver to shake off the vision and try to pay attention to the conversation, try not to stare. I didn't want to scare her off, just in case there was a chance. Sophia and I never came right out and told Brigit that we were dykes, but we didn't hide it, either. From our conversations it was pretty hard to miss; and, after all, Brigit lived right across the hall, and Sophia and some of the other girls we brought home could be quite loud at times.

Despite her father's politics, Brigit seemed to have a pretty liberal frame of mind and never looked shocked, though she would be a little embarrassed at times. Of course, Sophia and I were always studying Brigit closely, trying to gauge her reactions. About a month after school started, we sat down and compared notes. Brigit knew that Sophia and I were lovers, but hadn't stopped hanging out with us, which was a good sign. And we hadn't seen her with any guys, which was a very good sign. She was always friendly and laughed at our jokes, and could get a certain kind of flirtatious look in her eyes when she was around us. And she often dressed very sexily-wearing tube tops, short skirts, tight T-shirts, and so on.

Sophia and I decided the signs were good-that it might just be possible to seduce Brigit. We got ourselves so excited and carried away talking about it that we decided to make a bet on who could get Brigit into bed first. The loser would have to be the winner's slave for a week-that way, even though winning would be better, losing wouldn't be so bad.

There were two conditions to the bet: the winner would have to tell the loser everything, and would do everything in her power to get Brigit into a three-way with the loser.

I could feel my temperature rising as we discussed the terms of the bet; my hand crept under the kitchen table, up Sophia's leg, and into her panties. I slipped a finger into her moist cunt as we concluded our negotiations. She squealed and leaned over to kiss me. In a matter of seconds I had her spread out on the table and was going down on her.

We had some of the hottest sex we'd had in months, all fueled by the thought of Brigit. After that Sophia and I started being a lot more obvious when Brigit was around. We took every opportunity to be caught in our underwear, or even topless, when Brigit showed up at the door. Sophia in particular was shameless; if Brigit and I were in the living room, Sophia would emerge from her bedroom in nothing but panties and go into the kitchen to pour herself a glass of milk.

We would rent movies starring beautiful women and make lewd comments about them, Sophia and I mock-secretly groping each other in the half-light and moaning softly but audibly. Though Sophia and I were in competition, the most important thing was getting Brigit heated up enough that one of us would get to her, and quick.

Having her around the apartment, as hot as she was and showing all that skin, was driving us crazy. And it was working. I could tell by looking into Brigit's eyes. There was a certain hunger there when Sophia and I kissed, or when Sophia walked by displaying her beautiful tits. And she was definitely flirting with us now, standing very close, giggling girlishly, looking raptly into our eyes and then shyly looking away. I started to get very excited; this might actually happen!

It would really make my year to finally make love to Brigit after so much effort and patience. Finally, one Sunday night Sophia had to go to a study group and Brigit and I got together to watch a movie by ourselves. I chose Bound for obvious reasons. I wore an extremely short skirt and a bikini top and cracked open a bottle of white wine for us to share.

Brigit showed up in tight, faded jeans and an equally tight striped T-shirt that showed off her body to stunning effect; I was so beside myself with lust that I could barely speak.

"This is it," I thought. "She's ready and I'm going to have her tonight."

We sat next to each other on the couch. I was eager and nervous but tried to play it cool, commenting on the movie from time to time. I made sure to drop into conversation the fact that Sophia and I had a nonexclusive relationship.

I watched Brigit closely when Jennifer Tilly and Gina Gershon made love; she tensed a little and nervously sipped her wine, but never took her eyes from the screen. When the movie was over, I flipped off the TV and we sat there in the dark, talking and drinking wine. I was a little tipsy and flushed with the heat of Brigit's body so nearby.

Finally there was a quiet moment; I felt Brigit's leg warm against mine, and I leaned over to kiss her. I felt a sense of unleashed desire as her mouth met mine forcefully. My heart leapt with joy; she tasted delicious and I was going to win! Our tongues intertwined and explored each other's mouths. I kissed Brigit's ear and then her neck, and finally I reached down to caress one of her breasts... And she was gone.

My caress got nothing but air. The room was very dark now, but I could sense her across the room, panting audibly.

"What's wrong?" I asked.

Her voice was weak and broken, shaking with the beginnings of a sob.

"I'm sorry," she said, pausing for breath. "I'm not gay. I wanted to- I didn't mean to-" She broke off. "I'm sorry."

And she turned, opened the door, and left, just like that. I was stunned. I'd seen the Promised Land, had it within my grasp, only to be denied. As I sat there in the dark, I felt sure of one thing-the desire I'd felt in Brigit had been real. Absent mindedly I pulled a couch pillow to my crotch and began to arrange the pillow in the proper position. I rubbed my crotch against the pillow, forcing an orgasm from my frustrated body. I began to return the pillow to the couch and it was then I noticed my pillow was a little damp and smelt a little of my juices.

Despite the fact that I was worried about whether it would dry out before morning and whether it might smell too strongly and give the game away, I was really turned on by it.

I reach under my short skirt and yanked my panties down my legs and off. I brought the pillow closer to my nose. I buried my face in the damp patch and sniffed in my scent - it was so hot!

I started to play with myself as I rubbed my face in it, imagining it was Brigit's juices. It was so, so hot that I came again fairly quickly! No sooner had I cum than I got frightened about being caught by a returning Sophia, I hastily got up and went into the bedroom and drifted off to sleep. My heart was racing with the thrill of what I had done - and I had got away with it! Of course, it was so hot that it wasn't long before I did it again...and again...and again.




Part 2

 

I didn't see Brigit again until I ran into her in the hallway a few days later.

She wouldn't meet my eyes; staring at the floor, she said "I'm sorry about what happened the other night," then quickly changed the subject.

She obviously didn't want to talk about it, and I didn't want to make her any more uncomfortable, so I went ahead and chitchatted idly with her for a while. Things got pretty much back to normal after that. Brigit still dropped by the apartment once in a while, though she looked edgy a lot of the time.

We never mentioned what had happened between us, and I didn't want Sophia to know that I had apparently blown my opportunity. But I now wanted her more than ever, having gotten so close. Sometimes it was all I could do to keep myself from physically jumping her.

A few weeks later, the three of us had dinner together on a Friday night. Around 10 Sophia left to meet some friends of hers at a club downtown. I told Brigit that she could take off if she wanted to, but she said she'd stay and help out with the dishes. We cleaned up and sat down to watch some TV. As time passed, I noticed that Brigit seemed to be edging closer to me on the couch. By midnight we were nestled very close together and I couldn't resist anymore-I again leaned over to kiss her.

We necked for a while, even more passionately than before, and then slowly, gingerly I reached for her left breast with my right hand. I got a nice, round handful and felt a painfully erect nipple pressing into my palm. Then Brigit bolted again. She retreated to the doorway and wouldn't respond to my perplexed look.

"I'm sorry," she said again. "You're really nice and all. This... this just isn't for me."

The door opened and she was gone. I was mad this time. This was the second time she'd gotten me all psyched up and left me wet and frustrated. Cursing, I lit up a joint and pulled off my jeans and panties and grabbed a pillow off the couch and picturing the sweet red head that should have been between my legs. I slipped it down nestled it between my legs as I cuddled and kissed another pillow. This was as close to really being with her as I could get it. As I cuddled in I began to rub myself against the pillow, feeling its soft warmness, grinding against my vulva.

I began to gently hump the pillow as I got more and more turned on. I imagined her soft breasts pressed firmly against mine and how it might feel if I could really hump her soft sexy thigh, pressing myself against her naked body and rubbing myself up against her.

It felt so good. I knew I was getting wetter and wetter the longer I humped and I worried in case I might stain the pillow or something if I got too carried away. But the thought of being able to hump Brigit's naked body was too much for me to be able to control myself. I kept rubbing myself against the pillow and thinking about Brigit's beautiful, young, sexy, body.

I was losing control and began to dry-hump my pillow more and more vigorously, moaning with pleasure and whispering Brigit's name. Soon the dry humping wasn't that dry - but I kept going, it just felt so great.

I imagined Brigit and me in bed together naked, she could rub the top of her right thigh against my pussy and I could rub mine against hers. It would feel soft and warm and we'd make each other's legs a little wet as we got more and more excited together. We'd kiss with tongues and moan each other's names as we humped each other - faster and faster!

"Oh Brigit!" ..."Oh Brigit!" I moaned as I yearned for it.

I jigged myself against my pillow more and more energetically. My naked body was hot and sweaty and my whole groin area ached with pleasure as I grinded and rubbed furiously against the pillow. I felt really dirty because at the back of my mind I knew exactly what I was doing and what other people would think if they caught me doing it.

I was a sweaty, naked, lesbian having a frenzied hump with her pillows, pretending they were another girl she lusted after. But while I was disgusted with myself, I was also strangely turned on by it.

What if Sophia came in and caught me in the middle of my sordid pillow-fucking session? What if she caught me vigorously rubbing that pillow against my hot crotch? And heard me calling out Brigit's name while I was doing it too? What would she think of me?

"Oh Brigit!" I moaned, louder now.

The thought of being caught filled me at once with horror but was also wickedly thrilling at the same time! It was repelling me and turning me on at the same time! I rubbed and humped and jigged frantically against the pillow, keen to get the maximum possible pleasure from its soft warmness. I had gone so far with this that I could not possibly stop.

I threw my head back, gasped Brigit's name out with a loud sigh of pure pleasure and felt my body shiver from head to toe with a magnificent orgasm!

Mmmm....so good! I snuggled in and cuddled my pillow girlfriend, kissing gently as I slowly drifted off to sleep.

After coming a couple times, I calmed down, but I was still pretty bummed. The worst part was that I could feel that Brigit wanted it as badly as I did-she was just holding herself back, unwilling or unable to let go.

Probably for some stupid reason like her dad or what she had been taught growing up. I just sat there for a long time smoking and brooding, and finally about 4 a.m. Sophia walked in.

"What's up?" she asked.

I was too depressed and stoned not to tell the truth, so I said, "Brigit. We started kissing, she seemed like she was all into it, and then..."

"She took off?"

"Yeah. This is the second time it's happened."

"Really?" said Sophia. "The exact same thing happened to me! One night when you weren't here, we started making out. I got all hot and bothered, and then she bailed. Said she wasn't a dyke. But I'm not buying it."

"Yeah," I said. "She really wants to, but she's afraid."

"It just about killed me."

"It's driving me out of my mind! There's got to be something we can do. We want her, she wants us. There has to be a way to make her forget whatever's holding her back."

So Sophia and I decided to call off our bet and, talking until dawn, we came up with a plan. And this is where the story gets kind of iffy, like I said. You might say our plan seems questionable, and objectively I'd have to agree with you. But to have such a tasty morsel, so close at hand...we just couldn't help ourselves.

Here's what we did: We waited until things had cooled off with Brigit and then, the next Friday night, we invited her over for dinner again. She turned up around 9, wearing blue denim overalls that showed her bare arms with her hair tied back, looking phenomenally cute. Sophia fixed this great dinner of garlic chicken and we sat and talked, but I kept breaking out into a lustful and nervous sweat, knowing what we had planned.

See, we had slipped a sedative into Brigit's wine. So when the three of us retired into the living room after dinner, not 10 minutes had passed before Brigit fell fast asleep on the couch. Sophia and I exchanged sly grins. Brigit looked so gorgeous and innocent snoozing there, her red head resting on one of the arms. Her overalls had shifted so that we had a good look at the bright red bra she had on underneath them.

I walked over to the couch and stroked Brigit's hair. I was very tempted to just tear her clothes off and have my way with her right then and there. But that would have been crossing the line. Sophia and I had worked out our plan very carefully and decided what we did and didn't consider acceptable, under the circumstances. So we picked up the unconscious redhead and moved her into Sophia's bedroom, where we had made preparations beforehand. It was a matter of just a few minutes to get everything ready; then we sat down and smoked a joint, watching our lovely captive breathe, waiting for her to wake up.

When Brigit awoke, she found herself standing with her hands cuffed behind her back around one of the posts of Sophia's canopy bed. I saw her eyes register surprise and she started to say something, only to find that she had been gagged. She looked over to the corner of the room where Sophia and I were reclining, watching her. Getting an inkling of what was going on, Brigit then looked down at herself, but found that she was still wearing her overalls.

I smiled and stood up, walking over to stand by Brigit. She stared at me wide-eyed and questioning, struggling briefly with the handcuffs, then quickly discovering that it was useless. I paused, savoring the sensation of power over this sweet young thing. Then I felt a twinge of guilt as I saw fear in Brigit's eyes and I spoke up, trying to put her at ease.

"Hi, Brigit," I said sweetly. "You can relax, nothing's going to happen to you. You're going to be tied up there for exactly one hour. When the hour's up, if you want us to let you go, we'll let you go. Do you understand?"

Brigit nodded. I grabbed Sophia's alarm clock and set it for one hour later. Now it was show time. Sophia went over to the stereo and put on some music. It was this album called Lift Your Spirit, weird and funky hip hop. As the bass started to throb, Ticking Bomb started to play, I had a seat on Sophia's recliner in the corner.




Part 3

 

Sophia jumped up on her desk and started to dance for us-me in the dark corner and our captive audience by the bed. Sophia was wearing a leather jacket over a black lace bra and a short leather skirt over black fishnet stockings and a garter belt. Her lips were fiery red and her long black mane had never looked so great as she ground her hips and bent down to show Brigit her chest.

As the second song began, Sophia took off the jacket and tossed it aside. She played with her breasts for our benefit, cupping them, pressing them together, and stroking her nipples. Next Sophia took off the bra, baring her beautiful tits. She resumed fondling them, pulling on her now very erect nipples and wetting them with saliva. Then she unzipped the skirt, shook it down to her feet, and stepped out of it. Now she was dancing in just the stockings and garter and the black lace panties she had on over them.

Sophia slid a hand down into her panties, we saw it move down between her legs and she stroked herself, thrusting her head back and her chest out. I looked over at Brigit. She was staring intently at the shape of Sophia's hand as it moved under the lace. Another song started and Sophia hooked her thumbs into her panties and slipped them down over her hips, thighs, knees and ankles. Her pretty black bush was now on display. Her hand quickly returned to her crotch, running through the hair and sliding down between her legs again. The pink of her pussy was just barely visible in front.

After a few minutes Sophia sat down on the desk and spread her legs wide, showing us her cunt. Although I had seen her exquisite snatch many, many times before, it had never looked so perfect. I could see that she was incredibly wet from the way the light reflected off her lips. Slowly, seductively, she removed the garter and rolled the stockings down her legs and off. She was now completely naked, and she lay back on the desk with her legs apart. Parting her pussy lips, she slid a finger up into her slit. Writhing in time with the music, she began to move the finger in and out.

I could see that she was totally into the moment now, and she had begun to sweat a little bit as she stabbed more fingers into her hole. Her fingers found her clit again and again and she came, spasming and then laying still, a look of rapture on her face, glistening with sweat and juices. I looked over at Brigit again.

She was completely bug-eyed, her gaze focused on Sophia's exposed crotch. I let Sophia recover for just a minute; then it was time for the second part of our little show. I walked over to where Sophia lay on the desk, planting a big wet kiss on her mouth. I helped her stand up and then, producing our other pair of handcuffs from my pocket, cuffed her hands behind her back. I put my hands on Sophia's shoulders and gently pushed her down till she was on her knees. Then I snapped a collar onto her neck and attached a short leash. I led Sophia by the leash as she crawled on her knees until I had her situated in front of the recliner.

I smiled down at Sophia on her knees before me, bound and naked. This had to be working on Brigit. It was sure working on me. I stripped off my blouse and leaned down to feed Sophia first one breast, then the other. I pulled off my jeans and panties and sat on the recliner. I slowly opened my legs, exposing my pussy to Sophia and to our audience.

I started to pull Sophia's head in toward it and she extended her tongue in anticipation, but then I got ahold of her leash and held her just a few inches away. She let out a moan of frustration and it was painful for me too, but I kept her there straining against the leash, sticking her tongue out as far as it would go to try to reach my snatch. Gradually I let her get closer and closer and finally I felt her warm tongue against my lips.

I let go of the leash and forced Sophia's head tight up against my crotch as she drove her tongue inside me. Sophia's always passionate but she was absolutely mad as she devoured my orifice. She had me coming inside a minute and made me come three more times before she had to come up for air.

Sophia smiled up at me devilishly, her nose and mouth covered with my juice. I was losing control by now. I pushed her onto her back and straddled her head, grinding down onto her face as I lay down on top of her, stabbing my tongue between her cunt lips. I almost forgot where I was and what I was doing, intoxicated by Sophia's taste and aroma, until I looked up and saw Brigit. Then I remembered our big finale.

I disappeared into the bathroom for a minute and when I returned, I was wearing a foot-long strap-on dildo. Kneeling in front of me, Sophia licked and sucked it till it was nice and wet. Then I walked around behind her, bent her over and penetrated her. She let out a yelp and exhaled audibly as more and more of the dildo disappeared into her hole. I fucked lovely Sophia with all my strength, her face against the carpet as she lifted her ass into the air to meet me.

I swear that I could feel the dildo, I could feel myself inside her, filling her completely. I fucked Sophia to a giant, screaming orgasm that seemed to be happening to me too. And then the alarm went off. It was the moment of truth.

I uncuffed Sophia and took off the dildo. Together we walked over to where Brigit stood, handcuffed to the bed. I took just a second to behold her loveliness, gently stroking her cheek. I removed her gag. At last, I asked Brigit the question I had been waiting to ask.

"Do you want us to let you go?"

There was a moment's pause before she responded, a quiet, electric moment. Time seemed to stop. Looking at the floor, Brigit shook her head.

"Say it," I told her. Only then did she look up and meet my gaze.

"No."

. But then I saw Brigit going into my bathroom.

My heart started to beat faster at the idea of getting even with her past teasing's. I ran over to her and took her by the hand. I pulled her away from the bathroom, into the kitchen. I pushed her down on the floor, my hands on her shoulders and my knees on both sides of her waist.

She yelled: "Let me go! I gotta pee!"

Sophia was watching from the couch, transfixed on the action. She began to smile and then chuckled uncontrollably. The sight of Brigit and me wrestling on the floor and me trying to make her wet her pants was just too much for Sophia.

I just smiled. I saw panic in her eyes and that really turned me on. I took one hand off her shoulder and pulled down the straps on her overalls...pulling it up all the way over her bra almost to her panties. I started firmly rubbing over her belly, then over her panties.

I cupped her crotch in my hand and squeezed. She kept screaming that she couldn't hold it any longer. And I kept rhythmically squeezing. I felt some hot pee gush into her panties...over my hand. But she stopped peeing right away. She couldn't squat while lying on her back I guessed.

I put my hand back on her shoulder, leaned forward, and kissed her forehead. I felt my bladder was half full. I was way too excited to stop...I wanted more... needed more! I closed my eyes. Pictured a toilet. I pressured my pee muscles. I started pissing on her stomach. Wetting her overalls and panties under me. I kept pissing until I was empty. And she was soaked. I rolled off her.

Brigit stood up to run to the bathroom, but she really couldn't hold it in anymore. As soon as she got on her feet, and pulled her overalls back up, her piss came gushing out. She decided to squat on me instead. She stood over me, her piss bursting out of her body, gushing from under her overall, falling on my tits. Stomach got soaked and I felt the hot pee running over my boobs.

Sophia screeched with laughter, at the goings on. Her roommate was getting a thorough drenching, and stared like watching a car crash about to happen.

When Brigit was done, I told her to undress and we would take a shower. Sophia cleaned the kitchen floor and threw all our clothes in the washer. Then she joined us in the shower. I looked Brigit in the eye. She looked back, embarrassed. She said she was sorry for pissing on me.

The shower was a very quick affair. Only a little bit of ass grabbing and tickling. Then we were out and towel drying ourselves. Sophia and I both hoped we had not botched the plan, and given Brigit too much time to rethink her position.

We need not have worried, as Brigit gave both of us a deep, wet soul kiss and with a gleam in her eye smiled and began to turn to go into the bedroom.

Sophia and I smiled at each other, savoring our victory. Then we dove at our little redhead, kissing her on the mouth and neck and ears. She squirmed and gasped and drove her tongue into our mouths. We whisked Brigit's towel from her shoulders and rolled her down to the floor, fondling her tits and stroking her jutting nipples. We each took a moment to behold Brigit's tits naked and unfettered.

We knelt and began to lick and suck those delicious globes, me on the left and Sophia on the right. After a while we found ourselves being drawn downward, kissing below Brigit's tits, her navel, and her hipbones. I caught a whiff of arousal drifting up from her crotch and nearly passed out from happiness.

We pulled Brigit's both ways, nearly rending her asunder, now she was wearing a great big smile, beautiful lips pulled back over her sparkling white teeth. Those lips matching her lower lips, almost as pink. We kissed Brigit's knees, her thighs, and her red fuzzy covered mound. She moaned and shivered as our tongues caressed her flesh. I looked up at her and she spoke softly, breathlessly.

"Please."

Sophia began on one side and I took the other, and we slid our hungry lips down over her hips, her thighs, her knees, her calves, her ankles and her feet, every inch of her. Brigit's neatly trimmed red bush was right there in front of us, just inches from my eyes. I kissed it, then Sophia did, then we ran our tongues through it and across the soft skin next to it. We held Brigit's legs and pulled them up and open until her right leg rested on my left shoulder and her left on Sophia's right shoulder.

There it was before us-paradise. It was all I'd been thinking about for months, and now here it was, mine for the taking-the pinkest, wettest, most beautiful pussy I'd ever seen. I wanted the moment to last forever, and Sophia and I held back, admiring, keeping Brigit waiting, for as long as we could. But it wasn't really that long before we could wait no more.

We slid our tongues up Brigit's inner thighs until they met at the center of her sex, touching as they darted between her petals. Her fresh young cunt tasted like the sweetest nectar.

Brigit let out a long womanly wail and thrashed her hips as Sophia and I ate her like shipwreck victims having their first meal in months. Our tongues moved frantically across her lips and as far up inside her as they'd go, meeting each other in their paths. Then flicking against Brigit's clit. In a frenzy we made her come once, twice, three times, then again and again, feeling her spasm against us. At long last-it could have been hours later, I couldn't say-we lay back on the floor, heads swimming, our faces covered with Brigit's honey and loose red pubic hairs.

When I felt able to stand again, I uncuffed Brigit and the three of us embraced. She was smiling broadly and kissed me hard on the mouth. All her shyness seemed to be gone. She looked into my eyes, then over at Sophia.

"I want to do you now," she said.

I nodded at Sophia.

"You first," I said; I wanted to watch and anticipate.

I took a seat as Sophia reclined on the bed. I lit up another joint as I saw Brigit's lips close around one of Sophia's breasts. I watched happily as Brigit's red head made its way down Sophia's body and our little neighbor began to lick my roommate's pussy-her first. Judging by the helpless noises Sophia was making, she must have been doing a pretty good job. After a time, Brigit lifted her head from Sophia's crotch and looked at me.

I motioned for her to come over. She knelt in front of me as Sophia had done earlier; I kissed her and gave her a toke. I put one breast into Brigit's mouth, then the other, feeling her soft lips play across my skin and her tongue caress my nipples. I slipped a finger into my twat, wetting it, then put it into Brigit's mouth; she sucked it as eagerly as any baby with its bottle. She looked so sweet and innocent and also so dirty there, nude on her knees before me, nursing blissfully on my finger.

I spread my legs and drew Brigit's head down between them. It felt like an electric shock when her tongue penetrated me. I closed my eyes and savored the feeling as Brigit enthusiastically gave me head. She had me exploding in no time, but I only pulled her tighter up against me, eager for more. When I opened my eyes again it was to the beautiful sight of sweet Brigit's head between my thighs; then I noticed that Sophia had joined in, sliding underneath Brigit to lap at her cunt.

So this is heaven, I thought. The three of us made love in every possible combination until dawn and finally fell asleep in a heap in the morning sun, exhausted and inconceivably happy. So, as you can imagine, I really don't feel that bad about it.

END

 




 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER SEVEN

Honey, Just One Time?




Part 1

 

The bell had sounded over an hour before, signally the end of the last period as Morgan Stevens, head of the Social Studies Department, walked down the empty halls of Muskingum High. The slender twenty something blond was carrying on an animated discussion with Addy Baker, another of the teachers. The two had been friends almost since the day they had both started at the school, and Morgan often turned to Addy for advice.

"I really don't know what I'm going to do with Richard," Morgan said as they walked.

"What's he done this time?" The auburn haired black woman laughed softly.

Richard Bermann was an aging relic of the Social Studies department. He was long past the age where he could retire, but he had steadfastly refused to do so. Despite the many problems he had caused her, Morgan had a deep affection for the teacher dating back to the days when she sat one of these classrooms as a student.

So far this year alone, he had tried to send Anna Lake, one of the most popular girls in the school, home for not wearing a bra. That action had led to a demonstration of support by most of the female student body who also then went braless. A protest that while not appreciated by the school hierarchy, was quite enjoyable to the other half of the student population.

He'd also alienated a significant portion of his black students with some of his comments, as well as made several accusations about the sexual particularities of some of his fellow teachers. Lately there'd been some talk that he might actually be lapsing into senility.

"Just another argument between him and Hegel," Morgan replied, making reference to Stefan Hegel, Muskingum's Vice Principal

. "What was it about?" Addy inquired, then added. "Wait, I don't even think I want to know."

Morgan shot Addy a hard look.

"Sorry girl," Addy responded, "but if you're looking for sympathy for having to deal with Richard, don't look at me. I would have let them fire him a half dozen times this year alone."

The blond haired department head was about to say something to her friend when a noise from the classroom they were passing caught her attention.

"Did you hear that?" She said instead.

Addy raised a finger to her mouth to show that yes she did hear it, and that they should be quiet. Moving to the back door of the supposedly empty classroom, the two teachers glanced through the glass window.

"Oh my God!" Morgan gasped in a whisper as she saw what was going beyond the door. "I ..."

"Shhhh!" Addy cut her off, taking her own long look.

In the far corner of the room, visible only from the back door, were two students. One was instantly recognizable as Anna Lake. She was sitting on the edge of a desk, lip locked with another girl. The second student's face wasn't clearly visible, but what was clear was that she had one of her hands inside Anna's blouse. Anna, in turn, had her own hand up the other girl's skirt.

Before the two girls could become aware of the teachers looking in on them, Addy grabbed Morgan's arm and silently pulled her away from the door and down the hall. She didn't stop until they had put a closed door between them and what they had just witnessed.

"We have to go back there and do something," Morgan said as soon as they stopped.

"Do what?" Addy asked.

"Tell them they're not allowed to kiss on school grounds."

"We can't do nothing," Morgan insisted.

"That's exactly what we're going to do," Addy insisted. "With all the things that have happened in this school this past year, the last thing we need is another sex scandal. Especially one that you bring to light."

The last part of Addy's comment hit her colleague hard. A few months before, Morgan had practically walked in on two students that time a boy and girl, in an empty stairwell. The girl, Sharon Wheeler, had been on her knees, performing oral sex on Jared Crosby.

Both of them were candidates for Student Council President and it turned out that the sex act had been a bribe to Jared to drop out of the race and throw his support behind Sharon. After Morgan exposed them, Steven Harper, Muskingum's Principal, disqualified both of them from the election and the third candidate won.

What had shocked Morgan so much about that whole incident was the casual way both students viewed it. Sharon had said that it was no big thing, rating oral sex no higher on the scale than Morgan had rated French kissing when she was her age.

And when questioned about the morality of trading a sexual favor in exchange for throwing the election, Jared had simply explained, "Are you kidding, haven't you ever seen Sharon Wheeler?"

"Half the students in this school don't trust you, especially after you blew the whistle on those two," Addy said. "Is it worth it to lose the other half for that?"

With all the real problems facing them, drugs, teen pregnancy, students dropping out, the fact that two students might be experimenting with lesbianism seemed pretty low on the list. Reluctantly, Morgan finally agreed with Addy.

The next day was Friday and the two teachers found themselves in the near empty teacher's lounge, still discussing what had happened the day before. They were speaking in low tones, trying to keep the conversation private, but were still overheard by Sarah Hendricks, one of the older teachers.

"I'm not surprised," Sarah offered her unsolicited opinion. "It used to be some girls experimented with that sort of thing in college, now it's high school. With all the diseases going around, not to mention boyfriends who get them pregnant and then disappear, more girls are finding other ways to take care of their sexual urges. Besides, it's not the worse way to have an orgasm if you don't have a steady man."

As Sarah finished her coffee and began to leave for her next class, both of the younger women had to wonder about the last part of her comment. The way she said it made them wonder if perhaps she had some personal experience in that area. Bolder than Morgan, Addy asked just that. Pausing for a moment before walking away, Sarah just smiled broadly at the question.

The loud ringing of the bell cut off any further discussion, reminding both Morgan and Addy that they too had classes waiting for them. They gathered up their things and began to leave as well.

"Are we still on for dinner at my place tonight?" Addy asked before Morgan disappeared out the door.

Morgan nodded that they were. With her on again, off again, relationship with fellow teacher, Ham Snead in the latter mode once again, Morgan had been pretty much keeping to himself in the off hours. Addy was determined to bring her out of her low spirits, but so far had only gotten her to agree to dinner at her apartment rather than going out.




Part 2

 

This Friday was Sarah's turn to do a security check of the school. Each of the teachers shared the duty, rotating among the staff. Sarah was not planning to do anything this evening anyway and it wouldn't take long. She could maybe stop at a local Bistro and have a nice dinner and a glass of wine...alone

It was no different than any other time in the building, with the exception that Sarah arrived at the school when all the kids had gone and her inspection took only a short time, so she walked down the hall and peered in on the art department and saw the new teacher Jezzie, correcting some papers. Officer Nita Simon was also standing there, in her Police Uniform, making small talk with Jezzie while making the final check of the building and assuring everyone had left.

 

Jezzie was a very attractive young woman who didn't appear to be a day over 21, and had an outstanding figure. Who looked very sexy in her starched white blouse and dark skirt, so Sarah walk in to say hello

."Hello dear" Sarah said, which startled Jezzie for a moment, who replied back "Why Ms. Hogan it's nice to see you"

. After they made some small talk and Sarah insisted that they do away with formalities and call her Sarah, they started to talk about some of the annoying pupils who would disrupt the class.

"It makes you just want to shake them" Sarah said as she clutched the collar of Jezzie's blouse, to demonstrate what she was talking about, and almost instantly two things came to her mind.

One, she shouldn't have clutched Jezzie's blouse and secondly, she realized that Jezzie was melting into her arms and that she wanted to kiss her.

 

She knew it was wrong, and if the girl resisted or screamed she could be ruined, but all the pent up passion boiling inside of her had a mind of its own, and she looked in Jezzie's eyes briefly and kissed her lips so very tenderly, before penetrating her lips and kissing her with all the passion she could muster, and then slipping her leg between Jezzie's.

Breaking their passionate kiss, and almost speaking in unison, they both said "I want you", and again pressed their lips together, not caring that the classroom door was unlocked.

 

All they knew was they wanted the gentle touch of a woman, and a release of their pent up passion. Clutching at each other's clothes in a flurry of fingers as if it was some kind of a race to see who could get the other disrobed first, Sarah managed to slip off Jezzie's blouse and bent her head to kiss the beautiful breasts incased in lace presented to her.

 

Her fingers fumbling with the hooks, Sarah managed to remove Jezzie's bra as Jezzie slipped Sarah's top off over her head, and buried her face in the valley of lust. Licking Sarah's bra covered nipples, while releasing her beautiful breasts from their covering.

 

Finally after what seemed almost like hours to two women in lust they managed to disrobe each other and Sarah, with one sweep of her hand to clear the desk, laid Jezzie down on her back. Uncomfortable? Yes, to most people, but not to two women in lust.

 

With Jezzie lying on her back on the desk, Sarah leaned to kiss and suck each of Jezzie's beautiful breasts, after licking in a little circle around her already stiff nipples. Nursing like a hungry baby on her nipples then dragging her teeth softly on her nipples which brought forth moans from both women.

 

Still standing but moving slightly, Sarah licked just under Jezzie's breasts, and down her tummy. Her tongue leaving a little wet trail as far as her belly button, which she lapped and tongue fucked. As she was being licked Jezzie had her hand rubbing Janice's back until finally she couldn't wait any longer and pulled Sarah closer so she could kiss and lick her breasts.

 

Drawing one into her mouth and sucking hard. The women had only one thing in mind at this point and that was to taste each other's pussy and the supreme pleasure it would bring. Sarah stretched Jezzie out on the desk top with her legs parted wide and climbed up to assume the classical 69 position, with her knees on either side of her lusty partner's head.

 

While putting her hands under Jezzie's ass, she dropped her face and while breathing in her wonderful fragrance she licked her delicate folds. A quick flick of her tongue, at the puckered opening of her ass, she licked all the way through the dripping slit, up to the rigid, engorged clitoris. Sarah was in a zone, oblivious to everything around them, except the task at hand, they failed to notice the classroom door open, and see Officer Nita standing there, who by now was pressing her uniform skirt towards her hot pussy, and slightly rubbing.

 

She had finished her shift for the day and was ready to go home with her bag over her shoulder, when she thought she would check the door, only to find it unlocked.

 

Clearing her throat, she said with a smile "The door was unlocked, but it's locked now and I want in on some of this", and quickly disrobed, before any objections could be voiced.

 

Reaching into her bag Officer Nita brought out the biggest black dildo that Jezzie had ever seen, and put on the harness, as she held the plastic dick to Jezzie's mouth for her to get it wet. Holding the wet dildo to Jezzie's tight little asshole, Nita started to push, until the dildo disappeared from sight, and Jezzie stopped moaning from the pain, and started to enjoy the pleasure of being ass fucked.

 

The smell of linseed disappeared from the room and was replaced by the odor of pussy, as Sarah and Jezzie each furiously licked each other, and Officer Nita's hips moved faster as she fucked with the huge dildo. Office Nita could feel the tingle building each time the end of her dildo hit her swollen clit, and just hoped that the three of them could cum together, so she moved her tight ass like a machine.

 

When it hit, it hit Jezzie first, and she tensed up her body while she moaned into Janice's pussy, that she was cumming. It was like a chain reaction, because after Jezzie came, Sarah let out a howl, and Officer Nita almost collapsed from the strong orgasm that had gripped her.

As they were getting dressed, Sarah made them promise that this event should be kept a secret and they would repeat it again, given the opportunity.




Part 3

 

Dinner went off pretty well, they both agreed. The meal was quite simple but then neither of them were great cooks. It was enough for the two of them to put the week's problems behind them and relax for a while.

After dinner, Addy produced a second bottle of wine and they moved their conversation to the small living room. They sat on opposite ends of the couch and after they made themselves comfortable, Addy poured them each a full glass.

"Things any better between you and Harry?" Addy asked as she took a sip of wine.

"I'd really rather not discuss Harry right now," Morgan countered, taking an even larger sample of her own drink.

"All right," Addy said, "but just remember, if all else fails there's always Hegel?"

That suggestion caused Morgan to almost choke on her wine. It was public knowledge that Stefan Hegel had an almost schoolboy like crush on her. A rigid, no-nonsense disciplinarian, Hegel was looked on as an almost neo-Nazi by most of the student body and even some of the faculty. While Morgan didn't view him as that extreme in most cases, the one time he had actually asked her out had almost made her nauseous.

"Well if I'm going to be stuck with Hegel," she joked after catching her breath. "I guess that leaves you with Steven."

Steven Harper, the Principal of Muskingum High was a tall, powerfully built black man. With a clean shaven head and a carefully trimmed goatee and mustache, he was considered quite an impressive figure.

"Hmmm," the brown skinned woman said as she considered the idea. "That might not be so bad. Steven is a pretty big man. Might be fun to find out if that goes for everything about him."

"You are so bad," Morgan responded.

They continued to chat for a while, discussing some of the things that had happened over the school year. If nothing else, as Addy had insinuated the day before, this seemed to be the year of the sex scandal.

First there was a mini-scandal with Harry having kissed Anna Lake. It had led to her blackmailing Harry into helping her out when she was in trouble with Hegel. Then there was the disclosure of a Pussy Posse game being played by the male seniors. A game where they got different points for bedding female students, with the most going for a freshman.

It was followed by the discovery of a journal by a teacher who died suddenly. In it he had written that he was sleeping with one of his students. In the end, it turned out that the whole affair was the result of his obsession with the girl and had never happened.

A more real affair occurred between Milton Buttle, one of the English teachers and a student. True, when he first met her, he thought she was a twenty-year-old Harvard student and not an eighteen-year-old senior. But he'd continued sleeping with her even after he found out she went to Muskingum. The revelation of the affair had cost him his job.

"You can't tell me," Addy was saying as she refilled both of their glasses, "that a good number of the men at Muskingum wish they couldn't have traded places with Milton for a night. As long as they didn't get caught of course. Sleeping with a student has got to be their biggest fantasy."

"Right up there with watching two women," Morgan said, realizing that the wine was getting to her as she repeated something Harry had mentioned to her one night in bed.

"Tell me about it, girlfriend," Addy said, feeling a little of the wine's effect as well. "It seems like there comes a point in every relationship that a man brings up the idea of a threesome. Just so he can see you and another girl get it on."

It must've been the wine, but Morgan found the determination to ask a question she normally never would.

"Addy, have you ever done it?" Morgan asked, the meaning of "it" self-evident.

"Well to be honest," her fellow teacher replied, "I've been hit on by women before, but I've never taken any of them up on their offers. Still, I have thought about what it might be like at times. "

"I can believe that women hit on you too," Morgan agreed.

In the beginning of the school year, Holt `45, the popular student website run by Sheryl Holt had run a poll on what female teachers the students most wanted to sleep with. Addy had come in first, gathering twice as many votes as the runner-up.

Morgan had ranked lower on the list, barely beating out a few women almost twice her age for the seventh position. That had upset her so much that she had a friend hack the site and get the raw data for the poll. More shocking than how few people had voted for her was how many girls had taken the poll and voted for Addy.

"How about you?" Addy asked in return.

"Sometimes," Morgan answered almost hesitantly, "I think about what it would be like to kiss another girl. Just to satisfy my curiosity."

Addy laughed at her response.

"I'm glad you think it's so funny," the blond said, a little touch of anger in her voice.

"I wasn't laughing at you, Morgan," Addy explained. "A friend of mine, I think you met her once, Rene, the lawyer, told me a story about her roommate. It seems another female lawyer in her firm was having dreams about kissing her."

"I don't see what that has to do ..."

"It was just that you used almost the same words that her roommate used to justify it when they did kiss each other," Addy said, before pausing to take another drink of the wine.

"Did it satisfy their curiosity?" Morgan asked.

"Well to hear, Renee, tell it," Addy smiled, "her friend came home that night with a very satisfied look on her face."

Now Morgan paused to take a long taste of her wine. The look on her face was one Addy knew well. It was a look of remembrance.

"You're thinking about Anna Lake, aren't you?" Addy asked.

Morgan nodded her head yes.

"I guess I've been thinking about her too," Addy admitted.

"Do you think we could?" Morgan asked, the need to actually say it outright not needed.

"Can't see what harm it would do?" Addy smiled.

"Guess not," Morgan smiled in return. "It really can't do any harm, just a little kiss ..."

"... Just to satisfy our curiosity," Addy finished the sentence.




Part 4

 

Both women leaned forward as their lips met. It was a gentle kiss at first, just the barest caress of their lips against each other. Then it became just a little more intimate as their tongues came into play. The kiss seemed both endless and all too brief. Rather than satisfying their curiosity, it only seemed to intensify it.

"That was ..." Morgan began.

"...Intense," Addy finished.

"Again?" Morgan asked, unsure of the answer she would get.

"Why not?" Addy replied.

They kissed again, the degree of their connection being just a little stronger. Without asking about it, a third kiss followed without pause. To Morgan's surprise, she found her hand resting on Addy's breast, mirroring what she had seen Anna and that other girl doing yesterday. To her relief as she realized she had done it, Addy didn't seem to mind at all.

In fact, rather than be shocked, Addy took Morgan's hand in her own and slipped it under her blouse, bringing it to rest against her naked flesh beneath.

"Oh my," Morgan said as she took a long deep breath.

"Exactly," Addy added.

"I think that maybe we should take a few moments to think about this," Morgan said as she reluctantly withdrew her hand from inside Addy's shirt.

A shattering quiet filled the room as both women realize that they are the edge of crossing a line. They moved back a little further from each other, each taking another drink of wine.

"I think this is going a little further than we planned," Morgan said.

"Is that a bad thing?" Addy asked. "After all we're both adults.

" "I guess not, and yes we are," said Morgan.

"So I guess the question to ask is," Addy said. "Do we really want to explore this?"

"I guess it would be nice if we understood what the attraction to it all was," Morgan replied in way of not giving too direct an answer.

"But it would only be this one time, right?" asked Addy.

"Absolutely," Morgan replied.

"Then I guess what we should decide first then is how far we should take this, just so we don't have a problem later on," Addy said.

"That's a good idea," agreed Morgan.

"So how far do we go?" Addy repeated.

"How far do you think we should go?" Morgan asked in turn,

"Well we're not going to go anywhere is we keep asking this back and forth," Addy stated.

"I guess you're right," Morgan said, as she paused to take a long, deep breath. "If we're only going to try this once, then maybe we should try it all."

"All, meaning everything?" Addy asked.

"Yes,"

"Everything would include our going down on each other?" Addy continued, getting straight to the most extreme possibility.

"Unless you have a problem with that," Morgan quickly said. "We could skip ..."

"No, I just wanted to make sure the parameters of our little experiment." Addy warmly smiled.

`Then I guess there's nothing left but to just do it, I guess." Morgan concluded.

Addy replied by taking the glass of wine out of Morgan's hand and putting both of them on the coffee table. She leaned across the small distance between them on the couch and kissed Morgan again. As her tongue slipped into the history teacher's mouth, Addy's hands slipped up under her shirt as well.

"Oh yes," Morgan moaned as Addy's hands squeezed her small mounds through her bra.

The chocolate hued teacher slid down her hands and grabbed the bottom of Morgan's shirt. Then pulled it up and over Morgan's head, tossing it aside to the floor. She leaned forward and kissed the exposed flesh of her pale breasts. Her tongue tickled Morgan's skin, causing her to giggle.

Reaching behind her, Morgan undid the hook of her bra, letting it fall forward into Addy's hands. She dropped it to the floor as well, then moved her mouth to cover the newly exposed bright pink nipples.

"Yes!" Morgan moaned even louder as Addy's red lips closed around her nipples, pulling them into her mouth. It was a feeling that was both familiar and excitingly new.

Addy continued to feast on the ambrosia of her new love's mounds, alternating the soft caress of her lips and tongue with the sharp bite of her teeth. It was a combination that Morgan seemed to thrive on. A fact attested to by the increasing volume of her cries.

"Oh Addy, I want to do that to you so much," Morgan said between moans, "you have such beautiful breasts."

Addy leaned back and slowly, erotically, began to undo her blouse. With each undone button, more of the creamy brown flesh beneath became visible, and with it the rising beat of Morgan's heart.

Finally only a red lace bra was left, the sheer material concealing what had been unofficially voted the best tits at Muskingum High. Morgan reached out and undid the small clasp between those mounds, setting them free. As the rich dark chocolate nipples came into view, Morgan couldn't wait to taste them.

She didn't have to wait as Addy took hold of her left breast and lifted it to Morgan's mouth. As she sucked on the tasty treat, Addy ran her fingers through the blonde's hair, stroking the back of her neck as well.

"Oh yes, lick them," she purred as Morgan returned the pleasure Addy had just given her. "Suck them hard."

"They are so sweet," Morgan said as she licked the erect nipples.

"Well maybe this will make them taste even better," Addy laughed as she had a sudden inspiration and picked up her wine glass from the table and poured the last of it over her breasts.

The drink spread out across her warm flesh, forming a shiny film against her dark skin. Morgan stretched out her darting tongue and began to lick the tasty beverage, now mixed with Addy's own flavoring, from her breasts. The mix, she decided, had greatly improved the wine.

The two topless women continued to make out on the couch with a fiery passion, exploring each other with their hands and mouths. It was like they were teenagers again, making out in the backseat up at lover's lane.

Addy took Morgan's hand and guided it under her skirt and inside the matching red panties beneath. A hot rush of excitement filled Morgan's body as her fingers pressed against the now saturated mound.

"I want you inside me," Addy whispered in her ear, planting a soft kiss there as well.

Morgan responded with enthusiasm as she slid first one, then two fingers inside of Addy's womanhood. Slowly at first, then with an increasing lust, she pumped them in and out of her. Now it was Addy's turn to moan with delight.

Undoing the belt on Morgan's jeans, Addy managed to pull them down her legs. Morgan reciprocated by undoing Addy's skirt. Since they had tossed off their shoes and socks when they both curled up on the couch, they were both left with only their panties.

Addy matched Morgan's moves, sliding her own hand into her plain white panties and her fingers past the trimmed blond bush. In no time at all the two teachers were furiously finger fucking each other.

Now both were covered with a sticky film of sweat as they pushed the other along the road to orgasm. A road that proved rather short as first Morgan, then Addy had a brief but pleasing climax.

"That was great," Addy said as they wrapped her arms around Morgan and pulled her close, "really great."

"I think fantastic would be a better choice of words," Morgan offered as she kissed Addy's cheek.

"I'll defer to your judgment," Addy chuckled, "after all, you are a department head."

"What should we try next?" Morgan asked, her voice containing a small fear that Addy might decide that her curiosity had been satisfied and bring their explorations to a stop.




Part 5

 

Addy took what seemed like such a long time answering that Morgan was sure that her fear was right on the money. Then it was dashed aside as Addy smiled invitingly and suggested that they move their little adventure to the bedroom where they might be more comfortable.

Once spread out on Addy's bed, they quickly took off each other's panties, removing the last barrier between them. They pressed their bodies together, rubbing first their nipples, then their pussies against each other. Still filled with curious excitement, they continued what they had started on the couch.

"Hold on a second," Addy interrupted as an idea sparkled in her eyes. "I have something we can use."

Disengaging herself from their embrace, Addy leaned over and reached into the bottom drawer of her night table. As she did, Morgan couldn't help but appreciate the rounded smoothness of her ass. God this woman had a perfect body, she thought.

From within the table, Addy produced a slim, smooth white plastic vibrator. The appearance of the phallic shaped toy brought a look of surprise to Morgan's face.

"Oh come on," Addy laughed, "like you don't have one too."

"Have one?" Morgan repeated in all seriousness. "Up until thirty second ago, I'd never even seen one."

"You're kidding?" The brown skinned beauty asked. Then realizing that her friend was telling the truth added, "It's no wonder that most of the students think you're some kind of nun."

"Some nun," Morgan replied as she considered the fact that she was naked in bed with another woman and what they had been doing.

Then, considering some of the stories she'd heard about nuns over the years, maybe the nickname wasn't so far off the mark after all.

"Where did you get that?" Morgan asked, finding it hard to imagine the teacher going to some out of the way sex shop.

"Mail order," Addy simply replied as she twisted the bottom of the slim toy and it began to softly buzz.

"Really?" Morgan said in surprise.

"Why don't you just lay back and let me show you what you've been missing," Addy said, dismissing Morgan's questions.

"Oh God!" Morgan yelled as Addy guided the pulsating tip of the long toy between the folds of her pussy and brushed it against the tip of her clitoris.

The journey of the pleasure-giving device had begun at the tips of Morgan's breasts, then passed down the small valley between them. It continued on down between her legs, leaving a tingling trail.

Addy slowly moved the humming toy in and out of Morgan's pussy. It left a rising appreciation of the benefits of modern technology and a mental note to purchase one for herself at the very first opportunity.

"Oh I can't wait any longer," Addy said as she withdrew the vibrator from within Morgan and twisted the base to the off position.

She was about to lay it aside when she noticed the small amount of shiny residue at the tip. Lifting it to her mouth, she slid her tongue across it, licking the plastic clean. It was but an appetizer of what was to come.

Finally laying the now clean toy aside, Addy took hold of Morgan's legs and spread them apart. There was little doubt that she was the one in charge right now and the slightly older blond didn't seem to care a bit.

Throughout her life, once Addy had made up her mind to do something, she would act on that decision with great enthusiasm. This time was no exception as she lowered her head between Morgan's outstretched legs and eagerly partook of the ambrosia she had just sampled.

If the touch of her vibrator on Morgan's clit had been electrifying, that of Addy's soft tongue proved explosive. Morgan's body quaked beneath the repeated thrusts of her mouth and fingers.

"Ooooooh," Morgan moaned in response, unable to believe that this was the first time Addy had ever done this. What would she be like if she'd had more practice?

Addy wrapped her arms around Morgan's legs, holding her even tighter against her face. The fires within her made her a woman possessed, passing those raging flames into Morgan's body as well.

Wave upon increasing wave of rising gratification crashed across the fullness of Morgan's body, sending her spiraling down a whirlpool of delights. It didn't take long for that whirlpool to erupt into a senses shattering orgasm that she would never forget.

"Addy!!!" She screamed at the top of her lungs as her body quivered and quaked with such force that she almost thought that she might black out.

"There is absolutely no way I am ever going to be able to top that," Morgan said as she finally regained her senses.

"I guess I did get a little carried away," Addy softly laughed. "It's okay."

"You didn't give me a chance to finish," Morgan continued. "I don't think I'm going to be able to top it, but I'm going to give my best shot."

In no time at all, Morgan's face was in turn buried between Addy's thighs as the brown skinned woman braced herself against the headboard. Rocking back and forth, Addy added her motions to the not insignificant skill of Morgan's tongue. The blond haired teacher hadn't given herself enough credit. In less time that she would've believed possible, she had brought Addy to the crest of her own climax.

"Right there," Addy panted as Morgan found her sensitive spot, feeling the rising swells within her.

Morgan took the recommendation and concentrated her efforts on that spot. Not to say she didn't spread out her efforts in other areas as well. She could feel the tremor in the dark legs pressed against the sides of her face. Her heart raced at the thought that she had caused both that and the orgasm yet born.

A birth that came less than five minutes later with a gratifying intensity that left no room for complaint. Not that Addy would've been inclined to do so under any circumstances.

"That was pretty nice," Addy smiled as her climax slowly subsided and she dropped down and kissed Morgan in appreciation of her gift.

Over the next few hours, they repeated their little experiment as any good researchers would. After all, they rightly reasoned, until a new day actually began, it was all part of the same event. To their mutual delight, each repetition ended with a similar if not more satisfying conclusion.

Finally, long after the dawn, the two lovers were forced to reluctantly concede that a new day had indeed begun. A single, long kiss sealed their bargain. To put the events of the previous night into a locked box, never to see the light of day.




Epilogue

 

Monday morning found Morgan and Addy having coffee together in the teacher's lounge. Silence filled the table as each of them quietly read various papers and savored their drinks. As per their mutual agreement, the events of the weekend were not a topic of discussion.

"Good morning, Sarah," Morgan said as she looked up and noticed the heavyset teacher pouring herself a cup of coffee. "How was your weekend?"

"Oh it was fine," she said as she stirred the cream she had added to her cup. "I went to visit my cousin over in Cambridge."

"That's nice," Morgan replied as she went back to the lesson plan she had been reviewing.

"How did the two of you make out on Friday?" Sarah asked after taking a slip of her coffee.

The seeming innocent question, at least to the other teachers scattered around the room, caused both Morgan and Addy's heads to snap up at the same time. A guilty look filled both their faces.

"Friday?" Morgan asked, her voice almost stuttering.

"Yes," Sarah said, wondering why such a simple question seemed to upset the department head so much. "The two of you were having dinner together Friday night, or did I get that wrong?"

"No, dinner was fine," Addy answered for Morgan, remembering that Sarah had been there when they had first made their plans.

"Good," Sarah concluded as she took her coffee and Danish and went to sit at one of the other tables. Basking in the memory of Jezzie's sweet pussy, and that gorgeous butch cop from her Friday night!

Morgan and Addy looked at each other for a long moment. Then they both burst into a relief filled laughter. An action that drew a few stares from some onlookers.

"Private joke," Addy said, satisfying most of their curiosities.

They smiled at each other, secure in the knowledge that no one would ever know what had passed between them. Yet, as they went back to their reading, one thought seemed to echo in each of their thoughts.

Despite what they had said to each other about their little venture into the world of Sapphic lust. About it being a one-time experiment, both young women knew that it was going to be impossible to put the genie back in the bottle.

The question in each of their minds centered instead on which of them would be the first to act on that conclusion. As they looked deep into each other's eyes, it was a question that might not be long in the answering.

 

End

 




 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER EIGHT

Her Dream Lover




Prologue




 

Being an author of lesbian erotica, I have received many emails from women about tribadism. The story 'The Dream Lover' describes two of the main characters engaged in this sexual activity. I recently read an older article on the subject from a sister author, Ginny Walker, back in 2005. I believe it sums up the term very well I hope you'll agree.

'Seems many are intrigued by the prospect, even eager to try it, but far fewer have actually experienced it and there is a lot of uncertainty in how to go about it. It is my belief that when it comes to two women making love, things will come naturally. In fact, it seems that many girls discover tribadism "accidentally" in the natural course of making love (this was also the case for me).

Intercourse is something Mother Nature seems to taken care of in the design of women. I have been with several women for whom it was their first time and just as they knew how to pleasure themselves, they knew exactly how to pleasure another woman as well. My advice is to let nature be your guide, and let your instincts control your actions.

Having said that I will my share my perspective on what I believe to be one of the most intimate and sensual acts two women can share together, namely, tribadism.

There are three orientations (that I can think of) that allow for pussy to pussy contact (pussy meaning, vulva and/or clitoris).

The missionary position has a natural look and feel to it - please note that my reasons for saying this is entirely based on nature and physiology NOT on heterosexual intercourse (typical heterosexual intercourse is also merely a byproduct of the same physiological structure and circumstances). This position also conveys a sense of closeness and oneness that the other positions do not.

There is maximum body to body contact - breasts can mesh with breasts, nipples pressing into nipples, legs caressing legs along their length, etc. It also allows for kissing during and after intercourse, which adds so much to the emotional and physical aspects of making love. I love looking into my girlfriend's eyes as we fuck! Especially as we come!

I have also found that this orientation more efficiently serves to splay open my lover's inner labia and keeps her open to me, allowing for greater penetration and greater stimulation for her. In the missionary position one girl has her legs spread while the other girl keeps them together and she slips in between her lover's thighs. This can be either the girl on top (such as when you straddle your lover), or the girl on the bottom. Which of you spreads her legs and which of you slips in between will have more to do with your physical build than who's on top.

If your pubic bone is sufficiently pronounced, as is mine, then you will probably find that you should be the one to keep your legs together and your lover should spread hers to receive you. This will usually provide more effective contact and maximize penetration. There is one caveat, however, penetration is usually one-sided, so that the woman with her legs spread typically is in a more natural position to have her labia opened and her lover's vulva will more easily slip inside hers.

So while I typically have my legs together, we will occasionally swap, so that I can feel my lover's vulva slip inside of my own. This is something you really have to feel for yourself to truly appreciate. The more conventional approach would have the girl with the spread legs on the bottom, while the other girl presses down into her pussy. The girl on bottom can wrap her legs around her lover, bend her knees or even slide a pillow under her hips to provide a better angle of attack and maximize pussy to pussy contact.

However, I prefer to lay on bottom with my lover on top, straddling me and then rocking & rolling her hips. She will position herself so that her pussy is directly above mine. We then begin a slow rhythmic humping to work our juices out and coat our vulvas (by the time we get down to trib we are both usually soaked so it is just a matter of getting our sticky juices out from between our slits and covering our vulva and surrounding inner thighs).

Once we are sufficiently lubricated things get really fun. I will usually hold firmly to her hips and yank her forward and back in a rapid movement so that her pussy never breaks contact with mine, but simply slides fore and aft along its length. The motion, along with her legs being spread, will cause her labia to open like a flower, allowing my vulva to work its way inside of hers. As my arousal increases my engorged clit will actually penetrate her slit. At the top of her stroke my clit is nuzzled between the bottom edges of her slit, then as her hips slide back, my clit will slide along between her labia until her clit comes mashing into mine.

When we are both ready to cum, I'll roll my hips up and forward slightly so that my clit will find hers and mash together. Once we are clit to clit, I know we will both come in just a few moments. Then I'll pull her down to me so I can feel her naked skin rubbing mine as I enjoy the aftershock of a powerful orgasm. We will usually kiss passionately and maintain a slow humping rhythm, such that our breasts and pussies continue to rub together. We can make love like this for a half hour or longer, and I usually experience many small orgasms as we do so. Tribadism is all about positioning and establishing that intimate contact. It is one the most satisfying exchanges you will experience - in any position.'




Part One

 

Life is good. Yesterday, I became a divorced woman, my company thrived, and my daughter started her second year at college. Plus, it was a beautiful late-fall day, my favorite: warm enough to show off my tan, cool enough not to sweat.

Oh, maybe I should introduce myself. Alex Sebastian, my name not his. I'm 37, newly divorced, mother of one, and the sole owner of a catalog business catering to women's lingerie.

I've got to say that while I can't compete with the main line lingerie catalog we all know about, I do okay. I'm going to interview a new photographer in the morning. We caught the old one in a delicate situation with one of our models. I'm glad this one's a woman photographer. I'm hoping she'll have a better feel for the models and their outfits

Lately, with a new female photographer to interview, I have been dreaming about erotic encounters with other girls and women, but I'm sure I'm not the only female who this happens to.

Let me tell you about my dream that I had last night. I was at a fair with an ex-teacher. She was taller than me, blonde, very attractive, her body was more curvaceous than most of the skinny girls around us. Everyone was having a good time. We went to a candy store and saw a lady working behind the stall. She was about 6" had long red hair, and was very slim as she served us from behind the counter. Next thing I know, there are fields. Fields with long thin grass.

The teacher and I are sharing a kiss, long and hard, tongues entwining, hands roaming each other's bodies. She tells me she wants to have sex with me and the lady behind the counter, but there is just us two at the time. We go into a small yard that is empty, and close the wooden door behind us. I am lying on my back, my legs spread for the teacher.

She climbs onto me in no time, licking and kissing me everywhere. I feel her hand and fingers constantly rubbing my aching pussy. I lean my head back and moan in contentment as she makes me cum just by her touch.

Then I sense another person joining us. It is the red-head, she is so beautiful. Her long red hair covers my legs as she moves her head to my clit and starts to kiss it softly, before sucking me, eating me out.

My teacher however is kissing my full round breasts, taking a nipple into her mouth sucking on them like a hungry baby. The red-head has found my g-spot with her tongue, and makes me cum and cum all the time, my body writhing underneath both of these gorgeous women.

Then we are in a different position. The red-head is now on her back as I had been, and I am eating her pussy cream. I am kneeling on the floor, my hands flat on the ground supporting me. Behind me is the teacher, her arms wrapped tenderly around my thighs, and is stroking my wet pussy from behind through from under my ass. We are all crying out in sexual ecstasy.

At that point I wake up in my bed and it is morning. I find my own hand between my legs, fingering my pussy which is on fire, I pinch the soft flesh in between my fingers, massaging it as I lie in bed, my head back against the pillows, the sun shining through the windows, the dream still fresh in my memory. Now I have got to live my fantasy out soon! Or maybe dream about it again?




Part Two

 

 

.

The new photographer that I was going to interview today, I'd never met her before, though she came highly recommended. I stopped in front of my office to look over her resume and portfolio one last time. Samantha Vincent. Her photos were good, very good. She'd included standard catalog type shots, but also some candid shots of models, unaware there was a camera anywhere near.

It was these photos that were most interesting yet more than slightly disturbing. There was one that drew me back time and again: it was of a young model standing in front of a mirror, glazing her hands across her breasts, her eyes focused backward in the mirror toward a barely seen woman in the background, communicating a silent message of lust and love.

Opening my office door, Ms. Vincent stood up to greet me. "My stars, how tall are you?" I asked in astonishment.

"Six feet even" she answered in a silky voice like good whiskey on a late night.

She stepped over and shook my hand.

"Mrs. Sebastian, I've seen wonderful things from your catalog. I'm pleased to meet you."

"Alex, please. Thank goodness I'm not a Mrs. any longer. Please, have a seat. These photos are extraordinary. May I call you Samantha? What drew you to photography in the first place?"

"Please, call me Sam. I used to be a model myself, and would sometimes argue with the photographer about the best way to place the subjects or light the product. I seemed to find ways that pleased me more and would make a better photo. So, I quit modeling, honed my craft, and here I am. That was 6 years ago and I've loved every second of it. I've always liked your catalog. It's small enough to be personal, you feel as if you could melt into the lingerie. In fact, I have a drawer full of your bras and underwear. I don't know where you find such deep, pleasurable colors and fabrics. I always feel more special when I'm wearing your stuff."

We spent the rest of the afternoon talking, laughing and looking over the collection of cameras and the studio where we did a large part of the layouts for the catalog. Of course I hired Sam, how could I not? She had a way with her photographs that drew a viewer in and made them feel a part of the scene.

With a start, I realized it was early evening and everyone had gone home. "Sam, it seems we're the last ones here. If you don't have any plans tonight, why don't we grab a bite to eat and continue talking? I find you fascinating, and while I've never been a photographer, you make it sound like something I'd like to try."

Dinner was this amazing little Chinese place just around the corner that I'd loved for years. It seemed few other people knew of it since there was almost never anyone there.

Sam and I talked, laughed, and even cried a little as we talked over our pasts and the loves we'd had. She frankly admitted being a lesbian, saying she'd known since she was about 10 and had been out since the age of 14.

I found myself drawn to this woman as I'd never been drawn to another person before. She was funny, insightful, had a wonderfully quick and keen intelligence, and was one of the most compassionate people I'd ever met.

To say she was beautiful wouldn't do her justice. Since quitting modeling, she'd filled out some though she was plenty slender. Sam had these almost almond-shaped, liquid brown eyes with brows that gracefully arched over them. I wanted to touch them to see if they were as soft as they looked.

She had a perky little button nose, and an amazing mouth. If I could find a model with such a mouth, I'd feel incredibly lucky. It had full, dark red lips always moist looking and she had a subtle almost secretive smile lurking around the corners.

She sat back after finishing her meal and tossed her fingers through her curly, short, nearly black hair. If you took her face apart, each portion would be pleasing by itself, but put all together, she was captivating. I could see why she'd been a successful model.

We said good night at the door after arranging the next weeks' worth of shooting for the spring catalog.

Sam had expressed some great new ideas for the spring shoot. I was excited about going home and sketching them out.

The next few weeks were over in a flash. The models seemed to love Sam and were responding to her work as I'd hoped they would. They seemed to feel completely at ease with her.

There was not a doubt in my mind, Sam was now the source of my current nightly erotic dreams. My evening routine consisted a slow session of masturbation, fantasizing about some erotic interlude, with a woman. The orgasm usually calmed me enough that I would drift off to dream land in a short time. I dreamed of Sam:

"...You'd better too..." Sam murmured and sliding down beneath the covers the rest of her reply was muffled.

I, was about to continue talking, caught my breath again and my voice stilled and with a sigh I lay back and my eyes closed. Passively surrendering myself to Sam 's intimacy, I entwined my fingers in Sam 's hair, holding and guiding her, and it was some time before Sam eventually crept back up to the sanctuary of my arms. Her face was wet and I smelled the aroma of her wetness as she hugged her close.

"That was beautiful." she whispered breathlessly and Sam stretched out on top of me and pressing her thigh down between mine, she pushed herself down. She squirmed over me as though trying to ensure every possible inch of her body was touching me and as she flattened herself down more urgently she began to move her hips in a slow gentle undulating rhythm.

"Now I truly appreciate and understand the beauty of Tribadism," she whispered.

Lazily I caressed Sam's back. I stroked her shoulders and sliding my hand down smoothed my fingers along the line of her backbone. Following it down across the small of her back I stroked and caressed the smooth swell of the tight little buttocks I had now become so enamored with.

Sam began to move faster, rubbing her sex firmly on my thigh. I felt the smooth heat and wetness pressing on me. The firm nub of Sam's clitoris was unmistakable and with a little groan and stiffening shudder, Sam tensed, held motionless for a moment, then relaxed and lay still, panting gently.

For a while, I cupped and fondled Sam's bottom, then slowly I stroked my way back up and then down again.

Sleepily, contentedly, we held each other. Sam kissed my neck and moaned approvingly as my lips pressed on her forehead and her movements slowed, then finally stilled.

Still tingling from the effects of Sam's oral lovemaking, I lay holding her. Even in sleep the small warm body clung to me and as I listened to her gentle breathing I let out a soft sigh of contentment and closed my eyes.




Part Three

 

The next morning at the office, Sam was obviously on my mind since she starred in my recent erotic dream. I'd watched Sam at work, leaning over the models to arrange their hair, reaching down to adjust a bra or panty leg, snapping the catalog shots, and using a camera of her own between layouts to catch the models in candid shots.

She didn't play favorites among the models, devoting as much time to the filler models as she did to the "stars". She was becoming as vitally important to what we did as the models and the clothing.

The last layout of the shoot happened at the zoo. It was Sam's idea. The whole catalog was more primal and elemental in the way it looked, taking the viewer deeper into the new colors and fabrics.

She thought having the models photographed around the animals would add a deeper dimension to the catalog. Our focus model, Meridith, was an incredibly leggy deep red head. We had her in the latest clothing release: a wine-colored teddy. She was going to shoot with an albino tiger. We were hoping that Meridith's dark red hair and clothes would contrast sharply against her white skin and the tiger's white coat.

Meridith had spent all of yesterday with the tiger, forging a relationship and getting to know her training routine. During the afternoon's shoot, Meridith and the tigress seemed to dance with each other, stalking each other across the grass and around the arena

The last shot of the day had Meridith pinned to the ground beneath the tiger, like they were having a catfight, the tiger and Meridith. I'd been watching Sam all day, my eyes drawn to her again and again. She had on hiking boots, khaki shorts and a white tank top over one of last season's bras.

I remembered the dark blue color as one of my favorites. Her tanned legs drew my eye up into her shorts where I could just glimpse the matching panties, damp from her exertions. My skin flushed moistly and my breasts felt heavy.

I hadn't had this kind of flush for a very long time, but I remembered the feeling. I found myself attracted to Sam, deeply.

The notion disturbed me. Could I be attracted to another woman? I'd always considered myself a one-man kind of woman. Oh sure, my ex had always fantasized about me finding a woman to bring home so we could have a three-some but I'd always ignored that part of his fantasies.

I had to admit though; the thought of being with a woman had been an important part of my almost daily masturbation routine. Watching Meridith lying beneath the tiger was so fierce and basic, I completely responded to it. I could see where this would be our best catalog yet. All thanks to Sam.

Afterward, I gave Sam a hug and thanked her for her work and her ideas. "I think for a celebration we should go out to dinner and get a little drunk."

We arranged for me to pick her up around 8:00 that night, giving both of us time to rest up and then shower and get ready. At home, I explored my closet and finding nothing went to my daughter Wendy's closet to see what she'd left behind. But I could do that later. I needed a nap and maybe a little self-love to calm myself a bit before my hot dates.

The image of Meridith and the tiger rolling around like cats on the ground aroused me for some reason. I knew my ex-husband always talked about how he liked to watch two women catfight, or oil wrestle. I thought he was weird. By now in bed, undressed my hands had found my source of arousal, and I made myself come so quickly, it shocked me. Oh! My gosh, getting off on girls wrestling what else will my libido respond to?

I had little time to ponder that question because my orgasm had relaxed me and my nap soon overtook me....!!!

***

There are two of us in a large living room, I'm not sure whose living room though. I saw the girl across the room from me was nude, and I realized so was I. I am aware of a faceless man, in a striped shirt, the referee?.

We slowly approached each other, and we both slashed our nails at each other's bodies from distance, almost looking to goad the other into committing a costly error. I landed a slap to Meridith's cheek, her name is Meridith, odd, and how do I know that? The slap looked to have rocked her back, but as I rushed in, a well-placed foot to the belly took the wind from her sails before Meridith completed the move, grabbing my head and falling back to flip me hard to the mat in the corner of the room. I struggled into a seated position, back against the wall in the corner, but Meridith was on me quickly with a kick to the breasts and then she sat across my legs before pulling my head back into a tight front headlock.

A tough situation as I found Meridith choking me and pinning me against the wall, a breast maul added quickly to the mix to draw an involuntary gasp of pain from me. Out of sight, from somewhere, the noise level was picking up too as it must have been the crowd sensing Meridith moving in for the kill before I took her by surprise with two huge hooks into her rib cage that saw Meridith roll off me to the carpet.

Now I had to strike to take advantage of Meridith being winded and from my seated position, I lashed my foot into the dark haired fighter's side, sending her rolling on to her back. I dragged myself slowly to my feet now, and I attacked again, kicking Meridith in the side once more before, as Meridith rolled on to her front, I knelt beside her, wrapping my right arm tightly around her neck in a side headlock cum choke hold that immediately had Meridith in trouble.

The Mauler Meridith, an apt name for my opponent, knew she needed to fight back now and she got to all fours still trapped in the choke before a handful of hair and a bump from my right hip put her flat on her back. Moving quickly despite my fatigue, I released the headlock to trap Meridith in a reverse face sit. Pinning the red haired fighter's arms beneath my legs, I had my opponent's body at my mercy now and I showed little as I slammed hard fists into her body before a double handed breast maul threatened to draw a submission. Meridith held firm though despite the pain and the smothering effect of my ass and pussy riding her face.

 

I broke off from the breast maul to deliver some more hard punches, each driving the air a little more from Meridith's body and when the crimson haired woman bridged a little, I was quick to convert a slap to the crotch into a crotch claw. Meridith's muffled shrieks as my fingers tortured her pussy were clear for all to hear and she quickly tapped the mat.

'Submit the match?' I enquired, not releasing either hold as I did so, and getting no reply from Meridith I continued to torture the red haired woman for another couple of minutes.

Meridith's squirming and groaning grew weaker before, with a final punch to the stomach, I climbed off her instructing the referee to 'count her!'

Doing as instructed, the referee started to toll off the count and in truth, Meridith barely moved in that time as she struggled to even get to all fours before the referee reached a count of twenty.

I had my hand raised in victory as a murmur of disbelief mixed with respect for my efforts filtered through the unseen crowd. In the dressing room as I walked in, naked, Sam was there, carrying my black romper suit. She had rarely looked better to me after a fight as she hugged me in victory.

The match had proven an excellent method for me to get aroused prior to making love once more. Sam had begun to undress, right in the dressing room, and I pulled her into my arms.....!

My eyes shot open, holy shit what time is it? How long have I been asleep? I looked at the clock on the night stand. 7:30, I will need to hurry to make it by 8:00.

I got up and went into my daughter bedroom to see if she had anything I could wear. If I wanted to take Sam's breath away, I needed to dress like a twenty something girl.

There I found a simple black sparkly sheath dress Wendy had worn last summer to a wedding. I stepped into the shower thinking about that weekend. As I turned on the water, a jet of cold water hit my breasts. I gasped at the tingle, realizing how heavy and hard they were. I soaped up, running my hands around my breasts again and again. I have to admit, I have beautiful breasts.

They are the perfect size 36D with large dark brown nipples. My breasts have always been a source of pleasure for me. My ex never paid them enough attention. But I did, privately in the shower; I'd sometimes bring myself to orgasm by pinching and rubbing my breasts. I realized with a jerk that I'd better get ready for tonight.

I selected the same scarlet-color Meridith had worn that day, only I had a bra and little bitty matching panties.

My crotch tingled as I slipped the panties up. Thank goodness I had naturally curly, almost blond hair. As I was running late I simply blew it dry in a bundle of curls. Finishing my make up quickly, I changed purses and drove to Sam's to pick her up. I'd never been to her home before, though I knew where it was. Sam buzzed me into her apartment and said she'd be in the bathroom finishing, to come on in.

Her home reflected her same basic, primal nature with lots of rich deep colors reflected in throw rugs, deep sofa, and pillows. Lots of pillows. I strolled around looking at the collection of artwork on the walls, mostly her photos blown up and framed.

"I love these pictures Sam! And your home is so comfortable and rich feeling."

She guided me down the hall with her voice to show me more of her photographs. There, I saw the largest bed I'd ever seen, covered with deep purple satin sheets and even more pillows, all in deep colors: blue, teal, black.

For a moment I pictured Sam lying against the deep purple with her beautiful black hair tossed about her face. I stepped across the room to look at more of her pictures and there she was, in the bathroom, wearing just a scrap of black underwear, no bra, her leg on the counter as she applied lotion to it.

I couldn't breathe for a moment. My God, she was fabulous! She had these little tiny breasts that seemed to be nothing but nipple with these amazing coral colored nipples. She stood up to finish her hair and her nipples instantly hardened. She stepped unembarrassed to the closet where she slid a black dress over her head.

The dress looked almost more like a slip than a dress and I could see her nipples as the dress slipped over her head. I flushed and tingled again, wondering what they'd taste like. Dinner was endless.

Every time she moved her arm, I thought of those amazing breasts within the dress. Sam laid her hand on my arm when she talked about the day's shoot. Her hand slowly played with my fingers as she talked about how excited she was to look at the photos of Meridith especially.

She circled my fingers and rubbed my wrist as she talked about how good the contrast between the scarlet underwear and the white of Meridith's skin had looked within the camera. Sam stopped suddenly and suggested we dance.

I looked around, embarrassed at the idea, and noticed there were no men in the restaurant. There were only women, singly and in couples. I glanced at the dance floor and saw the same.

Sam pulled me to the floor; where there was a Kenny G tune wailing across the speakers. I must have been stiff and uncomfortable because Sam commented on it, saying I should just enjoy the music and not worry about the dance.

Soon, I found myself relaxing. Sam was a good dancer and helped me feel at ease. The tune changed, got a little faster, and she broke away and started dancing on her own. I stopped trying to move so I could watch her.

She seemed totally unaware of anyone else in the room as she threw her head back, closed her eyes and began moving to the music. She let it become part of her as she swayed and stepped.

Soon, she caught my hand and pulled me to her, grasping my ass and pulling me tight against her.

"God, Alex, I've watched you these past few weeks and can't believe how much I've come to want you. This may be a mistake but I have to say it. Everything about you is sexy to me: the way you laugh, the way you chew your inner lip when you think, your amazing breasts. I could think of nothing else this afternoon as I was shooting Meridith, than how wonderful you'd look in the same color, sprawled in passion on my bed. I know being with a woman is a new idea for you. I can only hope it's not repulsive to you. Please, come to my house and let me show you the joys of woman love."

I finally allowed myself to swallow and breathe.

"Sam, today in the shower I found myself fantasizing about you. That's why I was late picking you up. Promise you won't hurt me? This is a new idea for me, but one I've found myself being increasingly curious about."

On the drive back to her place, Sam stroked my thigh, bringing her hand slightly higher with each stroke. I was glad the drive to her place was a short one as I was increasingly distracted.

Once inside, she got us each a glass of wine, and turned on the stereo to something slow and sinuous. She kicked off her shoes and said she would be right back. When she reappeared, she had on a tiny black robe, parted slightly in the middle so I could see her black panties and just a glimpse of her breast.

She pulled her feet under her and sat next to me, stroking my hair, circling my fingers and finally touching my neck. Ever so slowly, she reached over and brushed her lips across my neck, beginning just below my ear. Her hands were lying simply in her lap. I boldly reached down and brought one of them up to my breast.

"Stroke me please, or I'll die. Let me kiss you. I've been so turned on by your mouth."

She brought those amazing lips tantalizingly closer to my own, brushing them against mine as lightly as a feather.

"Stand up for me."

And with that she rose, kissing me deeply and fully the way I had dreamed, slipping her feather soft tongue just within my lips.

"Come with me, Alex, your joys are just beginning."




Part Four

 

 

Too stunned to speak, I meekly followed. Only my wildest shower fantasies could beat this.

Alex kicked off her shoes and turned me around to take off my dress. Slowly, inch-by-inch she eased the zipper downward, kissing each exposed inch of me. When the dress pooled at my feet, she turned me around. Her eyes shone as she looked at my breasts, caught within my bra. Her gaze traveled downward to take in the tiny scrap of silk and lace covering my most secret part, and downward from there to take in the thigh-high stockings and high heels on my feet.

"God you're beautiful. But here, I think I need to set you free."

And so saying, she reached down with one hand and unsnapped my bra. My generous breasts spilled forth into her waiting hands. Sam took a deep contented sigh. "I've only dreamed of breasts like yours, Alex. Are they sensitive?"

Not knowing where I found the guts, I whispered, "Find out. Please? Stroke them, kiss them. Let me feel your lips on my nipples.

Reverently, Sam lowered her head to lightly run her tongue across the nipple. It immediately hardened into a concentration of nothing but nerve endings. I gasped and drew her head closer.

"That feels so wonderful. Suck harder. Sometimes I make myself cum just by playing with my breasts. More, Sam, more."

I could feel my crotch dripping in anticipation. If her hands felt this wonderful on my breasts...No, I couldn't imagine any more. If we stopped now, I'd be content. I could feel my orgasm building. Sam must have sensed the same thing. She withdrew her mouth and rolled her thumbs around the rock-hard nipples.

"Slow down, Alex, there's more where this came from."

She led me to the bed, which was on a small, raised platform. She backed off, turned around and untied the belt of her miniature robe. I already knew she only had panties on from the way she had left the robe partially open. She bent over and in strip tease fashion, lowered her thong. I could see her glistening mound framed by her lovely long legs.

Her pussy lips were the same dark coral as her nipples. Sam didn't have much hair, but what there was curled moistly. She ran her hands slowly up her legs as she stepped out of her thong.

Turning, she ran her hands around the edges of her petite breasts.

"Tonight, I thought you'd never get here. I stood in the bathroom for so long, undressed on purpose just so you'd catch me and I could pretend it was accidental. I kept stroking my pussy, fantasizing about how you'd look tonight. I'm here for you. These breasts are yours, this wet dripping pussy is yours. I'll show you just how wonderful a woman's love can be. Whenever you feel afraid or overwhelmed, just say so and we'll stop. Okay?"

And with that she sat on the bed next to me and kissed me deeply. So deeply, I felt like she was sucking my toes.

"Do you like it when we kiss? Yes? Do you like it when I touch your nipples?"

Sam lowered her head to my breasts again, this time slowly easing me down to lie on the bed. She put her hand under her chin so she could watch my face as she slowly, teasingly eased her fingertips down in a slow spiraling curve to rest against my stomach. Kissing me once again, I felt her fingers begin their descent again.

Onward, relentlessly, only to stop I hoped in my love canal. She surprised me by bypassing it in favor of playing dancing little circles upon my thigh tops, skipping under the edges of the stockings.

Sam took my hand and led it to her breast. I wasn't content to only touch and circle the nipple with my fingers. I rose and pushing her down on the bed, I licked her tits until she seems a bundle of nerves. She drew a shuddering breath and sat up, saying shakily that she had better slow down.

Sam drew me fully onto the bed and kneeled next to me on the mattress, letting her fingers skim across my hot, flushed skin.

For a moment, I watched her fingers dance across me, then I looked into her face as she watched me.

"Sam, what comes next? What happens now with your other lovers? I want to know it all, feel it all."

She responded "Alex, you are like no one else I've ever been with. You are so beautiful, so confident, and so comfortable in your world. I'm enjoying seeing you be not so comfortable. We are the ones who say what comes next. This isn't a choreographed dance with a series of steps. What do you want to happen next?"

"Touch me. Please. Touch my most private part." I strained upward to meet her fingertips, brushing ever so softly against my damp curls.

"There is a drop of cum, just here, lying on the outside of your lips."

And she gently lowered her head to lick the drop from my curls. I could feel her hot, moist breath caress me. I thrust my hips upward but she placed her hand against my stomach to lower me.

"Just wait, patience my love."

She knelt between my thighs and ran her fingers through my hair. Tantalizingly, an inch at a time, she lowered her head to nudge against my lips. Like a feather, her tongue glanced across my clit. I shuddered as my clit hood instantly sprung back, exposing my knot of pure passion. Sam lowered her tongue along my slit to slowly lap myDr cum juices from my lips.

I buried my fingers in her hair, and not finding that enough, raised one hand to slowly stroke by breast. I didn't want to devote too much attention to my breasts since I didn't want to cum too soon and miss the joy of this first time.

Sam whispered against my lips, "Baby, you're so hot, so wet. Let me see all the way inside you. Cum for me."

She danced her fingers, ever so softly, around the outside of my center, teasing me.

"No, I won't enter you. This is woman love, we do it our way. Just wait. And she opened her mouth wide and started licking upward top circle around my button, circling in ever-smaller circles until she was wiggling her tongue back and forth across me. Her fingers continued to trace just the outside, most sensitive part of my lips. I could feel my breath getting shallower, could feel the heat rising from my feet. The knot of pleasure in my lower stomach grew tighter and tighter.

"That's it lover, tighten with pleasure, cum for me, let me lick your love juice."

My own hands were clutching at my breasts as my hips bucked and jumped against her mouth. On the edge of an orgasm, Sam flattened her mouth to create a suction field against my love button. That was enough to send me flying wildly over the edge. I shuddered endlessly. The sigh of my pleasure seemed never ending. My hands stopped their fierce clenching against my breasts.

Sam slowly lapped my cream, avoiding my completely sensitive clit. I sighed one last time and pulling Sam by her arms raised her to where I could kiss her I'd licked my own juices from my fingers after a session enjoying myself in the shower, but this was different. My own unique flavor was so different, so good against Sam's lips. "Thank you. God, I never imagined. Even my fantasies were nothing compared to this."

Sam traced my lips with her tongue, dipping in and out of my mouth like she just had a moment ago. "Would you touch me? I'm aching for your touch. I came just watching your love hole clench in orgasm. That's the first time I ever came just loving someone with my mouth"

. I gently rolled her over to lie against the sheets. It was just like my earlier, momentary fantasy. There my lover was, lying tousled on the sheets, her dark hair a beautiful contrast to the dark purple of the bedding. I lowered my head to her breasts as I raised myself over her. Our snatches melted together, my cum forming a tight, wet seal between us. I began experimentally moving my crotch against my lovers. As tall as Sam was, our crotches and breasts were perfectly aligned. I sat up to increase the friction between us. Sam started breathing heavier. "Please, touch me."

I slid myself down her gorgeous body, accidentally glancing my breast against her hole. I gasped at the pure pleasure of it. Sam, I could see liked it as well, as I took my nipple and rubbed it back and forth across her clit. Finally, I could stand it no more and lowered my tongue to her nubbin.

I danced my tongue around and inside her lips, separating them to expose her core. I used my tongue as a spoon to lap up her already flowing juice. God, she tasted so good. Where I had tasted slightly tangy against her lips, she was fully sweet. I moaned against her. Sam moaned at the same time.

Using my hands I pulled her lips even farther apart as I danced my pointed tongue across her clit. Accidentally, my thumb brushed against her anus, causing her to gasp with pleasure. I slipped my thumb into her love center to get it lubed up and returned it to her lovely little asshole. I applied slight but constant pressure to ease my thumb within her tight little muscle.

"Oh, my God, no one has ever done that to me! Keep going, deeper, deeper. Alex, suck my clit. Suck, lover, suck. I'm coming! I slipped my other thumb just within the lips of her snatch and circled it as I butt fingered her and sucked her to orgasm. As she was coming down, I lowered my head to lick the outside of her anus, swollen slightly from my thumb. God, even her ass tasted good, and sweet.

I returned to her snatch and lapped her sweet woman juice.

Not knowing how I'd done my first time out of the shoot but not wanting to ask the trite "how was it for you", I looked Sam deep in the eyes and said "I'm almost 38. You are by no means my first lover. But only now, am I beginning to understand what it is to be a woman. Is there more to learn? Can we do this again?"

Sam sighed "Oh, lover, life is good."




Part Five

 

Sam and I had been together now for almost 6 months, and though we both had our own places we might as well live together as little time as we spend apart. What a 6 months it had been! We had traveled to Windsor for the new fall line preview show where she ate me out in the back of the darkened show room during the show. Sam had widened my exposure to lesbian life by taking me to nightclubs, gay movies, and my favorite: a lesbian-only gym. The wildest time we'd had so far though, had happened only last week in the office.

We were winding down a particularly tiring day, having begun work on our own fall fashion show. The office personnel were so used to Sam being in my office, they didn't even bother to buzz her in anymore. My sexy lover breezed into the room about 5:30 that night with a fistful of negatives for me to approve. I had my feet up on the desk, an after work drink already in my hands as I tried to relax.

"Don't we look sexy today?" I commented as I once again hungrily looked at her.

Sam was dressed in a dark eggplant skin-tight dress. Right now she had black heels on, but earlier she'd taken them off to do the photo shoot. I watched her nipples harden, with anticipation or from the air conditioning, I don't know. The dress reminded me of her sheets the night we became lovers. Sam leaned over my desk to drop the negatives in front of me.

"Having trouble relaxing? I have just the answer for you, right here right now" she whispered before she walked toward the couch in the corner of the room.

Once there, she began peeling the dress off. As she got to her breasts the fabric tightened, compressing their splendor; seeming to hang as they got to the tips of her glorious nipples. First one then the other sprang free of their limitation to bounce lightly with freedom. She continued to wiggle free of her dress and had just gotten her bare cunt exposed when my secretary, Betty, poked her head through the door.

"Isn't Sam with you? I could have sworn she came in here. Anything else you need tonight Boss? George is taking me out to dinner for our anniversary and I don't want to be late."

I quickly assured Betty that was fine and hurried over to shut and lock the door. "Are you nuts? All she had to do was turn her head a little. She'd have quit on the spot if she knew what we do after work!"

Sam only smiled lustfully. "You don't think she doesn't wonder about her boss and the newest employee? She almost caught us kissing last week."

She continued to free herself from her dress, revealing that not only did she have no bra, she was wearing absolutely nothing underneath. I asked if she had come to work like that and she answered yes, that during the photo shoot, Meridith (our key model) had looked down and noticed during the last shot of the day.

"I like coming like this. That way if I get too horny I have almost immediate access to my hungry pussy. Since everyone is gone for the night, let me help you get comfortable." She sauntered over to begin unbuttoning my blouse. "I love it when you wear my underwear to work. I sit at my desk and picture you in them."

Not only was I wearing her underwear, but they were a size smaller than I wore and the elastic on the panties had kept slipping into my crotch making me twitch all day. Once my clothes were removed, Sam asked me to sit back in my desk chair.

My head was just level with her wonderful nipples. I opened my mouth and began feasting on them. Sam held my head close while I nibbled and sucked. "Oh no love, we're not here for me. I'm here to help you relax."

She knelt in front of my chair and tugged my hips toward the edge of the seat, then positioned my legs over the arms to leave my shaved pussy exposed. Hungrily she reached me, ran a finger around my already soaked canal and proceeded to suck my love juice off her finger. Not waiting a moment longer, she pulled me the last little bit into her waiting mouth.

I loved Sam's mouth. It was a never-ending source of pleasure for me, whether we were kissing or she was eating me out and she was right now. She had an amazing tongue. She was able to completely flatten it out so that it worked like flattened fingertips to rub across my nubbin, or she could focus it into a narrow probing instrument of pleasure. She had the strongest tongue I'd ever known. She could put so much pressure on my clit.

Just as she was licking my jism juices, the phone rang. Since Betty was already gone for the night and I'd forgotten to call the service to have them pick up, I had to answer it. It was one of my lace suppliers calling to discuss our order.

Sam fastened her mouth over my clit and sucked, hard. Reaching up with one hand she began stroking and rolling my nipple into pure pleasure centers. With the thumb of her other hand, she began slowly running it around the opening to my cunt, slipping it in and out so that my hips were dancing to meet its thrusts. Then, my tortuous lover slid her thumb just within my anus. She knew I loved to have her inside my ass.

Moaning and clearing my throat to cover the sound, I quickly made excuses to the supplier saying I didn't have the invoices in front of me. I hung up and quickly called the answering service to ask them to take over for the night. As soon as I finished, Sam made the end of her tongue into a narrow little probe to flick across my love button as she sucked even harder. My own hands had drifted down to take over at my breasts, so Sam slipped her middle finger inside my cunt and keeping time with her thumb up my ass, she fucked me a completely mind-blowing orgasm.

Afterward I couldn't even manage to stay in the chair. Sam and I walked, shakily, toward the couch. Laughing throatily, she asked, "Are you relaxed now, lover?"

After spending a moment recuperating on the couch, I lowered my head to begin lazily popping her nipple in and out of my mouth.

"Oh, suck me please. All day I've imagined your mouth on my breast. I've been so horny all day I had to go to the bathroom twice today to bring myself off. Suck. Hard. Harder, suck me bite me."

I slid my hand down her exquisite body to begin toying with her juice-slickened pussy. I only toyed with her lips, ignoring her clit and her love hole. Soon, Sam was thrusting her hips upward in an attempt to get me to touch her pleasure center.

"Please, let me feel your fingers against my clit."

"I have something you'll like even better. Close your eyes."

I got up and went into the bathroom. My partner loved it when I penetrated her. I knew she was more bi-sexual than I, but that didn't really matter as long as I could keep her happy. Our latest toy had arrived just that morning.

Following the instructions, I strapped myself into the harness. Shutting off the light, I stood in the door, stroking my cock.

"Okay Sam, you can look now."

Her eyes widened in surprise to see me standing there stroking 9 inches of pure black magic.

"Can I see? Come closer."

I stood in front of her as she took me into her hands. It was a black, circumcised cock complete with veins and a huge head. She opened her mouth and completely deep throated all of me. Inside the cock was a lovely little friction device designed to stimulate my cunt.

Pulling me closer, Sam spread my legs and began running her fingers up my ass. Releasing me she whispered, "Fuck me Alex."

Pulling her onto the carpet, I rolled her over and raised her ass in the air. Quickly I licked her puckered little anus and began by stroking the head of my cock through her juices. Sam was moaning already. Slowly, so slowly I inched my full nine inches deep in her love canal. It was an amazing feeling, knowing I was fucking my lover. Pleasure took over as I almost withdrew my length from her only to ram it back in. Sam's hips were slamming into mine, taking every inch of my love. I reached around her and joined my fingers with hers as we stroked her pussy.

"Fuck me, fuck me," she chanted over and over.

Leaving her the joy of stroking her own clit, I slowly licked both my thumbs, wetting her asshole as I continued fucking her. First I inserted one thumb deep in her backside. Then, feeling her opening to me, I eased the other inside and gently eased them back and forth. I picked up the pace with my female cock. The friction button was stroking me to another orgasm. I could feel it building within me. I knew Sam was close. With one final lunge, I sent us both toppling off the edge of reality into orgasm. Sam's knees collapsed beneath me as I pulled out to lie next to her.

"Well Alex, are we relaxed yet?"

Yep, life was good and getting better. Do you by any chance know what tribbing is? Or have you ever wrestled naked with another woman?"

Alex did a double take, stared at me with her mouth open.

"Huh???"

END

 

 

 




 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER NINE

Hunting the  Witch




Part 1

 

 

There were times, this being one of them, when Joss thought she might have acted a little too hastily when she finally gave in to Jared and invited him to her bed. The twenty-five year old hadn't been a virgin the night of that invite, but of course she didn't tell him that. Even in this new modern world of 2147, it was still important for a man to think he'd been the first. Still, it would've been nice if he'd come up with a ring on her finger beforehand or at least make some kind of commitment. Then the evening went to shit!

"Shit, who the hell could that be now?" Jocelyn Clay thought as the cell communicator on her night stand buzzed mercilessly.


Normally a call, even at this late hour, wouldn't have bothered her that much. The problem with answering this particular call was that Jocelyn was practically naked and spread face down on her bed, weighed down by one hundred and ninety-two pounds of manhood. Not counting, of course, the six inches of which was buried deep between her legs.

As was her usual Friday night practice, Jocelyn, or Joss as she normally went by, had met her boyfriend, Protector Jared Adams for dinner and a movie. Tonight, as had become a pattern the last few weeks, the movie had been skipped in favor of a rumble under the sheets.

 Those thoughts faded from her mind in an instant when she realized the communicator had stopped in mid-ring. The caller had either given up or...

"Oh no, Jared!" Joss thought in a panic as she looked back over her shoulder and saw her lover had answered the communicator. "I'm not that modern that I want to explain what a man is doing in my apartment this late at night, answering my communicator!"

"Protector Adams," Jared answered the communicator, not even bothering to pull out of Joss. She did have a pretty good grip on him with her clenched vaginal muscles.

Unable to get out from under the large man, Joss could only watch as Jared listened silently to the call, nodding his head a few time and then finally saying he'd be right there.

"That was the desk Protector at the Third Quadrant," Jared said as he finally climbed off Joss making a loud plopping sound as he withdrew.

"The Belle Witch has stolen the Star of Mongolia from the City Museum. The Chief wants me down there right away."

Joss sat up and looked at Jared with a stunned expression, barely hearing what he had said. All she could think of at this moment was that the evening was going to be ruined, and she shaved her legs for nothing. He just pulled and planned on leaving her naked and aroused. She felt it was time to figure out what she was doing with this man. Suddenly, Joss didn't feel so modern after all.

"Gotta go babe," the six foot two blond said as he zippered up his pants, "duty calls."

"That's it?" Joss said, now standing in the center of the bedroom, her well-proportioned figure garbed in only stockings and a black garter belt. "Duty calls?"

"Hey, what can I say?" Jared said as he checked his Slem gun before putting it back into his holster. "We'll have to make it another night."

Then, without another thought about her, Jared Adams was out the door.

"Damn him!" Joss cursed as she stared at the back of her apartment door.

The five foot seven brunette wasn't sure if she was angrier with Jared because he had left her unfulfilled or that he treated their relationship so casually as to make it an open secret. She had met Protector Jared Adams almost a year ago, after she had been assigned to the child welfare section of the Protectoress's Bureau. She had soon found herself taken by his rugged good looks and charm.

The Protector, on the other hand, had been immediately mesmerized by her impressive bust the first time he had seen her. Remembering the day they met, Joss cupped her breasts, thinking how men found them so fascinating. She knew they had opened many doors in her life, even the one which had led her to the Protectoress Bureau.

Ever since she was a child, listening to the stories her father told at his knees, Joss Clay had wanted to follow in what was considered the family business. Her great grandfather had been a Starship Trooper. His son, the Watcher who tracked down Mozo the Shadow Voodoo priest and the Lezarin Sisters. After the family had moved to the moon Callisto, her father and two of his brothers had become members of the Center City Protectorate, all rising to the rank of Startrooper or better. Four of their sons now also served on the Force in various positions. It seemed only natural that she could do so as well. Or so she thought.

When Joss had first broached the idea of applying for a job on the Protectorate Force, soon after her eighteenth birthday, both her Father and her Uncles had regarded the idea as laughable. She would be wasting her time, they'd told her. The Protectorate only hired a small handful of women, usually older matrons to handle those few tasks that would be inappropriate for a man.

"Better you find yourself a nice job as a programmer or something," her father has advised her. "Something to keep you busy until the right partner comes along. Just leave the business of crime fighting to the men."

After being turned down twice by the Protectorate, Joss had reluctantly done just that. That was until a manpower shortage during the Amalthean War had forced the Protectorate to open the way for the recruitment of more women. Officers carried a deferment from the draft, but enough of them had enlisted to cause a small shortage.

The Chief of Directorate decided to solve what he perceived as a temporary problem by increasing the size and scope of the Protectoress's Bureau. This would prevent a swelling of the ranks in the department when all those officers turned soldiers and sailors eventually came home. A law put on the books after the attack on Io guaranteed them their jobs back with no loss of seniority or pay.

Members of the Protectoress's Bureau were paid less than men and were only allowed to handle certain clerical and non- operational tasks. Still they were useful filling positions that would free up male officers for the real job of keeping the streets safe.

Applying for one of the coveted positions as soon as they were announced, Joss found that there was plenty of competition. The odds of getting one of the limited openings increased against her when her father, displeased with her decision, refused to use his influence on her behalf. He wouldn't stand in her way, he'd said, but neither would he use his influence to help.

On the day of her interview, Joss made a discovery that she knew would help her. Almost to a woman, all of the other applicants were what could only be described as plain looking. At least as compared to Joss. When she sat down for her interview with a Watcher and two Senior Protectors, she knew they were more interested in her chest than her office skills. They reasoned, she figured, that if they now had to put up with a woman in their previously all male domains, then it might as well be one who was nice to look at.

The newly hired Protectoress justified her use of her sexual attraction to get on the Force by promising herself that she would advance after that on the quality of her merits rather than the size of her boobs. It was a promise that she would find hard to keep.

The main reason for that inability to advance was that there didn't seem to be any second level for Protectoress. Issued a badge and even a Slem gun, they had absolutely no patrol duties. For the first two years, Joss had been assigned as an assistant to the desk Protector at the First Quadrant, Protectorate Headquarters itself. The work was hardly difficult, given the data entry skills she had developed on her prior job. Still there was a certain fascination in being so close to the action and playing what she believed was a vital part.

That was until the war ended, and as the old song said, Johnny came marching home. In her case, Johnny turned out to be Officer Patrick Michael Deacy, a ten year veteran who was quite anxious to get back to his old job. A position that happened to be filled at the moment by one Jocelyn Clay. Hardly unique in her situation, Joss had been called into her Captain's office at the end of watch one Friday afternoon and politely informed that Officer Mooney would be returning to his old job come Monday morning.

"In fact, many of the women hired under the emergency expansion are being let go," he'd told her, "but that's not something you have to worry your pretty head about. In appreciation for all your family has given to the department, we've made sure a position has been reserved for you in the child welfare section."

Joss had been crushed. In the blink of an eye, she had gone from being a vital cog in the war on crime to being responsible to changing dirty diapers and baby-sitting kids passing under the responsibilities of the child welfare agencies. When she got home, her father had given her one of those "I told you so" looks, but thankfully didn't voice it as well.

One uneventful day seemed to just blend into another after that. That was until the warm sunny afternoon that she found herself standing in the same shoes that had been worn by three generations of Clays before her.

Joss had decided to walk home as it was such a nice day. She was headed down Lucas Boulevard when the alarm of the First National Bank filled the air. Drawn across the street by the disturbance, she saw two men racing out of the bank, bags of money in their hands. Without a second thought, she drew her firearm and called out for them to stop.

"Protectorate!" Joss yelled as she assumed a firing position just beyond the curb. "Drop your weapons and put your hands up!"

The closest thief brought up his own pistol and fired, the bullet whizzing past Joss's head. Standing her ground, she returned fire, a single shot hitting her assailant dead center.

The other thief had jerked his head around, taking in the woman with a gun pointed at him and the body of his partner on the pavement, a large pool of blood spreading out beneath it. Not filled with a desire to join him, he opened his hands and lifted them into the air, letting both his weapon and the bag of money fall to the ground.

The press had a field day with the Hero Lady 'Prot'. The Procurator himself had pinned the medal on her dress uniform with all her relatives on the force standing behind her on the platform. The Chief of Protectorate said in his own speech that she was a credit to the traditions of her family. Beaming with pride, Joss knew that things were going to be different from now on.

For the next few weeks, things were indeed different. The hero of the hour found herself giving speeches to one civic group after another. There was even some talk of having her join the actual Protectorate Force itself. Joss was overjoyed as her dream seemed within her grasp.

Then the winds of interest changed once more and all such talk faded away. The requests for speeches stopped, as did the instances she was asked her opinion. The following week, less than two months since the bank robbery, Joss found herself back at the child welfare section. It was as if she had never left.

On that night, Joss Clay came to a life changing decision. If the department wouldn't let her fight crime as her forefathers had, well then she'd do it without their help. Aside from her Father's stories of family history, Joss had also grown up on tales of other heroes. Iron Man, the Flash and most recently on the holoviewers, the Uwhone. Super Hero's in Masks on disguises who had wielded their own brand of justice. That all of these adventurers had been men didn't bother the twenty-three year old in the least.

Joss took a quick shower, thankful that her renovated apartment was one of the few in the building to have one. It wouldn't do for her to go out with the scent of their aborted coupling still clinging to her. Stepping back into her bedroom, her skin still damp, she unlocked an old hand made closet that had once belonged to her grandmother. From within it, she pulled out a specially designed bra.

When she had first joined the department, Joss had considered the idea that her own particular dimensions might impair some physical activities that might be demanded of her. That was in the days when she foolishly thought the Department had any intention of letting her actually fight crime on the front lines. The well-endowed women had sought out the help of Tony Pastore, the nice old man who ran a neighborhood shop that specialized in bras and undergarments.

She explained her problem to the sixty-six year old and he promised that he could solve it. After working on it for almost a week, he came up with a support bra that was almost as lightweight as it was supportive.

Next out of the closet came a neon pink leotard, and a pair of black tights. The outfit was pretty spectacular when she had in on her curvaceous body. In fact, the design for the costume had begun with one of her grandmother's old aerobics workout clothes.

When she had first decided to fight crime on her own, Joss had again sought out the help of the old man who had come to think of her as an adopted granddaughter. Thomas Bellini's still talented fingers had turned a simple sketch Joss had made into reality.

The outfit was one piece, and was dazzling to the eyes. A matching mask was also pink, with the same trim, the boots that completed the outfit were pink as well.

That last item out of the closet, the mask was sort of a half cowl. It covered her face but let her hair hang free.

Joss stepped over to the large dressing mirror to check her appearance. She smiled, happy at the result. The image that looked back at her was not that of an unappreciated and ill-used Policewoman, but rather the adventurer the press had named Morgan Le-Fay the witch finder.

"Well, Belle Witch," she said to her reflection, "this time you've gone too far."

Joss realized she needed a special technique or power to gain an advantage on her prey during crime fighting. She had heard of a woman that taught such techniques her name was Domielle. Rumor had it the techniques tended to be of an erotic nature, a leveraging the feminine skills of survival and the human weakness of sex. Slems were great, in most situations, but in hand to hand combat was required, Joss reasoned sometimes a 'prostate milking' could render an unsuspecting males docile as a kitten, quicker than a boxing match.

Likewise, a reverse G-spot claw, on a female could have the victim a quiver puddle on flesh in a very short time. Joss, was a fast learner, and was soon the star pupil of Domielle. The training took a matter of weeks, rather than months and Joss was anxious to flex her muscles and get the bad guys or gals.

Finally Joss made the decision to act, and went out on the prowl, hoping to use her skill and fight crime.

The fire escape out of Joss's bedroom window led up to the roof. Soon after she had taken the apartment, she had discovered that she had the only apartment that faced the sealed off alley between building. It made for a perfect and private route out of her top floor rooms. After a quick trip up the metal ladder, it was a quick two rooftops to the Smith and Wesson Garage. Hidden in a sealed off section of the garage was the sleek Black racer known as the Morgan-Protectorate. Less than five minutes after leaving her apartment, Morgan Le-Fay was on the prowl.

Touching the small button on her watch, Morgan Le-Fay sent a high frequency message letting her partner Lilith Lass know she was in the field and her destination. At the same time, the watch activated the GPS tracking too. Joss didn't pretend to understand half the gear Lilith Lass had set them up with, she only knew that they all seemed to work flawlessly. The Morgan-Link, as it had been christened, was a homing device and Geo Positioning Unit, would allow each of them to find the other, anywhere in a thousand mile radius.

As the high powered Morgan-Hovercraft raced through the dark and for the most part empty streets, Morgan Le-Fay couldn't help but think how much her life behind the mask had changed over the last year. Originally, Morgan Le-Fay patrolled the city using an old land speeder that Joss had rescued from the Protectorate impound yard. The Protector who ran the yard was more than willing to lose the paperwork on a vehicle headed for the scrap heap in order to give much needed transportation for the daughter of an old friend. Another friend, one who had more ulterior motives, had volunteered to restore the car to working condition. He'd succeeded in that, but not in obtaining her thanks in the form he'd hoped for.

Sean Clay might not have wanted his daughter to live the life he envisioned for her brothers, but he still saw to it that she spent just as many hours learning self-defense. In her early teens, it was obvious to all the men in her family that Joss was growing into a body that would draw men like moths to a flame. Not all of these men would have honorable intentions and they wouldn't always be there to protect her. Her weapons of crime fighting were simply the Slem, those skills she had been taught by Domielle, and the sophisticated technology created by her partner. Her partner Lilith Lass, almost as blessing had come into her life during a crime fighting adventure some time ago.

***

When Joss first started out in her crime fighting, she had little in the way of specialized equipment except her skills from Domielle. At least nothing that hadn't come her way in the form of misplaced or even misappropriated Protectorate supplies. As a result, a year into her career and all she had little to show for her efforts were a few minor accomplishments and some good press. Most of which had come from a cynical press that was more curious than impressed.

It was at one of those press functions a year ago, a carefully staged event to promote Center City tourism, that Morgan Le-Fay had first met Alcina Ann Hellawes. A month shy of her eighteenth birthday, Alcina was the daughter of Fredrick and Elizabeth Hellawes an heir to the Hellawes Electronics fortune. Five six and a gifted athlete as well, she was already a millionaire the day she was born. In addition, the strawberry blond had also inherited her grandfather's genius with gadgets.

Fascinated by the mystery woman since the day Morgan Le-Fay had first appeared; Alcina had used her family name to arrange both an invitation to the event as well as a personal introduction to her idol. Morgan Le-Fay was slightly embarrassed by the almost outright adulation the young girl displayed. In fact, it took all of her self-control not to laugh when Alcina stated her desire to help with the fight against crime.

Before the Crime fighter could politely turn her down and give her the standard "you can best help by growing up to be a good citizen" speech, the girl had already started her own speech about all these wonderful inventions she was working on and what a big help they could be. Morgan Le-Fay was actually relieved when a reporter she normally detested interrupted and pulled her away.

Morgan Le-Fay might not have been so quick to dismiss the girl if she'd known that Alcina was a child prodigy who held a college degree when most girls her age were happy with a high school diploma. Or the fact that Alcina wasn't the type who was used to taking no for an answer. On her own, the teenager set out to prove both her worth and that of her ideas.

Two weeks later, there was a highly publicized threat on the life of Procurator Roger White following the capture of Haakneus, the general of the Uranus rebel army. In an act designed more to sell newspapers than insure the Procurator's protection, the Center City Sun had called on Morgan Le-Fay to safeguard the Procurator. Despite having no idea on how to do it, Joss had accepted the challenge.

Standing beside Procurator White at the dedication of the new Astro Center a day later was a highly visible, if ineffective, bodyguard. Somewhat out of her league, Morgan Le-Fay gave no notice to the two Uranians slowly moving through the crowd. In her defense, neither did the Protectorate pay much attention to the pair who were working their way closer and closer to the Procurator.

It was only at the last moment, just before the, would be, assassins could draw their weapons, that a young girl in costume suddenly leapt from the parapet of the Astro Center and caught everyone's attention. In her hand, the red and white clad girl held a small, unknown electronic device.

"Stop those men," she cried out as she hit the ground, "they're going to kill the Procurator!"

Taking the beeping device in her hand to be a possible bomb, the Protectorate rushed the new arrival instead. Only Morgan Le-Fay followed the girl's command and rushed the two men, just as their weapons came into view.

The hard impact of Morgan Le-Fay's reinforced baton off the side of closest assassin's head sent him tumbling to the ground. A hard well placed grab at his groin took care of the other, but not before he got off one blast which thankfully went wild. Joss elected not to apply her milking grip on the either of the stunned thugs, since they were soon surrounded by nearby members of the protectorate.

The loud single blast split the air, grabbing everyone's immediate attention. In the deafening silence that followed, a single voice was heard. The voice of an unknown bystander who gave birth to a new legend.

"Morgan Le-Fay and her partner saved the Procurator!" he had cried.

The sudden association of the girl in red and white with the heroine of the moment caused the Protectorate to quickly release her. With unbridled enthusiasm, she quickly explained that the magnetic anomaly detector in her hand had allowed her to 'see' the terrorist's hidden weapons. Photographers clamored for pictures of the two together, and it was only when they were a few feet apart that Morgan Le-Fay recognized the girl as Alcina Hellawes.

"What's your partner's name, Morgan Le-Fay?" One of the reporters called out.

The older Adventurer was about to explain that first of all, she wasn't her partner, when Alcina cut her off and said, "Lilith Lass, that's Morgan Le-Fay and Lilith Lass."

The press ate it up, making it the banner headline in almost every major daily. Once they were away from the crowd, Joss made it clear in no uncertain terms to Alcina that there wasn't now, or ever, going to be a team of Morgan Le-Fay and Lilith Lass.

The younger woman just answered her with a knowing smile. A smile that was still there three days later when Joss opened the door to her apartment and found Alcina standing there.

"What... how ...?" Joss stammered when she saw the girl, totally losing her self-control.

It had taken the girl less than seventy-two hours to figure out Morgan Le-Fay's identity. Part of it had been the result of deductive reasoning; part of it had been simple luck. Going over her large collection of both newspaper and magazine articles about Morgan Le-Fay, Alcina had come across an older City Magazine with the front-page story "Beauty with a Badge" The article had been about a hero Protectoress who had captured two armed thieves

There was enough of a similarity in both women's builds to catch Alcina's attention. That plus the fact that both were brunettes with shoulder length hair. Contrary to popular male belief, there weren't an insurmountable number of beautiful young women with a build like Morgan Le-Fay in Center City. When you narrowed that down to brunettes, although the idea of a wig had to be considered, the number dropped even lower. Given the admittedly superficial resemblance between Officer Jocelyn Clay and Morgan Le-Fay, it seemed as good a place to start as any.

When you are rich, many doors open with the wave of a hundred-dollar bill. It was a simple matter to get better copies of the photos of Officer Clay than those that appeared in the grainy newsprint. Using her computer and facial recognition programs she made blowups of each woman's face, Alcina compared used the program to determine there was a ninety-five percent match, enough to investigate further.

It only took a few more comparisons and inquiries for her to decide that she had lucked out on her very first try. The only thing that made it seem improbable was that how no one could have noticed it before? Protectorate Clay and Morgan Le-Fay had to have run into the same people in their official lives. It was like saying you could just put on a pair of glasses and people would think you were someone else.

Then, looking again at the pictures of both women, Alcina thought she saw the answer to her question. Whereas she was immediately drawn to each woman's face, most of the people they came into contact with centered their gaze somewhat lower. Even so, Alcina wasn't totally sure until Joss opened the door and she saw her reaction.

Joss had finally given in to what seemed the inevitable and never had cause to regret it. Aside from the financing and technological marvels that Lilith Lass brought to the partnership, she also brought something else that Joss hadn't even realized was missing. A friend with which she could share all things. A trip to Mr. Bellini's shop for a more professional costume soon followed, and the team of Morgan Le-Fay and Lilith Lass was truly born.




Part 2

 

Before Morgan Le-Fay knew it, the City Museum was in front of her. She smiled at the uniformed patrolmen waiting by their cruisers outside. A smile from a beautiful woman usually got a positive response. She knew that the Protectorate Commissioner had standing orders that she be allowed to investigate crime in the city, as long as she didn't get in the way of real policemen. There was only so much even he would put up with, even if she had the gratitude of the Procurator.

Once in the hall where the Star had been displayed, Morgan Le-Fay saw Protector Adams talking with another Protector. When she wore the mask, she tried to think of him as a fellow Crime fighter, and not the man who shared her bed. Still, not willing to press the effectiveness of her disguise too much, she kept a safe distance from him, instead looking over the display case.

The closest uniformed Officer stepped out of the way to give her an unobstructed view of the case. Although at the same time, she couldn't help but notice that he had moved into a position where he had a better view of her as well. Ignoring eyes that she was sure were peeling away her costume, layer by layer, Morgan Le-Fay carefully surveyed the scene of the crime.

To her surprise, the display case was still intact. None of the glass had even been broken. All of the alarm wires were also intact, just as they had been when the guard had made his rounds before the theft. The Star of Mongolia had simply vanished.

At the bottom of the small pedestal where the diamond had once sat, Morgan Le-Fay notice a small amount of fine powder.

"Had anyone taken a sample of this for the lab?" She asked.

"That's already been taken care of," she heard a familiar voice say from behind her. "The lab boys say it's just silicone dust."

The Lady in Red tuned around to Protector Adams, suppressing a smile at the situation. At least he wasn't staring down at her chest. Then again, he didn't need to. Not when he had a more personal view of Joss's.

"Silicone dust," Morgan Le-Fay repeated. "Any idea where it came from?"

"That, they're not sure of," Adams answered. "Just as they're not sure how the Belle Witch managed to open the case, deactivate the alarm, take the diamond and then put the whole thing back together -- all in twenty seconds."

"Twenty seconds?"

"That was the time between when the Museum Guard last saw the diamond on his rounds and the main alarm went off," Adams went on. "It was as if he reached right through the glass and took the diamond. As if he was a ghost."

Morgan Le-Fay listened silently. Too many pieces didn't fit. If the Witch was skilled enough to disable the pedestal alarm in so quick a time, why hadn't he also taken out the one on the upper window he had come in through. Surely he had a lot more than twenty seconds to do that. Then, why reconnect the pedestal alarm at all if he had already tripped the other one.

"Any thoughts, Morgan Le-Fay?" The Protector interrupted.

"I don't suppose anyone got a look at the Belle Witch this time?" She asked. After more than a dozen big thefts over the last year, no one had even gotten so much as a description of the Belle Witch.

"No such luck," he replied.

"Then how can you be so sure it was the Belle Witch?"

Jared held out a small calling card which simply said - "You have been robbed by the very best - The Belle Witch."

"You did check everyone in the building at the time?" Morgan Le-Fay asked.

"Of course we did," he said with a touch of annoyance. "You're not dealing with amateurs here you know. No one walked out of here with that diamond!"

"I didn't mean to suggest that any of your men were," Morgan Le-Fay apologized.

Deciding that she wasn't going to learn anything more here, Morgan Le-Fay thanked Protector Adams for his help and headed back to the Hovercraft. It was just as well that she knew Jared wouldn't be back tonight to finish what they'd started, the woman behind the mask told herself. When he was in this kind of mood, Jared was a truly lousy fuck.

Morgan Le-Fay started down the long steps of the museum, passing the two patrolmen she had passed on the way in. Thinking she was out of earshot, one of the officers made a comment she wished she hadn't overheard.

"Did you get a load of the teat's on that broad," he said to his partner. "I'd like to frisk her for hidden weapons," he laughed.

"Not bad," his partner, an older officer replied. "But if you really want to see a set, then check out the boobs on that policewoman that Adams is doing. "I hear she's dumb as a log but one mighty fuck in the sack."

At that, both men laughed loudly, leaving Morgan Le-Fay to ask, "Good God, does everyone in the department know?"

As she neared the Hovercraft, Morgan Le-Fay noticed a piece of white paper sticking out from under the windshield wiper. Could one of the patrolmen have actually written her a ticket?

Taking the paper from under the wiper blade, Morgan Le-Fay saw that it wasn't a ticket but rather a page from an old telephone directory. Circled in red was a restaurant down by the docks.

Sweeney's Seafood had once been the jewel of the area. One of the in spots to be seen during the prewar years. It had closed during the war and as far as Morgan Le-Fay knew, had never reopened. It didn't take a Sherlock Holmes to know the advertisement smelled fishy.

***

Holding the advertisement in her hand as she climbed back into her car, Morgan Le-Fay punch up her contact list on her Apple watch. It was time to check in with Lilith Lass.

"Obviously it's some kind of set up," the voice of Lilith Lass said over tiny watch speaker.

"Of course," Morgan Le-Fay agreed, "the question is, what should be do about it?"

"I guess that depends," Lilith Lass said.

"On what?"

"On who we think left the advertisement," the communicator voice explained.

"What do you mean?" Morgan Le-Fay asked.

"Well, was it left by the Belle Witch, which seems unlikely," Lilith Lass said. "Or was it planted by the Protectorate to send us on a wild goose chase. You know we're not the favorite people around some of them."

Morgan Le-Fay had to agree with that statement. There were a good number of men on the Force who didn't like being upstaged by a couple of costumed women. Joss knew they'd be even angrier if they knew one of them was also part of the Protectoress's Bureau.

"Or, it could've been left by just anyone for whatever reason," Lilith Lass concluded.

"Still, I think it's something worth checking out," the brunette said after considering all three options. "It's not like we have anything else to go on right now."

"The charity dinner I'm at will be breaking up in an hour," Lilith Lass said. "I can meet you right after that and we can take a look."

"That might be too late," Morgan Le-Fay considered. "I think I'll head over there now and scope the place out."

"Give me twenty minutes and I'll be out of here," Lilith Lass quickly said.

"No need for that, I'm just going to take a little look," Morgan Le-Fay replied. "I'm sure it'll turn out to be nothing I can't handle."

"Still I wish you ..."

"Hey, whose the senior partner here," the older woman cut her off. "I'll be fine. You take care of what you have there. Those kids you are raising money for are important too."

"Joss, be careful."

Morgan Le-Fay assured her she would and broke the transmission before her partner could argue further. There were times when she did wonder which of them was the senior partner?

Sweeney's had indeed been closed years before, and from the looks of it, would not be opening without a major renovation. In fact, the entire dockside could do with some work. It was hard to believe that this had once been such a popular area.

Leaving the Hovercraft where it couldn't be seen, Morgan Le-Fay approached the restaurant, staying among the shadows as she moved. A glance through a broken window showed the interior of the once famous spot to be as dilapidated as the shell.

"Not exactly my first choice for a romantic dinner," she thought as she quietly moved around for a closer look, "but anyone using it as a hideout wouldn't exactly be looking for a standing room crowd at the bar."

Finding a small padlock on the back door, Morgan Le-Fay was able to use one of Lilith Lass's handy electronic gadgets to pop it open without trouble. The shattered skylight in the roof admitted enough exterior lighting to allow the Crime fighter to move around inside without using a flashlight.

After ten minutes of useless search, Morgan Le-Fay decided that it had been a wild goose chase after all. Exiting the way she came, putting back the lock she had opened, Morgan Le-Fay headed back to the Hovercraft.

"What's this?" Morgan Le-Fay asked as she climbed back into the Hovercraft and noticed a small plain brown wrapped package on the dash board. "Another wild goose chase?"

She reached over and picked up the tiny package, only to drop it just as quickly as it suddenly grew hot in her fingers. Her free hand started to turn the handle to open to door of the Hovercraft, but it was too late.

Already the interior of the car had filled with a dense yellow-green fog. Joss cursed herself for her carelessness, even as she felt herself losing consciousness. In seconds, she was as helpless as a baby.

Morgan Le-Fay's first impression when she returned to consciousness was that she had been somehow transported to a medieval earth prison. The walls were all stone and covered with chains and various other instruments of confinement. Some of them unpleasant just to look at. One set of chains, bolted to a damp wall were of particular interest to the masked adventurer, mainly due to the fact that they were clamped tight around her wrists.

"Well at least I'm still in costume, that's something," Morgan Le-Fay said silently to herself, wondering why she hadn't been unmasked.

Once more she tried her strength against the iron shackles, but to no avail. Old as they might look, they were still solid as the rock they were hammered into. A glance downward revealed that her gadget belt was gone as well.

"I hope I'm still in range of Alcina's tracer," the captive heroine thought as she accepted the fact that she wasn't going to be getting out of this one on her own.

Once more her eyes surveyed the dismal surroundings. There were no windows and the only light came from two braziers on opposite walls. Unsure as to how long she'd even been unconscious, Morgan Le-Fay had no idea if it was day or night, or even what day it might be.

That brought a more discouraging idea. Not knowing how long it was between her capture and her awakening, it was impossible to guess where she might be. She could even be out of the country.

An hour passed as she waited in silence. The semi darkness and quiet solitude began to play on her mind. What if no one was ever going to come back for her? What if she had been left here to die of thirst and hunger?

The thought of food had made her aware of her last meal. As Joss, she had barely eaten half of the dinner she and Jared had gone out for. She now felt hungry, but not overwhelmingly so. How long would it be before that changed?

A few minutes into the start of the second hour, Morgan Le-Fay's attention was drawn to the sound of footsteps in the hall beyond the chamber. >From where she was bolted to the wall, Morgan Le-Fay couldn't see through the small window of the thick wooden door a few feet away from her, but she was sure the steps were getting louder and closer.

Suddenly they stopped, followed by a long period of deafening silence. Silence that was shattered when the heavy door abruptly swung open, the sound of its equally rusted joints howling in protest.

As if to heighten the sense of expectation, whoever had opened the door waited just out of view for a more long moments? Morgan Le-Fay could feel her heart racing as a sense of foreboding filled her.

That feeling of apprehension abruptly turned to one of surprise. Whatever mental image she might have formed of her captor over the last hours or so, abruptly shattered as a figure stepped into the room.

"I understand you've been looking for me," a quiet voice said. "I'm the Belle Witch."

Morgan Le-Fay was totally speechless. She had no idea what to say. The best theory about the identity of the Belle Witch had been that he was a European master thief who had shifted his operations to the States after the war. All of the various agencies hunting the master criminal would be shocked to find just how far off the mark they had been.

Standing before the helpless Morgan Le-Fay was the five foot six Belle Witch with short curly black hair. Her skin was almost as dark as the black formfitting outfit she wore. She had a lithe, athletic body and appeared to be in her early to mid-twenties.

"You're the Belle Witch?" Morgan Le-Fay finally managed to say.

"Surprise, surprise," the master criminal laughed as she walked over to her prisoner, coming to a stop only a few inches away from her.

"I don't know what to say," Morgan Le-Fay replied.

"Witch got your tongue huh," the woman in black chuckled. "Or is it that you couldn't have imagined a woman, or more precisely a black woman capable of doing all the things the Belle Witch has done. Misleading so many people, for so long."

Morgan Le-Fay had to admit, she'd never considered the idea that the Belle Witch could ever have been a woman. She also had to admit, the fact that she was a Negro took her by surprise as well.

"I bet you and all your little cop friends never imagined that you could all be outsmarted by a coon," she went on, using the term she found so distasteful. "I bet if you passed me on the street, you'd think I was just another nigger whore, wouldn't you?"

"No, that's not true," Morgan Le-Fay said, knowing inside that for most of her fellow officers, it was all too true.

"Well, I'll let you in on a little secret, Missy," the Belle Witch said. "In my case at least, it's true. I was a whore. That's right, I let rich men and in some cases women use my body in exchange for money. You'd be surprised at how many proper white folk crave dark meat."

The captive Morgan Le-Fay wondered why she was being told all of this, but was afraid to ask. She hope it wasn't because the Witch planned to make sure that she would never be able to hear her repeat it.

"That was until I had a small problem with one of my clients," she continued. "It seems this quite upstanding member of his community had a thing for shoving his little cock up a black woman's ass. But that's one game this girl doesn't play and I told him that right up front. When I tried to leave, he turned two of his hired goons on me and they held me down while he forced his miserable little thing into my ass. All the while going on about how nigger bitches loved it that way."

Morgan Le-Fay actually felt an affinity for her captor, at least in that situation. She could never imagine letting a man take her in that way.

"When he finally finished, and his thugs let go of me, I guess he expected me to be too afraid to do anything about it. I think it was the surprise of his life when I pulled out a knife and practically cut his balls off. I can tell you that he's never done that to another woman."

Morgan Le-Fay was now totally enthralled by the story, putting aside for the moment her fears as to why she was being told it.

"His goons were back on me in a minute and I figured I was dead. The only thing that saved me was that the cops showed up a few minutes later and arrested me. It seems one of Mister Upstanding Citizen's neighbors heard his screams and called the Protectorate. If you live in the right area, they do come right quick."

The Belle Witch paused for a moment and seemed to be considering something. Then she surprised Morgan Le-Fay by asking if she'd like a drink of water.

"Yes, please," she replied, reminded of her thirst and surprised by the sudden concern.

The Belle Witch produced a glass bottle from a small bag she had carried in with her. Holding it to Morgan Le-Fay's lips, she let her prisoner drink her fill. The water tasted a little funny, but she was glad to have it. Drinking her fill, she emptied almost half the bottle.

"Now where was I?" The Belle Witch said as she put the bottle back into the bag. "Oh yes, I was found guilty of course, there was little doubt of that. No way was some colored whore going to get away with cutting an important white man, regardless of what he'd done to her."

As a member of the Protectorate, Morgan Le-Fay knew that was also true. She felt ashamed for her chosen profession

. "They threw me into a lousy stink hole of a prison, the kind where you were abused both by the other women and the guards as well. I'd have probably died in there if it didn't turn out that Star Command had a need for women with, how should I say, my particular talents. I was turned over to the Solar System Defense Organization for special training. In short, they turned me into both their whore and their spy. I have to say, I was good at both."

She paused for a moment, then went on.

"Of course because of my Martian skin color, they weren't going to drop me into Uranus or any place like that, but I managed to make my mark in Saturn, Neptune, and even in a few cases Earth. When I was in the occupied planets, I always found it funny how so many officers of the so-called master race couldn't wait to jump into bed with a Martian whore."

The Solar System Defense Organization had been the allies' spy network during the war. It was rumored that they did a lot of things that no one wanted to talk about, not at long as they got the job done.

"Then the war ended and they got around to passing out the medals and other rewards," she said as she began to finish her story. "Then they realized that I and a few others like me were more of an embarrassment at this point than anything else. I heard some talk that they might just toss me back into that hole they had found me in, or worse, just make me disappear like I'd never existed. They can do things like that, believe me."

Morgan Le-Fay did.

"Well my Mama didn't raise a totally stupid girl, so I disappeared on my own terms before they could make up their minds," she added. "Then I realized that I had learned a great many things while I was with the Solar System Defense Organization., a lot more than they thought I had. There had been a good number of instructors willing to trade a roll in the sheets for a little extra classroom time. Without really knowing it, they created the Belle Witch."

As fascinating as the story had been, Morgan Le-Fay forced her mind back to more immediate concerns. She found the courage to ask what she'd been thinking.

"Why are you telling me all of this?" She asked.

"What you mean is," the Belle Witch said as she reached up and stroked Morgan Le-Fay's cheek with an outstretched finger, "am I planning to kill you now that I told you all my secrets?"

The bound heroine's silence confirmed the question.

"No, killings not my thing," she answered as she pulled away from Morgan Le-Fay. "Not unless the person really deserves it."

Behind her mask, Joss let out a large sigh of relief. The next question came from her lips before she could even think about it. "But why ..."

"But why did I go to all this trouble to capture you," the dark skinned woman completed the question. "Why did I reveal myself and tell you my story?"

The Belle Witch waited a few moments before answering the question. It almost seemed as if she wasn't sure of the answer herself.

"Well let's just say that I'm about to go into retirement and I wanted to leave the story of the Belle Witch behind. I know that someone like you would be honor bound to tell reporters and such my story. If I told it to some cop, they might be tempted to bury it."

Morgan Le-Fay grinned at the irony of that statement. The expression on the Belle Witch's face told her that there was more to it all.

"And there was one other reason," she said, confirming the masked adventurer's suspicion as she moved back to her prisoner. "I have to admit, I've found myself quite taken with you when I saw you at the museum earlier tonight."

"I don't understand," Morgan Le-Fay said, hoping she really didn't.

"Oh I think you do," the Belle Witch said as she ran her hand across the tunic of her uniform, feeling the softness of Joss's beasts beneath the material.

"I'm not like that," Morgan Le-Fay quickly said. "Women don't interest me at all."

"Really?" The Belle Witch said in disbelief as she continued to caress Morgan Le-Fay's body. "I've seen pictures of you and that sidekick of yours. Are you telling me that you and she have never ..."

"Never!" Morgan Le-Fay quickly said.

"A pity, she's almost as attractive as you are."

"I told you I'm not into other women," Morgan Le-Fay repeated.

"All women are into other women," the dark haired woman corrected her. "It's just a matter of to what degree. To some it might be just friendship, to others a platonic love, and to even others physical love as well. Sometimes, a woman just needs a little taste of what's possible to make up her mind. Maybe just a little touch of something to nudge her along the way."

The Witch's words made Joss think of how she'd gotten almost half drunk to get up the courage the first time she'd gone to bed with a man. Sometimes it was a truism.

"Are you feeling a little warm?" She asked Morgan Le-Fay.

The truth was, she was feeling more than a little warm. Warm, and surprisingly horny.

"There was something in that water you gave me!" Morgan Le-Fay said as the realization suddenly hit her.

"I'm afraid there was," the Belle Witch confirmed, "a little something I borrowed when I left the O.S.S. last year. A sort of love potion, if you want to call it that. It helps you lower a subject's inhibitions. I like to call it my own special brand of Witch-nip."

Morgan Le-Fay could tell it was having a more than subtle effect on her. Her entire body was beginning to tingle, the mound between her legs growing moist and her nipples turning hard.

"This is no different than what that man did to you," she said, trying to use logic to dissuade this woman who meant to have her.

"In a way, I guess you're right," the Witch answered, "but I've found that it's the people with the power who make the rules."

"The museum, the diamond, how did you do that?" Morgan Le-Fay asked, trying to ignore the rising lust within her.

"Sure, why not?" The Belle Witch laughed. "It was actually very easy. The diamond was never in the case to begin with. I switched the Clay with my special copy the night before during the private cocktail the museum had for the board of directors. I walked right out with it, dressed as one of the servants. The color of my skin made me all but invisible in most of their eyes. Then I simply broke into the museum the next night, tripped the alarm and used a special radio remote to explode my Star of Mongolia. All was left after that was a small bit of dust."

"Incredible," Morgan Le-Fay said, her interest in the crime quickly fading before her rising desires.

"But I don't think you really care about the diamond anymore," the Belle Witch said. "I think you're more interested in this."

Morgan Le-Fay was caught off guard as she felt the thief's lips pressing against hers. There was a softness there that she found enticing. A warmth lacking in the kisses she had shared with Jared such a short time ago.

"Lilith Lass, help me," Morgan Le-Fay said softly as she felt the fire in the Belle Witch's kisses spreading through her body.

"She's not going to be showing up in the nick of time," the Witch said as she withdrew her tongue from Morgan Le-Fay's mouth. "We're a long way from where she'd be searching for you. An asteroid off the off Orion's Belt to be precise. This used to be an old prison, but now it makes a very nice base of operations. It's just you and me, love, with no interruptions."

The Belle Witch kissed her again, and this time found Morgan Le-Fay responding to the kiss. Their tongues met once more, playing a duet as they moved in and out of each other's mouths.

"My name is Nina," the Belle Witch said as their lips parted.

"Joss," Morgan Le-Fay heard herself saying.

"Such a lovely name," Nina smiled as she began to undo the buttons of Joss's tunic.

Joss's tunic fell open, revealing her specially designed bra. Rather than fumble with what seemed to be a complex series of straps, Nina produced a small switchblade and cut them away. The soft, flexible material fell to the floor, leaving her unrestricted access to the large mounds it had held in check.

"So very pretty," Nina said as she cradled each breast and rubbed her fingers across Joss's bright pink nipples.




Part 3

 

Try as she could, the woman behind the mask couldn't resist the feelings of pleasure filling her body. As Nina's lips closed around one of her nipples and her tongue plied some the skills the O.S.S. had recruited her for, Joss knew she was helpless. She had sometimes imagined facing torture, or even death if she fell into the hands of criminal elements, but never thought she'd face pleasures too powerful to resist.

"You're enjoying this, aren't you?" Nina said as she turned her attention to Joss's other breast.

"Yes," the crime fighter heard herself admitting.

"Well just relax and you're going to enjoy it even more," Nina replied.

True to her word, Joss did enjoy herself even more as the Belle Witch performed the same magic on her other breast. The Belle woman's touch was unlike any man's who had been there before her. Softer, more giving. Joss could tell there was a desire to give as well as take pleasure from her breasts.

"Why don't I get a little more comfortable as well," Nina said as she grabbed the bottom of her shirt and pulled it up over her head, revealing her naked breasts beneath.

Joss had never seen a black woman in the nude before and she looked down at Nina's breasts with some curiosity. She found mounds smaller than her own but ones which seemed perfectly suited for the Belle Witch's frame. They were a rich chocolate in color, with small charcoal nipples near the center.

"They look yummy, don't they?" The now topless criminal said as she rubbed her own breasts, feeling their softness. "Well why don't I let you find out for yourself?"

Before Joss could say a word, Nina had climbed up on a large building Clay that had been resting by Morgan Le-Fay's feet and pressed her smaller dark breasts into the brunette's face. When she opened her mouth to protest, she found a hard nipple shoved between her lips.

"Suck it baby," Nina commanded, "you know you want to."

The honest truth was, Joss did want to. She had never before admitted it to anyone, least of all herself, but she was curious about what it might be like to be with another woman. Ever since she was younger and she heard some of the other girls in school talk about Jodi Lyndsay and Cami Belmont. The two girls had been caught doing something with each other in the girl's bathroom at St. Mark's Academy for Girls. They had immediately been expelled, but all the rumors and curiosities had lasted long after that.

Even now, long after leaving St. Mark's, she never would've considered satisfying those curiosities on her own. Now, in her mind at least, she could tell herself it was the drug coursing through her veins that was making her act this way. That, and the expert touch of the woman who held her captive.

With girlish enthusiasm, Joss rolled her tongue over the small thick nubs that capped Nina's breasts, using her teeth and lips as the dark skinned woman had earlier done to her. It was, she had to admit, an intoxicating experience.

"That's it baby," the Belle Witch purred as she held Joss's face against her dark mounds, "you suck those sweet Hershey kisses."

After this had gone on for a short while, Nina pulled her breasts away and kissed the helpless heroine again. She could feel the lust flowing in the white woman's veins, a lust reflected in her own.

"Oh there's one other little thing I should've mentioned about that compound you drank," Nina said as she continued to cover Joss's neck and chest with soft, wet kisses. "Under certain conditions, it can be quite lethal. In fact, death usually occurs less than an hour after ingesting it. I saw its effects once, quite nasty I have to say. Delusions, convulsions, horrible." That statement immediately got Morgan Le-Fay's attention, even through the dense fog of desire that filled her mind.

"But there is an antidote," she added as she now kissed Joss's belly. "A quite simple one really. All you have to do is have an orgasm. There's something about the chemicals a body produces during an orgasm neutralizes the compound. Even a climax through self-love would be enough to do it."

The Belle Witch paused and looked up at the old chains that securely held Morgan Le-Fay's hands in place. It was obvious that self-love as she put it wasn't an option.

"Hmmm, that would be somewhat difficult in your case, wouldn't it," the Witch said. "I'm very tempted to free your hands so you could help yourself, but you do-gooder types are always doing the noble thing. I'm afraid that if I were to free you, then you might be tempted to capture me instead. But not to worry love, I'm going to be sure that you have an orgasm. One that you're not going to forget for a long, long time."

With that, the Belle Witch undid the clasp of Morgan Le-Fay's skirt and slid it down her long legs. Now revealed were the heroine's cotton panties, a large damp stain visible over her mound. Nina ran her fingers up along Joss's legs, then under the bottom elastic of her undergarment. Her dark fingers met against the moist hair, rubbing it slightly as they produced a soft moan from Joss's lips.

Nina's hands closed around the thin material and with an unexpected force, ripped the panties off Joss's body. With thrusts just as forceful, the Belle Witch pulled Morgan Le-Fay's legs apart and lifted them over her shoulder, bringing Joss's pussy right up to her face. Holding on to the white woman's ass for support, Nina attacked her prize in a frenzy of Sapphic desire.

"Oh God!" Joss called out as she felt the Belle Witch's tongue slide inside of her, triggering a burst of pre-orgasmic fury.

"I've heard you have a pretty good g-spot grip. You use to subdue your opponents, bet you'd like to use that right now huh?" Nina sneered.

Faster and faster her tongue moved, as if she were truly her namesake and Joss were a saucer of milk. Her assault was unrelenting, growing more so with each passing heartbeat. Joss could feel the tiny tremors building deep within her, vibrations that would lead to a lifesaving climax. The Witch's expert tongue slid lower, down to the tight little rosebud beneath her pussy. She snaked inside and Joss nearly swooned. In my ass she thought, noooo!

Despite the circumstances, Joss couldn't help but think that this was something that she had been missing. On those few times when her duties as Officer Clay had called for her to conduct a body search of ladies of the evening, some of them had taunted her with an offer to teach her a few sex acts her mama never told her about. Their offers were so graphic that there was no mistaking what they had been offering.

When she had brought the subject up one night during their lovemaking, Jared had said that it was something that she didn't do. It quickly became obvious to her that what he really meant was that he didn't want her to expect it to be done to her. On more than a few occasions, Jared had expressed a desire for Joss to perform a similar act on his manhood. It seemed he had developed a certain affection for oral sex during his military service on Neptune. So far, Joss hadn't complied with his request. Now aware of how good it felt, she quickly promised herself that the only way he was going to get his wish was if he was willing to reciprocate.

However, all of that was in the future. In the here and now, all she was concerned with was the nearness of her climax. Even if her life didn't depend on it, it would be all she cared about. It no longer mattered that the Belle Witch was a master criminal, wanted on two continents, or that Joss had sworn twice over to uphold the law. All that mattered where the pleasures of the flesh and a gratification she had never before imagined. A gratification, which suddenly stopped.

Morgan Le-Fay suddenly felt her legs fall free as the Belle Witch released her hold on her. A loud buzzing, like that of an alarm clock, was coming from what Joss now realized was a speaker hidden among the Clay blocks.

"Damn it, not now!" The Belle Witch cursed as she picked up her shirt from the floor and pulled it back on. Her voice a hard mixture of anger and disappointment.

"What's happening?" A confused Morgan Le-Fay asked.

"Someone's tripped the photoelectric eye in the outer corridors," the woman in black said as she hurriedly straightened her clothing. "I'm afraid we're going to have to make it another time. A pity really, I was really looking forward to giving you a taste of my blackberry treat."

"But the compound ..." Morgan Le-Fay started to say, realizing that she hadn't yet reached the climax that would counteract the toxins in her body.

Joss never got the chance to finish as her words were cut off by the crush of Nina's dark lips. For the merest instant, she felt her tongue invade her mouth one last time.

"Too bad," the master thief said as she jumped back and pressed against a small stone in the wall, causing an eight foot by four foot section to open. "You have one really fine body, I'll think of it often."

With that she was gone, leaving Morgan Le-Fay to wonder how soon the poison in her body would take effect.

A few minutes later, the door through which the Belle Witch had originally appeared opened once more. When she saw the figure that stepped out of the corridor, Morgan Le-Fay was sure she had entered the delusion phase of her condition. Standing not five feet away, was Lilith Lass.

"Morgan Le-Fay ...?" Lilith Lass gasped as she say the nearly naked woman chained to the wall. "Joss?"

"Alcina?" Joss said, realizing that this was no drug-induced fantasy. "How did you get here?"

"My God, what happened to you?" Lilith Lass asked as she quickly examined the chains that held her partner captive. Her eyes kept shifting from the cold, rusted iron and Joss's soft, naked body.

***

As briefly as she could, Morgan Le-Fay told her story, centering on the deadly compound now in her body. According to her best calculations, there were less than ten minutes left in the hour.

"It'll take a lot longer for me to cut you out of here and get you to a hospital," the younger woman decided out loud.

"Then what do we do?" A dejected Joss asked.

"My field is electronics, not biochemistry, Lilith Lass said, her voice containing a strange mixture of concern and excitement, "so I think there's only one thing we can do. Finish what the Belle Witch started."

Morgan Le-Fay watched in disbelief as Lilith Lass dropped down to her knees and spread the older woman's legs. Her hand pressed against Joss's very wet mound, parting her vaginal lips with her fingers. Then, without another moment's hesitation, Alcina pressed her head tightly between Morgan Le-Fay's legs. For the second time in the last hour, Joss felt the sweet touch of a woman's tongue inside of her. Whereas the Belle Witch had been hard and forceful, Lilith Lass was soft and gentle. Both methods, however, seemed to have the same result.

With a skill that seemed impossible for a novice, Alcina's tongue moved up and down the length of Joss's womanhood. There was little time for her to wonder about that, as Lilith Lass quickly brought Morgan Le-Fay back to the level at which the Belle Witch had abandoned her.

Alcina's index finger joined her tongue, adding another source to the cascading waves spreading outward from Joss's center. In what seemed at the same time, hours and no time at all, the costumed adventurers surpassed that level.

Morgan Le-Fay felt her heart racing like it had never done before and her breaths now came in short measured gasps. The fear that the poison was finally taking its described effect filled her mind for the briefest of moments. Then that worry as well was washed away by the crashing tide that now shattered across her. For some reason, even Alcina, went right for Joss's puckered hole, oh my god thought Joss. I have really been missing this. She just gave in to the pleasure.

With a cry that could very well have been her death scream, Joss finally reached her twice postponed orgasm. Just as the Belle Witch had promised, it was a climax that she would always remember. An orgasm that brought her to the brink of unconsciousness.

After a few long moments, the pounding in her chest began to calm as Joss came down from the high of her orgasm. Suddenly, she felt very naked. Far more than simply the absence of clothing, it was having been exposed to her young partner in a way she never would've imagined. How could she ever thank Alcina for the sacrifice she had made? Even more so, how could Joss ever face her again knowing how much she had enjoyed what Alcina had done to her.

"Almost there," Lilith Lass said as she worked on the wrist irons with a small tool from her gadget belt.

With a professional detachment, her partner had gone to work on her restraints the moment the danger from the drugs within her had passed. Just before the lock gave way, Alcina suddenly leaned forward and kissed Joss on the lips. That simple gesture surprised the older woman more than anything else that had happened this evening.

"Why did you do that?" Joss said as she rubbed her now freed wrists, sore after hanging there for hours.

"I don't know," Lilith Lass answered unconvincingly. "I guess I got caught up in the moment. Being so relieved that you were okay and all."

"I guess so," Joss said, not wanting to dwell on all of this too much right now. "Give me a hand with my clothes."

Lilith Lass made a point of not looking at Morgan Le-Fay as she dressed. Instead she looked around the small dungeon. It only took Joss a minute to redress. Aside from her ruined bra and panties, her costume was still in good shape.

"They certainly made this look realistic," Lilith Lass said as she examined a more nasty set of restraints than those that had been used on Morgan Le-Fay.

"Must've been a little unnerving until you figured out where you were."

"What are you talking about?" Morgan Le-Fay asked as she adjusted her tunic. "Where are we?"

"You didn't know?"

Almost fearing the answer, the senior Crime fighter explained where the Belle Witch said they were.

Lilith Lass laughed. She knew she shouldn't, but it did seem funny to her at the moment.

"I'm sorry," she apologized, "but an asteroid off Orion's Belt? It sounds like something out of those old twentieth century movie serials my grandfather used to watch as a kid."

Joss thought about it and realized that Alcina was right. The Belle Witch might've been a highly successful thief, but no way did she have the resources for a base like that. It was only the stress of the situation that made Joss accept her explanation without question.

"This is part of the old Castle of Horrors up on the abandoned land on Hologram's Point," Lilith Lass explained. "It's about fifty miles from Sweeney's. That's why it took me so long to track you down. This was the third direction I tried."

"Hologram's Point," Morgan Le-Fay repeated, remembering that the place closed a few years back after Virtual Reality Center had opened just south of the City.

Exiting the building the way Lilith Lass had entered, Morgan Le-Fay was surprised to find the Morgan-Hovercraft docked out front. Alcina must've found it in back of Sweeney's. The morning sun was just beginning to appear on the horizon. All of this had happened in only a few hours.

"Well, at least we won't have to walk home," Joss said as they reached the car.

Alcina forced herself to laugh. Now, with the danger behind them, the awkwardness of what had passed between them now hung in the air.

"Do we call it a night or do you want to try and pick up the Belle Witch's trail?" Lilith Lass said as she slipped into the driver's seat and Morgan Le-Fay the passenger's.

"I don't think I'm quite dressed for the chase," Morgan Le-Fay replied, feeling quite aware of the way her unrestrained breasts were moving of their own accord under her tunic. "I think a hot shower and a few hours' sleep is what I really need."

Lilith Lass paused, seeming to want to say something in response as she hesitated turning the key in the ignition. Her mouth opened but before she could get out the words, the radio under the dash suddenly crackled to life. Both of them looked at it in surprise. From the settings on the transmitter, they could see it was still set to the private frequency that only the two of them used. "Hello?" Morgan Le-Fay said as she picked up the mike.

"Hello lover," a now familiar voice said over the speaker. The voice of the Belle Witch, speaking over the Apple Watch she had taken from Joss's things.

"What do you want, Nina?" Joss said, using the name she had shared with her during her captivity. The use of which surprised Lilith Lass greatly.

"I just wanted to say how much fun I had during our little visit," the Belle Witch said, "and how sorry I was that we didn't get to finish what we started."

The memory of what she had felt with first the Witch, and then Alcina between her legs flashed to the forefront of Joss's mind. It was a memory part of her wished she could forget, but also one that part wanted to remember.

"You left me there to die from that insidious compound that you tricked me into drinking," Morgan Le-Fay said in her most official voice, letting her anger and the fact that all of what happened was the result of her being drugged push back those memories.

"Oh that," the Belle Witch laughed, "I'm afraid that I have some bad news for you."

Morgan Le-Fay's body tensed up for a moment, afraid that she was going to say that the poison was still in her body.

"There never was anything in that water." said the voice over the speaker, "Just some flavoring to give it a little aftertaste."

"But you said ..."

"Sugar, I'm a thief, what makes you think I wouldn't be a liar as well," the Belle Witch laughed. "After all, looked around you. This is hardly a small asteroid adjacent to Orion's Belt."

"Oh no," Joss said, not realizing that she had depressed the talk button on her mike.

"That's right baby," the Witch said, "You have no one to blame for what happened except yourself. I may have gotten you going a little, but after that it was all you."

"That's not true," Joss protested, yet wondering at the same time if indeed it was.

"Oh yes it is, and I'll let you in on another little secret," she went on. "After your little partner there showed up, I really didn't take for the hills like a bad little felon should. I was still there, watching the two of you from a spyhole in the wall."

Morgan Le-Fay suddenly looked up and out the window of the Hovercraft. Was the Belle Witch still somewhere around, watching them as they spoke?

"Even if I'm somehow wrong about you, although I don't think I am," she concluded, "I'm definitely not wrong about your friend there. I saw the look on her face when she walked in on you, and the look she had when she was taking care of you. That wasn't her first time, honey, not by a long shot. She was too good at what she was doing."

The signal began to break up, telling them that they were reaching the limit of the portable radios. That answered the question of if she was still somewhere close. "Well it looks like I have to go now," a static filled voice said. "Thanks for a fun night."

Silence filled the Morgan-Hovercraft after the transmission went dead. Neither of them wanted to be the first to say anything about what the Belle Witch had insinuated. Finally, Joss knew she had to say something, anything

. "I don't believe anything she said," Joss told her partner. "There was a drug in that water, and you did what you had to do to save my life."

Alcina looked deep into her partner's eyes, her silence seemingly giving her agreement with the statement. Joss waiting another few heartbeats to see if Alcina wanted to add anything, then said. "We'll just put tonight behind us as if it never happened."

"No," Alcina abruptly said, lifting her hands up to the side of her mask and removing it. "I'm tired of hiding behind a mask. Of hiding the person who's really behind it."

"I don't understand," Joss said.

"Oh yes you do," Alcina answered. "The Belle Witch wasn't lying and you know it. About you, or about me."

"About you?" Joss repeated, still ignoring what had been said about her.

"I've been in love with you since before I even met you," Alcina confessed.

"I ... I don't know how to answer that," Joss said. "I never imagined that you ..."

"Come on, don't give me that," Alcina cut her off. "Why else would you think I'd put on a costume like this and follow you? Why else would I spend a small fortune to give you the best in equipment, if not to help keep you safe? It's not like I had some great wrong to avenge on the underworld. That sort of thing only happens in the comics."

"Alcina, I swear, I really didn't know."

"Okay, maybe you really didn't want to know," Alcina went on, "but now you do. So what are you going to do about it?"

What are you going to do about it? The question echoed repeatedly in Joss's mind. A small part of her admitted that she suspected there was more to Alcina's desire to be with her than a simple desire to fight crime. The clues were there all along, she had just turned a blind eye to them. Some great Protector she was turning out to be.

Then there was Jared. How did she really feel about him? How did Jared really feel about her? What was she to him other than that big boobed policewoman that everyone seemed to know he was fucking?

"I guess silence speaks volumes," Lilith Lass said as she turned from Joss and started the engine. She reached down to put the car in gear and was surprised to have Joss's hand come to rest on top of hers. It stayed there for a moment, just long enough for her to feel its strength and warmth. Then Joss removed it as both of her hands moved up to her cowl and undid the small clasps that held it in place.

"I'm not sure where this is going to lead," Joss said as she pulled off the covering, "but I do love you, I know that much. No more masks, at least not between us."

"Oh Joss!" Alcina cried as she threw her arms around Joss and pulled them together, their lips meeting in a loving kiss.

"I guess we should find a quiet place where we can talk about this," Joss said as they broke their kiss.

"What about the Belle Witch?" Alcina asked.

"Why don't we let Jared and the Protectorate worry about the Belle Witch," Joss smiled. "I think he's going to find he has a lot more free time on his hands than he thought he did. Especially a lot of free nights."

Lilith Lass laughed as she finally put the craft in gear and heading back towards the city. At the speeds the Morgan-Hovercraft was capable of, she figured they could get to the apartment/lab that she kept in the Hellawes Building in less than an hour.

"What are you thinking?" Joss asked as she saw the mischievous grin on her partner's face.

"I was just thinking," Alcina smiled back, "that I'm finally going to get to show you a few of the more interesting gadgets that I've come up with. The kind you can use for something a lot more fun than fighting crime."

Aware of what Alcina was capable of when she put her mind to it, Joss wasn't sure if she should feel excited or apprehensive. One thing she was sure of, her life had taken yet another interesting, if unexpected, turn.

End
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