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		The Luxury of Waiting

		

		“This isn’t a social call,” I told Antonia.  I walked into her house without waiting for an invitation.  “Gerry’s not home, is he?”

		“No...”  She stood beside the open door, slack-jawed.  “Imogen?  It’s been years.”

		“I know.  I’m a jerk.”

		“I... huh.” 

		Antonia obviously didn’t know what to say, but, hell, neither did I.  Leaning against the wall, I untied my shoes and slipped them off.  Years—she was right.  I hadn’t been to Gerry’s house in... years.

		Wandering into the kitchen, I touched the familiar magnets on the fridge, then the stained-glass bluebird hanging in the window.  It was a part of me, this place.

		“Would you like a cup of tea?” Antonia asked.

		I laughed, because I felt so sorry for her.  She was a ball of confusion, and I wasn’t helping.  So I just came right out and said it.  “I slept with Gerry.”

		Her expression hardened.  She stared right through me, like I blended into the chicken-and-egg wallpaper. 

		I said, “I’m sorry.”

		“When?”

		“When did I sleep with him?”

		“Yes.”

		“A long time ago.  Years.”

		Antonia opened the fridge and looked inside.  “Where?”

		“Here.” 

		“Oh.”  She pulled out a pint of blueberries.  “Have some of these. They’re washed.”

		Antonia brought the blueberries to her small kitchen table and I sat with her.  We popped berries into our mouths.  For a while, we didn’t talk.

		“If it happened so long ago, why are you telling me now?”

		Good question.  “I still feel bad about it.  Feel like I did you wrong.”

		“And you think confessing will absolve you of your guilt?”

		“Sure hope so.”

		A lopsided smirk broke across her lips, and it put me at ease.  I watched her gaze cycle from fixed to far, far away, like she was trying to figure out how to react, or what to ask.  I ate more blueberries while I waited.

		“How old were you?”

		“Young,” I said.  “Like nineteen, twenty.”

		“How old are you now?”

		“Twenty-nine, thirty.”

		She chuckled.  “Aren’t we all?”

		“Yeah.” 

		Except I really was.  If I had to guess, I’d say Antonia was closer to mid-fifties.  Her husband was even older.  He’d been almost fifty when I slept with him, which would make him almost sixty now.  Wow.  What a thought.

		“I don’t blame you,” she said.  “There’s something very alluring about Gerry.”

		It surprised me, when she said that.  Gerry told me his wife hadn’t wanted sex in ages, and that was a decade ago.  Could I ask?  Would that be too rude?  Antonia would probably be embarrassed that her husband told other people such intimate details of their life together.

		But I couldn’t help myself.  “Gerry said you didn’t sleep together at all.  I felt sorry for him.”

		“Ah.  True.  After the first couple years, we just... stopped.”

		“I always wondered if you were a lesbian and you just married him for money or whatever.”

		Antonia’s expression went blank, and I knew I shouldn’t have said that.  Too much.  I always did stuff like that, went overboard, said the wrong thing.  She rose from the table and walked to the front door.  I was sure she’d kick me out.  I deserved to be kicked out.  But instead of giving me the boot, she flipped the lock. 

		Stepping up the hardwood stairs, Antonia asked, “Are you coming?”

		I crept out of the kitchen, following her voice.  “Coming where?”

		“Upstairs.” 

		“Up...”  I blinked.  “...stairs?”

		She ascended like a spectre.  She should have been dressed all in white.  Then she’d have looked like one of those Lady-ghosts that haunt castles in Europe.

		“You want to absolve your guilt,” she said without looking back.  “So come.”

		“Oh...”

		My feet followed Antonia, and my legs followed my feet.  What was this?  Tit for tat?  If Gerry gets to cheat, then so does his wife? 

		“Are you gonna tell him?” I asked. 

		“Do you want me to?”

		“I guess that depends.”

		She walked into their bedroom, and then turned to face me.  “Depends on...?”

		This room.  This was the room.  It looked exactly as it had ten years ago: same curtains, same trinkets, same poppy-patterned bedspread.  Same me.  No, not true.  I’d changed.

		I’d changed, and yet there I stood in the threshold of a married couple’s bedroom. Weakness was in my blood—a sad inheritance, particularly when paired with overwhelming guilt.  If I could find a way to absolve my sins, I’d be set for life.

		“You were right about one thing.”  Antonia sat on the edge of the bed and patted the spot beside her.  “And it’s not that I married Gerry for his money.  I was really drawn to him, when we met.  I was.  But tastes change, after a time.”

		“That’s true,” I said, stepping closer to the bed.  “I’m much less interested in guys than I was ten years ago.  Hardly ever date them anymore.”

		When Antonia nodded, her chestnut curls danced against her shoulders.  “Women now?”

		“Mostly.”

		A dimple sweetened her smile.  How could Gerry cheat on such a beautiful woman?

		“You’re really not mad that I had sex with your husband... in your bed?”

		“Imogen!” Antonia snapped.  Closing her eyes, she took a long breath.  “Please.”

		Fuck.  I was ruining everything. 

		While Antonia clutched her collar, I sat on the squeaky wooden chair by her dressing table.  I hadn’t felt truly uncomfortable until that moment.  She hadn’t reacted at all as I’d expected.  Why wasn’t she screaming at me, or smacking me... or spanking me?

		“I’ve never...”  Antonia’s eyes opened.  She bit her lip.  “I’ve wanted to.  I never knew where to go, or who to ask, how to ask...”

		Somehow, in that jumble of words, her meaning solidified like a sugar crystals.  I told her, “You don’t have to ask.”

		I came to her poppy-covered bed, just like I’d done ten years before.  Weird.  Deja-vu.  Except this time it wasn’t Gerry unbuttoning his shirt as I approached.  This time, his beautiful wife’s fingers quivered against her buttons.

		“It’s okay,” I said, brushing her hands away.  “I’ll do it.”

		The expression of relief that crossed her face spread like warmth through my body.  I unbuttoned her top

		“I feel like I shouldn’t be...”

		“Be what?”

		“Making you do this.”

		“You’re not making me.  I want to.”  I smiled, but she didn’t seem to believe me, even when I said, “I want you.”

		Her incredulousness didn’t waver until my lips found her neck.  That’s when her body gave up being nervous.  She melted in my arms as I traced my tongue up her sweet skin.  What was I tasting?  Perfume?  Body wash?  Bath oil?  It tasted as gorgeous as she looked, and she shivered when I licked her.

		“I’ve always wanted this,” she whispered.  “But secretly.”

		“You never told Gerry?” I asked as I slid her top from her shoulders. 

		“No.”

		Her black lace bra was more than eager to hit the floor.  Once I’d gotten rid of it, I bowed to her heavy breasts, pressing my face between them.  “He’d probably have a field day if we let him watch.”

		Antonia dug her nails into my shoulders.  “I’m not sure I want him finding out about this.”

		“Okay.  I won’t tell.”  I struggled toward her breasts.  “I never talk to him, anyway.”

		She released her hold on me, and my face plunged between her breasts.  I held them in my hands, savouring their weight.  Her dark nipples pebbled, calling for my tongue.

		“What about me?” she asked.  “Will you talk to me after we’re done?”

		Of course I would—I liked her a lot—but her breasts were too tempting.  My words fell away when my tongue met her pursed tits.  I couldn’t choose just one.  I licked back and forth between the two, making her weak.  Her half-dressed body flattened against the mattress as I suckled gently. 

		Girls always told me how good I was at sucking tits.  Some mouths were too eager.  Some went at it too forcefully.  Not mine.  My mouth worked wet velvet magic on a breast.  I knew Antonia would like it.

		And my wet velvet magic wasn’t reserved just for breasts.

		She pushed on the waist of her black gaucho pants, and I pulled them off.  Her panties came down her thighs, tumbling past her calves, hanging from one toe.  I spread her legs and carved a path between them.  Her cunt smelled heavy and hot as I ran my hands through her bush.  When I pulled her hair, she whimpered, but she didn’t say no.

		Parting her pussy lips, I bowed between her thighs.  Her musk took over.  I couldn’t think.  My tongue found the jewel of her clit, and she gasped.  I didn’t mean to start there, but my mouth had a mind of its own. 

		“That feels amazing.”  Antonia cupped her big tits, squeezed them together.  “Don’t stop.”

		Holding her pussy lips open with my thumbs, I bent lower and licked her slit.  “Wow, you’re so wet.”

		“Oh.”  She seemed pleased.  And surprised.  “It must be you.”

		“You’ve got a beautiful pussy,” I told her.

		Her eyes glistened as I held her gaze.  Even as I licked her slowly, I didn’t look away.  I wanted to see her pleasure, see her gratitude and her joy.  I wanted to watch the tears streaming down her cheeks.

		“Thank you,” she whimpered, running her long fingers through my hair.

		I didn’t say a thing, just kept licking her clit.  My tongue took over after my jaw hit the wall.  I’m not sure how it continued to lap at her cunt when I was beyond exhaustion, but I felt a tad possessed.  Some force had taken over to pleasure her.  It wasn’t me anymore.

		“Don’t stop,” she said.  “Oh God, that feels so nice.”

		Planting my face against her splayed pussy lips, I sucked her engorged clit right into my mouth.  It throbbed against my tongue like a drum beat, incessant and determined.  It wanted me.  It wanted more.

		“Don’t stop!”  Her fingers curled around my hair, tightening enough to pinch my scalp. It hurt, but I deserved to be hurt.

		Pressing her pussy lips together, I crushed her clit.  Her body writhed on the bed as her raw bud popped out, looking for more.  I pressed my face to her mound, stroking her with my chin, my cheeks, my wet lips.  Her juices coated me like a trail of the places she’d been.  Her pussy felt so hot against my skin.  Hotter than hell.

		“Please, please, please,” she begged.  “Make me come.  Make me come now.  I can’t wait any longer.”

		She’d waited long enough—I wanted to tell her that, but I couldn’t steal my mouth away from her cunt.  The musky taste wore off, leaving only the sweet.  Her pussy was my candy, and I swallowed gush after gush of fluid.

		Her belly quivered.  Her eyes clenched shut.  She was coming in absolute silence.  All I could do was encourage the orgasm by licking her, sucking her, rubbing my face against her mound until she’d had too much and pushed me away.

		Kneeling beside her on the bed, I watched her chest rise and fall.  She tossed one arm across her face and let out a moan that might have sounded pained in any other context.  I traced my fingers gently between her breasts.  She giggled when I got to her belly.

		“I thought you’d never forgive me,” I said.

		Without opening her eyes, she replied, “You knew I would, or you wouldn’t have come.”

		That was true.  How did she know me so well?  Or was I just that transparent?

		“All these years I’ve been feeling guilty about what happened with Gerry.  Now I’ll probably spend the next ten years feeling guilty about what just happened with you.”

		“No you won’t.”  Antonia opened her eyes as the front door clicked and the hinges squealed.  “You won’t have the luxury of waiting ten years to confess.”

		

	
		Happy Endings

		

		It’s kind of weird how this all came about.  My assistant, Maya, asked for the afternoon off so she could participate in a documentary film.  When I asked what it was about, she said happy endings.

		I didn’t know what she meant, but Maya seemed awfully embarrassed.  “When I was nineteen I worked as a masseuse.  It wasn’t on my resume because... well, I knew what people would think.”

		I still didn’t know what she was talking about, but I didn’t ask a second time.

		“Anyway, a girl I used to work with is making a documentary about happy endings.  I would never give them.  I thought it was gross.  She wants to interview me on the con side.  She’s got enough girls who are pro.”

		“Yes, of course,” I said.  “Go ahead.  Should be a very interesting film.”

		Maya grinned and called out, “Thanks, Linda,” as she skipped from my office.

		Happy endings?  Call me naïve, but I honestly had no idea what she meant.  Thank goodness for Google!

		I must admit, I was a little shocked after reading the definition: A happy ending massage culminates in sexual contact, usually manual or oral stimulation.  Men are typically clients for these offerings, but some women also request happy endings. This activity is illegal in America and not performed at legitimate spas.

		What kind of a place had Maya worked, if her fellow masseuses were prostituting themselves to clients?  My stomach turned, thinking about sweet Maya faced with rampant erections, men begging her to provide some relief.

		At least, that was my initial impression.

		As the days passed, I started looking at Maya differently.  I would spot her at the coffee maker, or bent over the photocopier, and imagine those tiny hands working a stranger’s oily flesh.  In the beginning, I pictured her massaging fat old men, then slimmer, younger men, and then... well, me.

		It got to the point where I could barely breathe when she entered my office.  She would say, “Linda, are you okay?  Your cheeks are all red.”

		“I’m fine,” I would tell her.  “Hot flash.  Just you wait!”

		She’d laugh, and fetch me a glass of water.  It was more than I could stand.  I hadn’t felt intimate touch since my cheating bastard of an ex-husband ran off with a close friend of ours.  When he left me, my body shut down.  I didn’t want another man.  I didn’t want anyone, not even myself.

		And suddenly, there was Maya, making me throb.  God, I wanted her to touch me, but I couldn’t ask.  Just couldn’t.  Above all else, I was a professional woman, and responsible VPs resist the temptation to seduce their staffers.  I’d always believed that, and one little all-consuming crush wasn’t going to sway me. 

		But I needed something.  I started touching myself in the shower, but I never really got anywhere.  My body would ache all day. I couldn’t seem to satisfy it.  After a while, my brain felt like it was on fire.  I became so irritated with myself that I started scratching at work, leaving red claw marks down my neck and my chest.  Maya said I should see a doctor.

		One day, on a whim, I asked, “How is that documentary coming along?”

		She gave me a very strange look.  “Weird that you’d ask.  It’s premiering at a little film festival next Friday.  Want to come?”

		“No, no.”  Yes, yes!  “I don’t want to cramp your style.  It’ll be all young people, I’m sure.”

		“Linda, don’t say stuff like that.”  Maya shook her head.  “Anyway, my friend wants me to invite everyone I know.  She’s afraid no one will show up.”

		“Okay,” I said before Maya could change her mind.  “I’ll be there.”

		And I was there, with bells on.  Okay, not bells, but my best black dress over my most slimming undergarments.  I sat on my own while Maya joined her incredibly attractive young friends.  The film was truly eye-opening, for me. 

		One woman in particular made me sit up and take notice.  Her name was Shari, and she was on the pro side of the happy endings issue.  “Massage represents release and relief.  It’s an intimate interaction, and it kicks up arousal in a lot of people.  I think the natural progression is a happy ending. Touch and sexuality are so intricately interwoven.  I don’t want my clients leaving frustrated.”

		That made so much sense.  Why was it okay for a masseuse to rub your back but not your front?  The divide started to seem arbitrary.

		After the film, there was a reception in the lobby.  I’d lost track of Maya, but I spotted Shari, the eloquent advocate of happy endings.  My God, was she tall!  Her red velvet gown clung to her firm breasts while a black shawl draped haphazardly over her shoulders.  I felt star-struck, seeing her there.  My feet just started moving, and they didn’t stop until I was standing right in front of her.

		“Can I make an appointment?”

		That’s what I said.  No small talk.  Straight to the chase.

		“Sure.”  As she slipped her phone from her purse, she introduced herself.

		“I know,” I said.  “I saw you in the film.”

		I stared into her dungeon-dark eyes, hoping she’d know what I wanted—hoping I wouldn’t have to tell her.  She must have understood, because she smiled mysteriously as she looked up from her phone.  “Are you busy now?”

		“Now?  What, you mean like... right now?”  I stammered like an idiot.  “No, I’m free.  Now is perfect.”

		If I’d put it off or scheduled the massage for another day, I’d surely have lost my nerve.

		We slipped into a taxi and chatted about the movie.  I don’t even know what I was saying.  I was so lost in the enormity of paying for sex.  Really, that’s what I was about to do.

		As Shari unlocked the door of an unlit spa, she said, “We closed up for the night so everyone on staff could go to the film premiere.  It’ll be just the two of us.”

		“Oh, good.” 

		My stomach rolled as Shari led me up a narrow staircase.  I don’t know what I was expecting.  I just wanted it not to be sleazy.  Luckily, when she opened the door at the top of the stairs, the setting felt somewhere between comfortable and clinical.  I could handle that.

		There was a massage table in her little room, and a fountain, some bamboo shoots, other greenery.  Shari left the room while I undressed fully.  I bristled with an anxious almost embarrassed sort of heat.  She knocked before coming back in the room, and by then I was flat on the table with my face through that odd pillow with the hole in the middle.

		Shari gave me a whole lot of information, but my ears were buzzing.  I had no idea what she said.  When she set her oiled hands on my skin, I melted.  It had been so long.  She wouldn’t have believed me if I’d told her.  Years.  So many years since I’d been touch—even like this, just hands on my back. 

		Without warning, I started to cry.

		At first, I kept it quiet.  I didn’t want her to hear me whimpering, but when the full-on sobs took over, I couldn’t hide my sorry state.  Shari asked if I’d like a tissue, and when I arched I caught my first glimpse of her.  She’d taken off her gown.  What she wore now was black, a corset with panties.  She reminded me of a flamenco dancer, for some reason.  She seemed wildly passionate, but utterly in control.

		“Thanks.”  I dabbed my eyes, then blew my nose.  “I’m sorry about this.  I don’t know what’s gotten into me.”

		“It’s very common,” she said.  “Massage releases pent-up emotions.  No need to feel sorry.”

		When I settled back in, with my tissues balled up in my fist, she asked if I’d like her to work her way up from my calves.  Yes, I wanted that.  Very much so. 

		When her warm palms traced oil up my legs, I melted all over again.  I’d never thought of my calves as sensitive, but when Shari touched them, raw energy swirled through my pelvis.  That sensation—I recognized it from years ago.  From when I was a teenager, when I was in college.  Long, long ago.

		“That feels amazing,” I said.  My head was spinning, and so was my belly.  My whole body felt dizzy.

		Standing to one side, Shari worked her way up my thighs.  The closer she got to my naked rear, the more intensely that warm energy swirled between my legs.  I stared down at the floor, smiling like an idiot, picturing Shari in her black lingerie.  When she started kneading my ass cheeks, I actually groaned.

		“Sorry,” I said, feeling dreadfully embarrassed.

		“Don’t be.”  Her smile gleamed in her voice.  “Make all the noise you like.”

		I wasn’t shy after that.  In truth, I couldn’t keep it in.  When she stroked my ass with scented oil, I moaned like a monster.  In my entire life, I don’t think anyone had ever touched me in quite that way.  It felt amazing.

		After a while, Shari asked, “Are you ready to flip?”

		I didn’t even answer her—I just did it.  I turned over on the massage table and opened my legs.  Before I could stop myself, I ended up asking, “Do you ever massage people naked?”

		Her lips pursed beautifully, and then she smiled.  “Only if I really like them.”

		She must have really liked me, because she unstrung her corset and slipped out of it right before my eyes.  Her body made mine pulse.  I wanted to spread oil across her golden skin.  Her firm breasts pointed in my direction as I stared at her bare pussy.  I wished I’d shaved mine, too.  I could just imagine her palm pressing against my baby-smooth cunt.

		Instead, she ran her fingers through the dark curls between my legs.  When I felt her slick hand against the pulpy, pounding mass of my clit, my whole body melted into the vinyl cushion.  “Oh, that’s good.  That’s sooo good.”

		She rubbed my pussy with the meat of her palm.  I don’t know if it was the oil or Shari’s nudity, or just the fact that I hadn’t been touched intimately in almost a decade, but my sleeping body woke up.  My pussy gushed as I pressed it against her hand.  She wasn’t doing anything special, not that I could see, but I didn’t need much convincing. 

		“Want me to go in?” she asked. 

		Her breasts surged as she rubbed me, like her whole body was doing the work.  I stared at them as I tried to unpack her question.  “Go in?”

		She held up two fingers and raised an eyebrow.

		“Oh!”  When did I become such a naïve old woman?  “Yes, okay.”

		Shari doused my mound with oil, and just feeling that warm, slick stuff sliding over my hot folds made me moan.  When she pressed two fingers into my pussy, my bones turned to pudding.  She moved slowly inside me, looking for something... and finding it.

		“Oh my God!”  I arched on the table.  “What is that?”

		“Feels good, huh?”  She rubbed that strange place somewhere inside me, and I wondered if that could possibly be my G-spot.  If it was... well, I finally understood what all the fuss was about. 

		“Thank you,” I said, almost in a whisper.

		Shari stroked me with her fingers, tracing gentle circles around my clit.  She obviously knew what she was doing.  My swollen lips felt fatter by the second.  She summoned the juice that had been hibernating inside me.  It felt like forever since I’d been aroused like this, and unashamedly so.

		“Don’t stop,” I said, gripping Shari’s wrist.  From the look she gave me, I thought maybe I shouldn’t have done that, but she didn’t say anything, so I didn’t let go.  And then she jumped and laughed and I asked, “What?”

		“Didn’t you feel that?”  She rubbed me faster, inside and out.  “Your pussy’s milking my fingers.  You must really like this.”

		My eyes fluttered.  “I really do.”

		I didn’t speak after that, not in words.  I surrendered to the sensations Shari aroused in my body.  It wasn’t just one sensation—oh no.  She made me want to push, and she made me want to pull.  I bucked at her hand, launching my hips up in the air and then right back down.  I wasn’t in control of my actions anymore.  My thighs tensed.  I held my legs stiff as she scoured my clit.  Then she tickled my G-spot and I nearly flipped off the table.  She had to hurl her naked body on my belly to keep me in place.

		“Mmm!”  I shrieked and shouted, keeping my lips pressed shut.  “Mmm-mm-mmm!”

		My arms thrashed, and Shari jammed her tight breasts into my skin.  I thrust my hips, forcing her to writhe on top of me.  My brain had set itself on fire.  I couldn’t think.  All I knew was my want—more, more, more!

		The pulpy ache of my pussy expanded to devour my belly and my breasts.  My eternally soft nipples drew into tight, dark buds.  I reached for my breasts, cupping them, squeezing them, and that threw me well over the edge.

		I wailed as the pleasure morphed into pain.  Suddenly, my pussy felt huge, like a balloon set to explode.  I cried, “Stop! Please! Enough!”

		Shari rose from my body like a mist, withdrawing her fingers and wiping them with a cloth.  I couldn’t catch my breath.  My chest rose and fell.  The whole room seemed hazy, lost in a fog.

		When Shari leaned across my thigh and blew on my clit, I shivered and laughed.  It took a while to find my words, but when I did, I gushed.  I must have thanked her a million times, and told her how glad I was that she’d brought me here, how grateful, how long it had been.  I guaranteed that I’d make ours a standing appointment. I would come back every week—twice a week, if she’d have me.

		When I ran out of breath and finally stopped talking, Shari said, “I’m glad you enjoyed it.  To tell you the truth, women very rarely walk through that door.  I’ve never given a full release massage to another woman.”

		She seemed like such an expert, like she knew exactly what to do.  I said, “I don’t believe it.  You did such a fabulous job.  I know I’m naïve, but there’s no way that was your first time.”

		“Well...”  Shari cocked her heat coquettishly.  “My first time at work.”

		

	
		Driving Mrs. Rose

		

		Mrs. Rose called me a late bloomer because I was nineteen and still hadn’t learned to drive. I had my permit, but cars seemed scary. All my friends had their licenses, so I felt like I didn’t need to learn. 

		But Mrs. Rose said I must.  She drove a pick-up truck and claimed driving was the key to a woman’s independence.

		And Mrs. Rose was by far the most independent woman I’d ever met.  My grandparents lived way out in the country, and Mrs. Rose was their neighbour.  She’d always told me to call her Jan (since she’d never been married and wasn’t a “Mrs.” at all) but my grandparents were sticklers for formality.  They didn’t think it proper to call a woman her age “Miss.”

		So “Mrs. Rose” it was, and Mrs. Rose she stayed.

		I don’t think she was actually as old as the lines around her eyes suggested.  I couldn’t tell if her hair was white or blonde—she always wore that sun-bleached straw hat, so it was hard to get a good look.  I’d gone to her place to buy snap peas from her garden, but we got talking about driving, and soon she was set on teaching me.

		Since I couldn’t imagine learning in her big old pick-up, we walked back to my grandparents’ property. My grandma reluctantly allowed us borrow her Toyota.  Sure I was scared to learn, but I’d always heard it was easiest on country roads. Less traffic than in the city.  Also, there was something about Mrs. Rose that made me feel safe.  If we broke down or whatever, she’d know what to do.

		I was so nervous when I started the engine that I thought I might pee my pants.  I couldn’t remember which was the gas and which was the brakes, and no matter what I did, I second-guessed myself.  I felt so dumb.

		But Mrs. Rose kept telling me I was doing fine. 

		Thank goodness there was no traffic on the arrow-straight country road.  I would have wet myself for sure if I saw a car coming at me.

		The more I drove, the better I felt about it, until we came to a four-way stop and there were other cars. Oh no!  My legs shook so hard Mrs. Rose set one hot hand over my naked thigh, right under the hem of my short shorts. 

		Lightning shot through me, and all at once my nipples were so hard they hurt.  The day had been so hot I hadn’t worn a bra, and I stole a glance down to see if it was obvious.  Oh God, it was!  My nipples were pointy and stiff as pencil erasers, urging through the clingy jersey of my sleeveless top.

		Out of the corner of my eye, I checked to see if Mrs. Rose had noticed how hard my tits were.  Would you believe she was staring right at them?  Right at them!  Her fingers pressed into the tan flesh of my thigh and I didn’t know what to do.  My pussy started to pulse, that traitor, and I told myself the impulse was purely physical, just a response to a stimulus.  I couldn’t possibly be sexually attracted to Mrs. Rose, with her crow’s feet and sundrenched skin. 

		Could I?

		A car behind me honked, and I started through the intersection without looking.  There was a car coming at me from the left, and I looked down at my feet, searching for the brake.  Mrs. Rose grabbed the wheel, still digging her fingers into my thigh, and when she told me to floor it, I sailed through that intersection.

		I kept driving, way faster than the speed limit.  I wasn’t even looking.  I didn’t care.  I just wanted to get away from the car that had honked.  I was so embarrassed.

		But my body embarrassed me too, with its impulses, its throbbing arousal.  No matter how fast I drove, I couldn’t get away from that, just like I couldn’t get away from Mrs. Rose’s hand on my thigh.

		She told me to slow down and I said I wanted to stop.  I started shouting, hyperventilating almost. I pleaded with her to tell me how, tell me where I could pull over.

		Relenting, she guided me into a sandy strip that looked like a driveway but didn’t go anywhere.  I stormed from the car because my body was full of energy.  The grasses had grown high beyond our makeshift parking space, and I chopped at them with both hands.

		When Mrs. Rose appeared behind me, I didn’t even notice until her hands were on my shoulders, holding me steady.  She told me it was all right, no harm done.  I’d driven very well for my first time.  I didn’t believe that for a second, but her touch reignited the pulse I’d felt before.

		Turning around, I hugged Mrs. Rose.  The earthy aroma of her oversized linen shirt filled my head.  She wore an apron in the garden, but not now.  Just the shirt and capri-length khakis.  When I pressed my body into hers, I could feel that she wasn’t wearing a bra either.  Her breasts felt soft and comforting, and an urge came over me to suckle.

		I shook that idea from my head.  It seemed way too weird or incestuous or something.  Not that Mrs. Rose was family, but I’d known her since I was a kid and she was probably almost my grandmother’s age.  Just...weird.

		Holding me tight, she whispered into my ear that she’d noticed how I’d grown.  Grown how?  I wondered about that, but I didn’t ask.  Did she mean that we were the same height now?  Or was she talking about my long tan legs, or my hips, or my breasts?

		She was smelling my hair.  My skin tingled.

		It was obvious what would happen by the way she held me, running her fingers down my back.  I didn’t know if I wanted it, but my body knew.  My pussy throbbed so hot I was surprised it hadn’t burned a hole in my shorts.  My nipples felt like they’d had ice cubes pressed against them—not cold, just very, very hard.

		She asked me outright if I’d ever been with another woman.  I was shocked by the question, or more by the fact that she’d posed it in such a forthright way.  No.  Never.  My friend Hunter kissed me on the lips in Grade Seven, but that was nothing salacious.  I’d never been with a boy, either.  Only kisses.  They called me a tease because they liked my body.  They wanted it, lusted after it, but they couldn’t have it.

		I don’t think she believed I was a virgin, but why waste time convincing her?  Instead, I bent my head back a little so my hair fluttered against her fingers.  She still had her straw hat on, and the blazing sunlight filtered through the holes in it like little slices of heaven.  Her smile was bright and generous, but her eyes were dark with lust. It followed me like a wolf, always hungry, always wanting a bite, a lick, a drop of blood.

		She wanted me, and I gave myself to her.

		It wasn’t my mouth that she kissed.  She went for my neck, attacking it, nipping and licking.  My knees started to tremble.  There was something overpowering about her.  She was slim like me, but stronger.  When she held my arms, I didn’t struggle.  I looked up at the glints of sunlight slicing through her hat, and I surrendered.

		I was so turned that my legs refused to hold me upright.  Mrs. Rose grabbed the hem of my top and pulled it over my head as I fell to my knees.  There I was, naked from the waist up, bathing in sunlight.  I looked down at my bare breasts, and so did she.  My nipples were so hard they’d nearly turned red.

		There was a noise like a growl from the back of Mrs. Rose’s throat, and I could feel her attraction like an impending storm. 

		She set my top on the front of my grandmother’s car and yanked me up by the armpits.  I unbuttoned my shorts, and unzipped them without waiting for her to give the instruction.  Sure I was a virgin, but I knew desire—my own, and Mrs. Rose’s.

		When I stepped out of my flip-flops and shorts, sunburnt grass stung my soles.  I threw down my thong.  Mrs. Rose seemed to appreciate the look.  Or maybe it was my pussy she admired.  I’d shaved it the day before, because we’d gone to the beach and I wanted to wear my itty bitty bikini.  Maybe Mrs. Rose would have liked me in that bathing suit.  I suddenly wished I could show her.  I wanted to pose for her like a pin-up model.  I wanted to dance for her, and strip.  I wanted to please her.

		She told me to hop up on the hood of the car, and I did.  The sizzle blazed through my top, and I was glad I’d put my flip-flops back on before setting both feet on the fender.  There I was, utterly naked, pussy shaven, and sunbathing on my grandmother’s car.  I opened my legs, and Mrs. Rose dove between them.

		My thighs first.  She kissed all the way from my knees.  It was such a devilish tease I wanted to smack her, but I also wanted her to tease me.  I liked it.  I liked that she didn’t give me everything I wanted right away.

		Mrs. Rose let out a wonderful noise, a hum of enjoyment.  She told me my pussy smelled divine.  As she parted my shaved lips, I pressed my palms against the sizzling car.  When she got a look at the pink of me, she licked her lips.  Her hat slid down the back of her head, giving me a clear view of her face.  In the summer sun, her skin glowed.  She looked gorgeous, more beautiful than any woman in any magazine.

		I loved the way she stared at my pussy, with worship and adoration.  I’d never felt so wanted.  When she inched forward between my legs, I held my breath.  I knew this was going to feel amazing, oh yes.  And when she licked my pussy, really slow, teasing my flesh, I trembled on the hood of that car.

		The day was hot, but her tongue felt hotter.  It blazed against my clit like liquid fire.  She’d obviously done this before.

		My nipples strained naked in the heat.  I wanted to play with those rosy buds, but I knew the second I took my hands off the car I’d slide down and tumble to the burnt grass.  So I watched Mrs. Rose through the valley of my perky breasts.  I watched her eat my wet little pussy in rapture, like it was the sweetest thing she’d ever tasted in her life.

		Every so often she looked into my eyes.  Sometimes she arched high enough that I could see down the front of her oversized blouse.  I saw her breasts, and they were fuller and more luscious than I’d expected.  Now I really wanted to suckle them, even if that was super-fucked up and crazy.

		I pushed my pussy against her lips, rolling my hips to stroke off on her face.  My straining bud grew fat and red as a cherry.  She took it in her mouth and sucked, pulling on my tender flesh with her lips.  I went wild, thrashing on the hood of the Toyota.  It was too much and still not enough. I writhed so hard Mrs. Rose took hold of my thighs and held them steady as she sucked between my legs.

		In the distance, I heard the approaching whoosh of a car, and I stiffened.  What if they saw me naked with Mrs. Rose’s head between my legs?  What would they think?  Oh God!

		I heard the vehicle whiz by, but I didn’t turn in time to see it.  Hopefully they didn’t see us either.  That’s what I told myself, and the relief freed me up enough to surrender.  My orgasm had been sitting like a beast in my belly.  It attacked me, raging through my bones, making me flop on the car like a fish out of water.  I screamed and swore.  Hopefully nobody heard me.  I didn’t think there were any houses nearby, but you never know who’s out and about.

		Mrs. Rose licked my clit until I couldn’t take any more.  It felt amazing, but the pleasure was too extreme.  It coursed through me like lava, and that was wonderful, but her mouth on my pussy made me loopy.  She sucked, sucked, sucked until my clit felt huge and hard and tender.  I screamed, and she backed away, watching my naked body come to grips with its first sexual experience.

		When I’d drifted toward a blissful sundrenched sleep, Mrs. Rose read my mind and unbuttoned her blouse.  I eased forward and sank into the splendour of her breasts, suckling one and then the other.  Her breasts were warm and her nipples hard.  I sucked them with my eyes closed, feeling heat all around me, smelling the earth on her clothes.

		After she’d buttoned up and I’d dressed in my top and shorts, we sat in the hot car.  We didn’t do or say anything, just sat together until the stifling heat became too much to bear.  She started the engine and drove us back to my grandparents’ place.  Good thing.  I wasn’t in any condition to drive after that amazing orgasm.

		As she waved goodbye to my grandparents, who were sitting on the veranda when we got home, Mrs. Rose offered to take me out again the next day. 

		I took her up on it, of course.  I had a lot to learn.

		

	
		The Things She Says

		

		The things my woman says when she’s out West and I’m back East, boy, they melt me like butter!

		And usually her saucy ideas come out of nowhere.  We’re just talking about whatever, chatting on the phone, and suddenly—bang!—my panties are slick and I’m counting the minutes until she gets home.

		Like the other day... well, I guess I started it the other day.  We were talking about what she had for dinner, what I had for dinner, then about cooking and all that.  She said, “Cooking is skill and art. Baking is skill and chemistry.”

		I said, “I like to improvise. That's why I'm better at cooking than baking.  When I bake I have to be disciplined.”

		It wasn’t until after I’d said it that I heard the double meaning.  I was really just talking about using measuring spoons instead of eyeballing it.

		But I think Bella took a shine to that word, discipline, because she laughed her throaty laugh—the one that tells me she’s got ideas in her head—and she asked, “Why do you think I bought you a brand new wooden spoon?”

		I knew what she meant, but I wanted to hear her say it.  So I asked, “Why, Bella?”

		She laughed some more and said, “So you can be disciplined while you bake!”

		That’s exactly what I thought she was going to say, but I still blushed.  Even though my dominant older woman was all the way across the country and could only see my pretty face in her mind’s eye, my cheeks burned red.  And I giggled.

		“Or would you rather have me tie you up?” she asked. “How about that, sugar?  Tie you up and whack you with a wooden spoon!”

		I was lying on my couch, and still my legs were trembling up a storm.  My skin twitched to feel her fingers moving across it.  If only she were here to warm my ass.

		“That sounds good,” I said.  “Wish you could smack me right now.”

		I heard her breathing change the way it always does when I moan about something I can’t have.  But she recovered without scolding me, without telling me she does her best, that work’s important too. 

		She stayed in the game and said, “Maybe one day I’ll bind you up really tight so you can hardly move, then I’ll eat you ‘til you can’t breathe.”

		“Yes,” I begged.  “Please do that.”

		“I’ll bend your knees and tie your ankles around your thighs...”

		“Yes, please.”  My toes were curling already.

		“...and I’ll tie your hands at your sides.  No, I’ll attach them to your ankles.  How about that?”

		“Oh my God!”  Between my legs, I was wet and ready.  She was talking about tying me up, but that didn’t mean I had to deny myself the pleasure right now.  Did it?

		“How about a short dowel under each knee as I tie you?  That would keep your knees apart.”

		I said, “Okay,” even though I couldn’t really picture what she meant.

		Part of what turned me on so much was just the sound of her voice: husky and dark.  It got inside me like a tornado, whirling around in my belly.

		“Good position to eat you,” she said.  “Eat you, finger you, fist you, fuck you...”

		“Oh my God, you're making me so horny!”  There was no other word for it.  My pussy was pounding.  I think it was the mention of fisting that really put me over the edge—and then wondering what she would use to fuck me.

		“Sorry for making you horny,” she teased.

		“Vixen!” I teased back.  “I'm clawing my eyes out, over here.”

		“A couple light plastic bulldog clips with not much pressure, but enough to attach to each nipple.”

		My tits knew they’d been mentioned.  They started throbbing just as hard as my pussy. “Oh my God,” I said.  “That would hurt.”

		Her voice was like black velvet.  “No, baby, just light clips.”

		“They would still hurt,” I said. “But that's the point, right?  The pain is pleasure.”

		I listened to her breath, a heavy, heaving rattle.  What was she doing all the way out there?  Did she spend as much time thinking of me as I spent thinking of her?  That question was always on my mind, but I never asked.  I didn’t want her to know how needy I was in my heart of hearts.

		So instead of talking about relationship matters, I said, “I love it when you do stuff to my nipples.”

		“Oh, do you?” she asked with a shimmering giggle.  “Well, baby, after you’re all tied up I’ll show you the biggest cucumber in the world.”

		I felt my eyes widen as my pussy pulsed.  “I hope you do more than just show me.”

		Her chuckle felt a little more cruel this time.  “A cucumber and a whole bottle of really good lube.”

		My clit felt so huge and distended it actually started to ache inside my panties. “You must be as horny as I am, or else you're just trying to torture me.”

		“Wait until I bring home that cucumber,” she said.  “That’s when I’ll really torture you.”

		“Yes, please.”

		“And that new wooden spoon?  I could fuck you with one end and spank your ass and your nipples with the other.”

		“And spank my pussy too?”  I cupped my mound with one hand and squeezed.  It felt so good I groaned into the phone, wondering what her hands were up to.

		“And your pussy,” she agreed.  “If that’s what you like—if you want to get your pussy all red and spanked.  If you want to get your pussy juice all over your brand new wooden spoon.”

		I slid my palm down, nestling it firm against my clit, and started rocking on my hand.  “I'm squirming, baby.  You’re making me wild.”

		“You would be wild if I were smacking your slit with a wooden spoon.”

		She never used to be like this, my Bella.  When we first met, she was my sweet vanilla cupcake.  Now she was full of ideas, and anxious to turn those ideas into action.

		“Did I make you this way?” I asked.  “Did I turn you into a kinkster?”

		“A little,” she said.  “But it’s more like you made it possible for me imagine things and then tell you about them.  You’re my safe space.  You’re not going to judge me.”

		“No, I won’t.”  I closed my eyes and grinded against my hand, imagining I was getting off on her tongue.  “Even when you’re all the way across the country and I want you between my legs, I still won’t judge you.”

		She was quiet for a moment, and I knew she was trying to decode my tone.  Passive-aggressive?  Is that how she heard it?  Is that how I meant it?  Sometimes even I didn’t know.

		“I want you home,” I said to fill the void.

		“Ahhh.” Bella’s smile was right there in her voice.  I could see her face between my thighs.  I could see her smiling up at me.  “Thanks.  That’s a nice compliment.”

		I writhed against my palm, but I wasn’t going to come tonight, not without my girl.  “I wish you were here so I could fuck you right now and then wake you up in the morning.”

		“Wake me up how?” she asked. 

		“With my mouth, of course.”

		“Nice.”  Her voice was softer now, a dove’s otherworldly coo.

		I said, “You’re my woman. I know what you like.”

		“Yes you do.”  She breathed heavily, and then said, “Now go to sleep, sugar.  It’s late where you are.”

		Three hours’ difference between us.  I couldn’t help wondering how she’d fill the void.

		“Wish you were here,” I said.

		She replied, “I know,” which wasn’t the same as saying, “I wish that too.”

		We were quiet while I tried working up the courage to ask if she had another girl out West.  But I’d always been a weakling.  I couldn’t ask a question like that.  I didn’t want to know.

		“Dream of me,” she said.

		“Oh, trust me, Bella.”  I pulled my wet hand out of my panties and wiped it on the dirty couch.  “Trust me, I will.”

		

	
		Debbie Does Dalhousie

		

		She couldn’t believe this day had really come.

		Throughout her son’s high school years, Debbie counted the days until she could finally kick him out of the house.  Well, okay, that was a bit of an exaggeration, but Ryan really did give her more trouble than any of the other boys.  Middle child, always seeking attention.  The oldest was coddled, the youngest got away with murder, and there was Ryan between the two, always struggling.

		Debbie and her ex had been amazed when Ryan got into a good university, and even scored a scholarship for gay creative types. Despite the grey hairs he’d given her, Debbie had to admit she admired her son.  He was so confident in who he was and what he wanted out of life.

		Even in middle age, Debbie hadn’t settled on what she wanted.  Two ex-husbands in her past, trailing countless jobs and half-completed night courses, she still didn’t know what to set her sights on.  It wasn’t enough just to be a mom—she’d figured that out years ago—but now that Ryan had more direction in life than she did, she was starting to feel like a failure.

		“Don’t work too hard,” she told Ryan, not that working too hard was generally an issue for him.

		“Trust me, I won’t.”  He delivered his lines straight-faced, but Debbie suspected there was more beneath his monotone than he let on. She kissed his greasy hair and looked around his dorm room.  It was so tiny. And he had to share this with another boy?

		“Want me to help you unpack?” she asked.

		“No, I got it.”  He stood in the middle of the room, staring at her as if to say, ‘Here’s your hat. What’s your hurry?’

		“I want you to have fun at university,” Debbie told him.  She wished she had better words of wisdom, but nothing came to mind.  “I was already engaged to your dad at your age, and I always wonder what life would be like if I’d gotten a degree instead of getting married.”

		“Mom!”  Ryan rolled his eyes.  “I don’t want to hear about your life.”

		“I know, but just... try new things, okay?  I’m sure the other moms tell their kids not to do anything stupid, but trust me, if you don’t do it now you never will.  I’ve always felt like I missed out on something really great by not going to university.”

		Ryan raised an eyebrow—he plucked his eyebrows, and they looked even better than Debbie’s.  “So you want to live vicariously through me?”

		With a smile, Debbie took him in her arms.  He squirmed, but she just held on tighter.  “Every mother wants her kids to have a better life than she did.”

		Ryan stopped struggling.  Tears welled in Debbie’s eyes as she felt his hands creeping up her back.  He hugged her hard and said, “Thanks.”

		If she didn’t leave his room now, she’d end up sleeping on that second bed, whether or not there was another boy in it.

		Debbie said her goodbyes in a haze.  If it was this hard with Ryan, imagine how she’d feel dropping Aiden off at university!  Just the thought made her feel faint.  She’d be all alone, then.  An entire house and only her.  Dinners alone, evenings alone.  Forever alone.  God, she couldn’t stand the thought.  But she couldn’t hold on to her children forever. She had to take care of herself.

		Wandering from Ryan’s residence, Debbie dropped down on a bench.  She’d come in lugging Ryan’s suitcase in one hand and fold-away easel in the other.  Now she had only her purse at her side.

		Summer hadn’t given up its hold on temperatures.  Early September felt like mid-July, and the sun scorched her bare legs.  Her boys were always telling her what an embarrassment she was, dressing like a teenager, but so what if she did?  These were the clothes she liked: sparkly sneakers and short jersey skirts, tight-fitting hoodies unzipped part way.  Debbie had big boobs and she liked showing them off.

		“Hey, we’re having a welcome back party!  Wanna come?”

		Debbie looked up from her sorrow to find three pretty young women staring right at her.  A tall girl with gleaming black skin held out a card that stated where and when, but Debbie didn’t know the campus well enough for that to mean anything to her.  She also wasn’t quite sure why they were inviting her in the first place.  Did they think she was a student?

		“A welcome back party?” Debbie asked.  “What...?”

		“This week’s always about the froshes,” said a girl who must have been dripping with sweat in that long black dress.  She looked like Wednesday Adams, though she was probably too young to know who that was.  “We wanted to have a little get-together for returning students, but we’re having trouble finding any.”

		“Yeah, they don’t usually come back to campus until the absolute last minute.”  The third, an Asian girl wearing a dress that looked like it belonged on a Swedish Barbie doll, sat on the bench beside Debbie.  “Classes don’t start for another week.  So far, we’ve only found each other.  And you.”

		Debbie itched to party with these quirky girls, but she couldn’t lie to them.  Anyway, they’d see right through her the second she didn’t know what her major was.

		“I’m not a student,” Debbie admitted.  “I just dropped my son off, actually.  He’ll be going to school here.”

		The tall girl’s eyes widened.  “Wow, you don’t look old enough to have a son in university.”

		Debbie smiled at the compliment.  “I’ve got two in university.  My older son’s in his fourth year at Carlton.”

		“Wow, he must be the same age as us, then.”  The girl in the funny dress beamed.  She obviously had no idea how old she was making Debbie feel.

		“You can still come to our party,” said Wednesday Adams.  “We’re grabbing dinner first.  Do you like sushi?”

		Not even a little bit.  But there was a pulse driving her to go along with whatever these girls wanted to do.  Debbie had missed out on the university experience.  This was her opportunity, right here, right now.  She had to go for it.

		“I love sushi!” Debbie said, hopping up from the bench.

		The girls introduced themselves around their blonde-wood table at the sushi place.  The tallest of them was named Alisha, the Asian girl in the Swedish dress was Mimi, and Debbie couldn’t remember the other girl’s name, so she just kept calling her Wednesday.  When they talked about their programs, they put Debbie to shame. She didn’t understand a word they said.  These women were real academics, not just dumb kids spending their parents’ money.  Debbie had underestimated them.

		“What should we get for dessert?” Debbie asked. “The mango ice cream looks good.”

		“The green tea ice cream is better,” Alisha said.

		Mimi sunk back in her chair and placed both hands on her belly.  “How can you talk about food?  We ate so much!”

		Debbie had barely picked at the sushi, though the other girls were talking so much they didn’t seem to notice.  “Well, what are we having for snacks at this party?”

		The girls looked at each other like they were trying to not laugh.

		“Oh, it’s not that kind of party,” Mimi said with a gentle smile.

		“It’s not the kind of party that has snacks?”  What had she gotten herself into? Maybe “party” was code for something.  “Well, what kind of party is it?”

		“This kind,” Alisha said, pointing to the pile of cute, cuddly bunnies on the invitation.

		Debbie was starting to feel really slow.  “I don’t get it.  What’s a bunch of rabbits supposed to mean?”

		Wednesday leaned across the table.  “We all get together and... take off our clothes and...”

		“It’s better when there are more people,” Mimi said.

		“What, like an orgy?” Debbie asked, far more loudly than she’d intended.

		The guys at the next table looked over, and she could only be relieved that Ryan wasn’t among them.

		“I guess so,” Alisha answered.  “So, are you still in?”

		A thick pulse sounded between Debbie’s thighs.  Alisha, Mimi, and Wednesday were very pretty girls, and she’d come here thinking how many experiences she’d missed out on by not going to college.  If she said no to this chance, she would always regret it.

		Debbie forced a smile, though she was nervous as hell.  “I’m in.  I want this.”

		As they walked to Alisha’s dorm, where this so-called “party” was to be held, Wednesday asked, “So, Debbie, have you ever fucked a girl?”

		Debbie’s breath caught in her throat.  “Well, I... I...”

		“Oh, she has!” Mimi giggled.  “Look, she’s blushing!”

		“I am not blushing.”  Debbie covered her cheeks with both hands.  “No, I’ve never fucked a girl.  I kissed a girl once...”

		“And she liked it!” the girls sang as they hopped down the sidewalk.

		“I suppose I did.”  Debbie felt very flustered, and too old for this.  “It was a long time ago.  I hardly remember.”

		Wednesday stopped in front of her, blocking the path.  “Then we’ll have to remind you.”

		Debbie swallowed hard.  ‘Not here,’ she kept thinking.  ‘Don’t kiss me in the street where anyone could see.’

		Wednesday smiled, almost like she could hear Debbie’s internal plea.  When she turned and kept walking, Debbie followed.  She was scared as hell, sure, but she wanted this.

		Alisha’s dorm room was much larger than Ryan’s, more like a bachelor apartment. She didn’t share with anyone. The building seemed pretty much deserted, since older students hadn’t returned to residence yet.

		When Alisha turned on music with a throbbing bass line, Debbie’s pussy mimicked in beat.  Her skin pricked even though the room wasn’t cold.  Alisha lit candles while Wednesday pulled the bright blue comforter off the bed and spread it across the floor.  Mimi put pillows on top, and Alisha said, “Looks great!”

		Debbie’s nipples peaked so hard they stuck out in front of her.  She absently smoothed her hands over the velveteen fabric of her hoodie, and Wednesday laughed. “Need some help, over there?”

		“Hmm?”  Debbie swallowed hard.  “You mean... what do you mean?”

		With matching smirks, Wednesday and Mimi approached.  When they were close enough to touch, Wednesday reached for the zipper and pulled it down until Debbie’s hoodie hung open.  It was so skin-tight that she hadn’t worn a T-shirt underneath, only a playful bra—bright pink with leopard spots.  It made the girls chuckle, but that was fine.  She could tell that they were salivating over her big breasts, so she pulled the cups down and scooped them out, rolling her hard nipples between her thumbs and forefingers.

		“Wow,” Mimi said in a whisper.

		“Yeah,” Wednesday replied.

		Debbie smiled wide.  “I know.  I’ve got great tits.”

		“That’s an understatement.”  Alisha stood apart from the three of them, her eyes just as hungry as Mimi’s and Wednesday’s.

		“We should all just lick you and love you,” Mimi said.  “I mean, since you’ve never done this before.  It would be, like, your initiation.”

		Wednesday set a warm palm on Debbie’s bare flesh.  “Is that what you want?”

		Debbie tried to say yes, but the word wouldn’t come out, no matter how hard she forced it.  She let the girls lead her onto the makeshift arena on the floor.  They tore off her shorts and her thong, then pulled away her hoodie and bra.  Once she was totally naked, they sat her down on a pillow.

		Leaning against the mattress, Debbie watched the girls strip.  She hardly knew where to look.  Wednesday and Mimi took turns unzipping one another and dropping their dresses to pools at their feet.  Wednesday wore a long slip underneath. She struggled out of it while Mimi pushed down a pair of ruffled panties, then tore off a tight orange camisole.  Her body was supremely lean, almost androgynous, with tiny breasts and a pussy shaved completely bare.

		Wednesday had more of a natural look to her nudity—her bush was a dark puffball at the apex of her thighs.  Her skin was pale as the moon, her belly round, her breasts large and pendulous with soft pink nipples.  Mimi’s tits were different—dark and pointy as pencil erasers.

		Behind those two, Alisha undressed recklessly, almost clumsily.  She hopped around the room trying to get her socks off before ripping away her jeans and T-shirt.  Her naked flesh glowed like polished wood against the orange candle flames.  Her shape was somewhere between Wednesday’s and Mimi’s—lean and long limbs, but her bum was generously proportioned to her big breasts.  Debbie tried to meet the girl’s gaze, but realized with a jolt that Alisha was staring at her cunt.

		“You really love eating pussy, don’t you?” Debbie asked.

		All the girls said yes, even though Debbie had only really been asking Alisha.

		“Are you going to fight over it?”

		The girls chuckled, looking back and forth between themselves.

		“Can I watch you two kiss?” Debbie asked Mimi and Wednesday.  She rolled her nipples between her fingers while they considered each other bashfully.

		“Sure,” Mimi said. “My pleasure.”

		“My pleasure.”  Wednesday traced her fingers around Mimi’s waist.

		Grabbing her ass, Wednesday pulled Mimi close. When their naked breasts kissed, Mimi burbled with pleasure. Debbie’s breath ran ragged just watching the girls together.

		Mimi hummed warmly as Wednesday’s lips met hers.  They ran their hands through each other’s hair, tugging and tussling, getting messy.  Debbie couldn’t take her eyes off their gorgeous mouths.  Their little tongues flicked, pretty and pink and wet. Debbie’s clit ached.

		Alisha must have been equally horny on the other side of the dark-haired kissers. Growling, she tore around them and dove between Debbie’s legs.  It happened so fast Debbie didn’t see it coming.

		She didn’t expect Alisha to push her thighs so far apart.  They screamed as the girl shoved her face against Debbie’s pussy and start licking.

		“Oh God!”  Debbie struggled to keep her eyes open, but they fluttered as Alisha worked her clit.  That tongue was like slick velvet.  Every time her eyes flickered closed, she was sure she felt all three girls between her thighs.

		“You’re not watching!” Mimi whined.

		Debbie looked up to find Mimi and Wednesday no longer kissing, but standing in one another’s embrace, legs slightly apart, writhing one against the other’s thigh.  They pressed their heads together as they watched Alisha eating Debbie’s pussy.

		That girl was a pro.  She didn’t even come up for air.

		“I want a better view,” Wednesday said, carving a path around Alisha’s body.

		“Hey!” Mimi cried, left all alone.

		“Don’t get all mopey on me,” Wednesday said.  “You take one boob, I’ll take the other.”

		A keen smile bled across Mimi’s lips, and she skipped around Debbie, falling at her side.

		Alisha looked up from between Debbie’s legs.  “I must be losing my touch.  It’s never taken a woman so long to come.”

		“Maybe you’re just used to playing with younger women,” Debbie said.  “Have you ever been with someone my age?”

		That was a silly question, because it opened up this one:  “How old are you?”

		Debbie cleared her throat, then chuckled ruefully.  “That’s really not important.”

		“You brought it up,” Mimi said, cocking her head so her black hair cascaded across one shoulder.

		A smile bloomed across Debbie’s lips.  Before she knew it, she was leaning toward Mimi and Mimi was doing the same, grabbing her breast and kneading it as they kissed.  For a slender young woman, Mimi was incredibly forceful.  She pressed Debbie’s nipple between her fingers while her tongue thrashed like a whip.

		Debbie couldn’t tell what happened first—whether Alisha started licking her clit, or Wednesday started sucking her nipple.  Both seemed to happen at once, and the sheer heat of soft tongues simultaneously meeting her tit and clit made her buck and whimper.

		Wednesday was good at suckling.  The men Debbie had been with usually sucked too hard, made her nipples hurt, but Wednesday caressed her warmly, alternating between kitten licks and lovely suckling.

		When Debbie moaned in Mimi’s mouth, that seemed to give Mimi another urge.  She slid down Debbie’s body, kissing everywhere—neck, chest, breast, nipple.  Debbie groaned when Mimi sucked her tit in time with Wednesday’s tender rhythm.  Alisha joined in, sucking Debbie’s clit along with the stereo’s throbbing bass line.

		Mimi sucked one tit, Wednesday suckled the other. Beyond them, Alisha devoured her cunt.  This was everything Debbie had imagined university to be: uninhibited sex with passionate strangers, young women testing out their moves on each other, licking and sucking and giving all they got.

		“Yes!” Debbie cried, pressing Mimi’s and Wednesday’s heads flush to her big breasts.  “Oh yes, suck me!  Don’t stop!”

		All three obeyed, sucking in double time. Raw music blared. She could feel it in her skin.  Debbie bucked against Alisha’s lips while Mimi and Wednesday slathered their hot tongues all over her breasts.

		When they focused on her nipples, one sucking while the other bit, a tight ball of lust exploded in Debbie’s belly, buzzing with sheer bursts of pleasure all throughout her body.  Her thighs shook.  Her toes curled.  The intensity of orgasm zapped through every muscle as the girls overwhelmed her with affection.

		Debbie’s climax ebbed and flowed, giving way to another orgasm even more intense than the first.  She screamed, competing with Alisha’s music, but not overcoming it.  She kicked her feet against the floor and grunted wildly, not caring that she sounded like an animal. She raised her hips and lowered them.  She fucked Alisha’s face.

		The girls let up, kissing Debbie’s body all over, placing gentle pecks everywhere.  Alisha changed the music, put on something dreamier. The four of them huddled in a naked heap on the floor.

		It took a good long time for Debbie’s breathing to return to normal.  She couldn’t remember the last time she’d come so hard.  Maybe never.  All she knew was that, after receiving such care and attention from three gorgeous girls, she wanted to give back in any way possible.

		Glancing from grin to grin, Debbie whispered to the almost-sleeping girls, “Who’s next?”

		

	
		Too Old For This

		

		Did Larissa still believe what she’d said all those years ago?  Maybe she’d changed her mind since then.  Hopefully she had...

		“Let me see that pretty pussy.”

		Minnie’s eyes nearly jumped out of their sockets.  “Shhh!  People will hear you.”

		Larissa cocked her head.  “So shut the door.”

		There was so much work piled up on her desk—cheques to cut and invoices to follow up on—but Minnie couldn’t say no.  When Larissa got that gleam in her eye, all those pressing office concerns snapped away like the crack of a whip.  Anyway, it was Larissa’s company.  If the boss wanted the door closed, Minnie would just have to close the door.

		“Turn down the blinds,” Larissa said, her sharp canines gleaming.  “Then park your ass on my desk.  You know the drill.”

		“Yes, Boss.”  Minnie fumbled with the blinds.  If she took too long, she might incur an unbearable punishment.  “Sorry, Boss.  The thing is sticky.”

		“The thing?  Is it really?”  Larissa pushed her chair back, closer to the window.  No blinds on that one, and it ran carpet to ceiling.  Even on the twenty-eighth floor, Minnie wondered if other office workers in other office towers diddled themselves as they watched her daily submission.  Seemed unlikely, but maybe someone out there had a telescope?

		Anyway, if anyone really was watching, their eyes would no doubt be glued to Larissa.  Minnie felt like she’d aged twenty years in the past five, but her boss only grew more striking with age.  At thirty-six, Minnie’s auburn curls were dappled with greys while Larissa’s straightened hair ran jet-black along her scalp, pulled tightly into a golden clip, long extensions cascading down her back.  No wrinkles marring the dark skin under those blazing eyes. 

		Larissa could have been a supermodel.  Hell, she still could be.  If there were beauty pageants for business executives, she could strut across the stage in that sharp suit jacket and fearsome leather skirt.  Crisp white shirt, jewels and gold.  She’d take top prize.

		Minnie swished around the office in her summer skirt before hopping on Larissa’s desk.  Ooh, was she ever wet!  When did that happen?  Seemed like every time Larissa gave her that hungry look, her pussy swelled, her clit throbbed, and hot juice spilled down her thighs.

		“Open your legs, little miss.”

		Her throat ran dry, but she hiked her feet off the carpet and hooked her heels into the drawer handles.  The veneer on Larissa’s mid-century modern desk was scuffed in two spots, from Minnie’s two feet: small black stripes from every pair of heels she’d ever worn.

		“Wider.”  Larissa pointed back and forth between both knees.  “Wide as you can.”

		“Yes, Boss.”  Minnie parted her thighs until her muscles screamed.  “How’s that?”

		“It’ll have to do,” Larissa faux-clucked.  “Now hike up your skirt.”

		Minnie took the diaphanous fabric between her fingers and thumbs, tossing it around to tease her boss.  “Up?”

		“All the way.”  A bit of a growl, now.  “Up past your hips.  Then unbutton your blouse and lean back.”

		Hiking up her wispy skirt, Minnie imagined what her boss must be seeing.  She could tell by the hot gleam in Larissa’s eyes when she’d lifted far enough.  Larissa was the type to play her cards close to the chest, but Minnie could always tell when the wolf caught sight of its sweet prey.

		“Good,” Larissa said, almost a sneer.  “No panties.  Very nice.”

		“And the garters, Boss?  Do you like the stockings and garters?”

		Larissa’s expression hardened.  “Don’t push your luck.”

		Ooh, Minnie had really gotten to her today!  The garters were always a hit.

		“Unbutton that blouse.”  Leaning forward, Larissa grabbed a letter opener from her desk.  The weapon had a thick jade handle.  Minnie had met it before.  “Quick, or I’ll slice those buttons off and you’ll have to walk around all day with your top hanging open.”

		“You love making me blush, don’t you, Boss?”

		Minnie was really pushing her luck.  She knew that.  But if she got off on praise, she got off even more on admonitions.

		“You’d like that,” Larissa sneered.  “Having to walk these halls with your bra showing, your tits hanging out.  You like it when people stare.  You want to be the center of attention.”

		“No, Boss.  Not at all.”

		“Think you can fool me?”  Tracing the letter opener around Minnie’s top button, Larissa somehow managed to drive it into the hole and pop it off.  The button went flying across the room, landing on Larissa’s abandoned office chair.

		“Oh no.”

		Larissa’s expression darkened.  “You love it.”

		“I’ll do the rest.”  Minnie’s fingers trembled as she slipped the next button through its hole.  Not easy to undress on demand, even after all these years.  She wanted to please Larissa, impress her.  Strippers make it look so easy.

		Her bra was white lace, and it captured Larissa’s gaze even though she’d worn it many times before.

		“You like?” Minnie asked, propping her breasts up with both hands.  “If you look, you can just make out a hint of my nipples through the pattern.  Can you see them?”

		“Peachy,” Larissa said, nodding.  She traced the hazardous end of her letter opener down the curve of Minnie’s breast, right near the border of lace.

		“Cold.”  Minnie tried not to shiver.  Goosebumps rose across her bare flesh as her boss’ weapon teased her skin.  “Feels good.”

		“Oh?”  Larissa turned the letter opener forty-five degrees, digging the dull edge into her breast.  “Is that better?”

		The metal wasn’t sharp.  It jabbed Minnie in a way that made her crave more intense pain.  She thrust her tits forward, driving them against the edge, watching her skin indent around the dull blade.  Her boss refused to cut her with anything sharp.  She’d asked before.

		Larissa traced the warming metal against the lace edge of her bra, drawing it away from her skin, but only slightly.  “Pull down the cups.  I want to see your tits.”

		She said it like she’d never seen them before... like she hadn’t touched them, licked them, felt them, bitten them, every workday for the past five years.  Like Minnie’s body was new and exciting.  Every day, when she exposed her breasts to her employer, it was new and exciting all over again.  This never got old.

		Larissa didn’t often remove clothing, so Minnie’s breath caught when she unbuttoned her tailored suit jacket.  Without taking it off, she slipped open her top, like its buttons were magnets she only had to slide her fingers across to undo. 

		Her tits were small.  She didn’t wear a bra, didn’t need one, especially when her jackets always covered up her chest.  Her brown skin shone in the afternoon sun, which reflected off the business sector’s many mirrored windows. 

		Minnie watched in unsanctioned awe as her boss’ dark nipples puckered, hardened to sharp buds.  She didn’t know what to say when Larissa drew closer, pressing those pointed nipples to hers.  Their tits touched, and a bolt of arousal travelled Minnie’s body, swirling like a maelstrom in her belly.  Larissa’s erect nipples pressed into her softer skin, teasing her, taunting her, making her feverish.

		“What are you craving?” Larissa asked.

		Her pussy ached.  She couldn’t speak.

		“Nothing?”  Larissa’s mouth was so close Minnie could feel her boss’ breath in her ear.  “You mean your pussy isn’t wet for me?  Your nipples don’t want to be sucked?”

		Minnie’s throat ran dry.  She tried to tell her boss how badly she wanted her pussy fucked, but no sound came out.  Hot juice dripped from her cunt, down her ass crack, soaking her skirt.  She’d have a wet spot there, just like every other day.  There was a reason she bought skirts with busy floral patterns—so her co-workers wouldn’t notice the splotches of nectar soaking through.

		“What about this?” Larissa asked, holding the letter opener by its blade.  “You want me to fuck you with it?”

		Nodding, Minnie pushed a faint sound past her lips: “Please.”

		Why did she get so nervous?  Every day?  She should be used to this by now.  It shouldn’t be so enthralling, but every morning she dressed for a hot date and came into work with her heart battering her ribs.  Though she was in and out all day, each time she set foot in her boss’ office, her clit throbbed.  Would this be the time Larissa made a pass at her?  Asked her to close the door?

		Minnie never took initiative.  She always waited to be told what to do.  At this point, it was like Larissa had a responsibility to her.  Her employer paid biweekly, provided free coffee, and took care of her sexual needs.  A sweet deal, but Minnie couldn’t help worrying their arrangement would come to a screeching halt at any moment.

		Dragging her hard nipples down Minnie’s bare belly, Larissa said, “I can follow the smell of your cunt.  It’s especially strong today.”

		“Is it?”  Minnie felt her cheeks light up.  “I don’t know why.”

		“Did you wash for me this morning?”

		“Of course.  I always do.”

		“Were you running around a lot?”

		Minnie hesitated.  Back and forth between the bank and the post office?  Yes, she’d been on her feet all day.

		“I can smell your sweat.”  Larissa snatched a wet wipe from her desk drawer and cleaned the thick jade handle of her letter opener.  “Hot pussy and perspiration, you bad girl.  You dirty girl.  Are you trying to put me off?”

		“No, Boss.  I’m sorry.”

		Grabbing another wipe, Larissa rubbed it over Minnie’s wet pussy.  “I shouldn’t have to do this—clean you like a baby.  It’s your responsibility to stay sweet for me.”

		“I know.”  Minnie’s heartbeat thundered in her ears as Larissa tossed the wipes in the trash.  “Tomorrow I’ll smell sweet as pie.”

		“Good.”  Larissa circled the rounded jade around Minnie’s slit, not quite pressing it in, not quite touching her clit.  “How does that feel, hmm?”

		Minnie swallowed hard.  “Tickles.”

		“Tickles?”

		“Teases.”  Her breath came on so fast her exposed breasts surged against her pulled-down bra.  “It’s not enough.  I want more.”

		“More?”  A wicked smirk crossed Larissa’s painted lips.

		“I want it inside me.”

		“Inside?”

		“In my pussy.”  Leaning back on her elbows, Minnie cradled her breasts with both hands.  “I want you to shove it up my snatch and fuck me with it.”

		“Push your tits together.”  Larissa’s dark brown nipples seemed to harden as she spoke.  “Roll them between your fingers.  That’s right.”  She nudged Minnie’s clit with the jade handle, just gently, not exerting nearly enough pressure.  But she knew what she was doing.  “Now raise those big breasts to your lips.  Suck them.”

		Minnie’s clit throbbed against the mint-green rock.  She wrapped her mouth around one swollen nipple, and felt her tongue’s velvet heat soaring from her breast all the way down to her sopping wet pussy.

		“Your breasts.”  Larissa whacked Minnie’s pussy lips, using the letter opener like a club.  “Both of them.  Both at once.”

		“Both?”  Minnie’s brain buzzed as jade spankings struck her mound.  “Both my tits?  In my mouth?”

		“Yes,” Larissa said.  “Suck them both.”

		Holding her heavy breasts against her chin, Minnie bowed her head and opened her mouth.  She squeezed her tits together until they met against her tongue, and then closed her lips around both nipples.  She’d never done this before.  It felt strange for a moment, trying to suckle two tits at once, but the second she found her groove, liquid pleasure travelled her veins, filling her body with swirling gushes of heat.  Her skin tingled and her muscles trembled.  She gazed beseechingly at her boss as she sucked both breasts.

		Larissa slipped the letter opener between her slick pussy lips and entered her with the bulging knob of jade.  Minnie’s cunt had no memory, when it came to fucking.  Every time felt like the first.  Her slit was tight and reluctant, but her juice coated the makeshift cock as it forged a path between her thighs.

		“How does it look?” Minnie wanted to ask, but she worried Larissa would be displeased if she stopped sucking her tits.  She wished she had a better view as her boss filled her pussy with jade.

		“I don’t like this.  Get down,” Larissa instructed.  “Both feet on the floor.  Both tits on the desk.”

		Minnie whimpered because it felt so good, sucking both nipples.  She didn’t want to stop.  But if that’s what Larissa wanted...

		“Like this?” she asked once she’d climbed down and inverted herself.

		“Hands behind your back.”  Larissa tucked Minnie’s summer skirt under her arms, and then yanked the waist of her garter belt over her wrists.  “Can you escape?”

		“I could if I wanted to,” Minnie admitted.  “But I don’t want to.”

		Minnie could see her boss’ expression in her mind’s eye: impressed and satisfied.  Then Larissa grabbed Minnie’s hair and yanked it until her breasts rose off the desk.  “What about now?”

		“I still don’t want to escape,” Minnie said.  “Really, I just want you to fuck me.”

		A long moment passed, and all Minnie could feel was her hair pulling sharply on her scalp.  The blinding pain made her cringe, and her pussy tightened as the letter opener found it.  Larissa chuckled as she forced the bulge of jade deeper into Minnie’s cunt, like this was funny.

		“Again,” Minnie begged when her boss bottomed out.  “Slow.  And twist it.”

		Her breast sat like heavy cushions against the desk, supporting her while she leaned back.  The garter elastic cut into her wrists, but nothing hurt as much as she wanted it to.  Not even the steady thumping of jade as it rammed her tight cunt.

		Every so often, Larissa stopped fucking her, pausing with the handle inside her snatch.  Her boss swirled the jade cock, moving it in roving circles, making it feel larger, like the hard rock was expanding her slit.  The blade must be digging into Larissa’s palm by now.  Minnie only wished it was digging into hers.  Even without a cutting edge, that slicing pain would feel wonderful.

		“I’m about to make you come,” Larissa said.

		With nothing but a letter opener?  Minnie seriously doubted that, but she said nothing, just listened as her boss opened a desk drawer and fished around for something.  She didn’t get a chance to see it before she heard a buzz and Larissa pressed something smooth and relatively flat over her mound.

		“Oh my God!” Minnie cried.

		Larissa let go of the letter opener just long enough to smack her ass.  “Quiet down.  You want your co-workers to know what you’re up to in here?”

		“No, no, no...” 

		The vibrating thing, whatever it was, pulled an orgasm out of her, easy as sucking a milkshake through a straw.  She bit her lip and clamped down on the jade cock, but that only intensified her climax.  She whimpered, struggling not to, but unable to keep the little whinnies inside.

		“You want the whole office talking about you?” Larissa scolded. “They’ll say you slept your way to success.  They’ll whisper dyke when you walk by.  They’ll joke about you licking the boss-lady’s girly parts.  Is that what you want, Minnie?”

		Vibrations travelled her arms and legs like little bolts of lightning, finding her fingers and toes, making them dance with arousal.  Larissa fucked her so hard it hurt and finally, finally, Minnie got a taste of the pain she craved.

		“Oh God!” Minnie squealed.  “Hurts.  Feels so good.”

		Larissa slapped her ass.  “Keep your voice down.”

		“No!”  She’d never rebelled like this before, but her pleasure and pain mingled with fear of rejection.  “I don’t care who knows.  You do!  You care!”

		She cringed, expecting Larissa to smack her ass silly, but not a single blow landed.  She waited, but nothing.  Her belly whirled and buzzed.  Her thighs trembled.  The vibrator between her thighs brought on wave after wave of orgasm, and she folded her face against her breasts to muffle the sound.

		Larissa turned the jade knob like a corkscrew, withdrawing it slowly from the Minnie’s swollen cunt.  She panted viciously, rising and falling as her breasts pressed firmly into the desk.  Her boss was strangely silent, almost absent. 

		Tearing her tingling hands from the waist of her garter, she turned sharply to meet Larissa’s vacant stare.  “Did I do something?  What’s wrong?”

		“What did you mean when you said that I care?” Larissa asked.  “You think I’m ashamed of something?”

		Minnie wasn’t sure how to answer.  Leaning back against the desk, she caught a glimpse of the vibrator in her boss’ hand and wanted to ask about it—the toy was green and looked like a leaf—but now was not the time.

		“You think I’m ashamed of us?”

		Without meaning to, Minnie nodded.  “Only because... well, don’t you remember?  When we first started this, you kept telling me it wasn’t serious, we weren’t a couple.  You said we were getting too old for this, and if we were still at it when you turned fifty you’d kill yourself.”

		Larissa’s jaw dropped.  She said nothing.

		“You don’t remember?”

		She shook her head.  “I was young.  I was stupid.”

		“So when you had your birthday the other week, I thought...”  Tears bit Minnie’s hot throat.  She tried not to cry.  “I’ve just been waiting...”

		“I’m so sorry.”  Larissa wrapped her long arms around Minnie, bringing their bare breasts together.  “What a stupid thing to say.”

		“Then it isn’t true?”

		“Of course not.”  Her boss petted her hair, breathing warmly in her ear.  “It wasn’t easy for me, coming to terms with being kinky, being queer.  I fought it for a long time, even after we started this.  People look at me, even other lesbians, and they say, ‘You must be straight. You’re just messing around. You’re just experimenting.’  Nobody was there for me.  Nobody but you.”

		Minnie hugged her hard, squeezing their bodies together until tears burst out. 

		As Larissa offered sweet words of consolation, Minnie sobbed on her shoulder—tears of joy, tears of relief. 

		She would never be too old to cry.
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		Taboo Lesbian Erotica: 10 Scandalous Stories

		By Giselle Renarde

		It’s forbidden. It’s wrong. You know you should resist, but the desire is too strong...

		In Taboo Lesbian Erotica, kittens and cougars can’t fight their illicit urges. Their lust for someone off-limits is impossible to shake. What can they do but surrender to temptation? Especially when temptation comes in the form of discipline, punishment and scandalous sex with a woman who’s absolutely forbidden!

		Ten shocking stories of women who can’t say no to scandalous sex!

		Taboo Lesbian Erotica: 10 Scandalous Stories by Giselle Renarde is NOW AVAILABLE as an ebook and in print!
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		As a bonus for readers of Older Women, Lesbian Desires, enjoy a very sexy story from Taboo Lesbian Erotica right now!

		

	
		Bonus Story! The Lesbian Sex Talk

		

		“I think it would be better coming from you.”

		Those were the last words I ever expected to hear out of Charlene’s mouth.  She wanted me to explain “the birds and the bees” to her eighteen-year-old daughter. 

		Or, “the birds and the birds,” as Charlene termed it. 

		Because Talia is a lesbian.

		Just like me.

		“Like godmother, like goddaughter,” Charlene said over coffee.  “I’ll even go out for the evening so you two can have the place to yourselves.”

		“No, no, no,” I said.  “You can’t leave me alone with her.”

		“She’s just a little girl,” Charlene said, “not a pack of wolves.  You’ll be fine.”

		Charlene had no idea about her so-called “little girl.”  No clue.  I didn’t tell her Talia had been hitting on me since she hit puberty.  I still remember Charlene calling me in the middle of the night a few years ago to say, “Talia just came out to me, Quinn. She’s a lesbian just like you!”

		No kidding. I’d never have guessed.  (Can you hear me rolling my eyes?)

		For a while, I’ve been trying not to be alone with my goddaughter.  Even now, with her being a legal adult and all... well, I don’t think my friendship with Charlene could handle the strain.  She tends to be really dramatic about the tiniest things.  Her best friend sleeping with her daughter?  That’s kind of a big deal.

		“You can have the talk tonight,” Charlene said. 

		“I’m not sure she needs it,” I told my friend.  “By eighteen she’ll have learned everything she needs to know.”

		Charlene’s eyes bulged.  “Learned it where?”

		“At school,” I said, covering my tracks.  “In health class.”

		“But you know what those classes are like,” Charlene said.  “It’s all so clinical. Anyway, it’s hetero information.  You need to teach her about dental dams and... whatever else you lesbians use.”

		I couldn’t pick a dental dam out of a lineup, but I didn’t tell Charlene that.  Maybe I should have.  Then she’d have let me off the hook.

		But Charlene had an incredibly forceful personality.  You couldn’t say no to her.  That’s how I ended up as Talia’s godmother in the first place. 

		“Fine,” I said.

		She clapped her hands.  “Oh, goodie!  I bought you ice cream and pop and potato chips so you can have a relaxed, low-key evening together.”

		Great.  Just great.

		When Talia got home from school, her mother said, “Good news!  I’m going out tonight and you’ll be spending the evening with your Auntie Quinn.”

		Talia poked her head in the living room and smiled.  “That is good news.”

		She couldn’t possibly have had a more salacious expression on her face.  I don’t know how my friend didn’t see it.  Talia was a little lesbian horndog.  Somehow, Charlene was able to look at this leggy girl with those long tanned limbs, wearing jean shorts so tiny the seam must have been digging in between her labia, and see the same little girl who used to frolic through the sprinklers in a butterfly bathing suit.

		The only similarity Talia bore to that child, as far as I was concerned, was the painfully flat chest. 

		Even at eighteen, Talia still didn’t wear a bra.  She didn’t need one.  But that meant there was nothing to conceal her hard little tits from the world.  Her nipples poked jubilantly through the fabric of her ribbed cotton tank top, making her look like a beach volleyball player—someone totally unconcerned with how revealing her clothes were.

		Actually, I was wrong to say Talia’s flat chest was the only similarity she shared with her five-year-old self.  Her features had mostly stayed the same.  She still had that same button nose, same impish ears and sparkling blue-green eyes.  Her hair had been curly when she was very young, and platinum blonde.  Now it was long and straight and sandy brown.  She wore it loose and it hung all the way to her waist.  She was almost a hippie.

		“What do you want to do with me?” Talia asked, her eyes sparkling like aquamarines. 

		There was a devil in that girl, right at the surface, and her mother couldn’t see it.

		“I’ll order you two a pizza,” Charlene said, and took off into the kitchen while Talia dropped her school bag on the living room floor.  “Double cheese and black olives okay?”

		“That’s my favourite,” Talia said as she approached the couch, where I was sitting.

		“That’s fine,” I hollered, hoping to blast the girl away with only the sound of my voice.

		It didn’t work, of course.  Talia seemed twiggy and frail, but she had strength in those lean muscles.  She wasn’t going anywhere.

		“What’s this about?” she whispered, raising one knee seductively onto the couch.

		I was too embarrassed to tell her.  Or too afraid she’d pounce. 

		What kind of adult was I?  Fifteen years her senior, and the girl made me feel like a nervous wreck!

		She tried another tack.  “Where is Mom going?”

		“I’m not sure,” I said.  “Just out, I guess.  Maybe to a movie.”

		Talia traced her fingers seductively around the hem of her tank top, slowly raising it to reveal her belly.  “You know what kind of movies I’m into?  French ones where there’s lots of girls kissing.  I don’t even care if it doesn’t make sense.  I just love watching girls putting their lips together and maybe touching each other’s...”

		“I see.”

		“You probably like that too,” Talia said.  “What about naked women?  What about when you’re watching a movie and suddenly there are bare boobs on screen?”

		“That always makes me uncomfortable.”

		“Why?” she asked, lifting her top up and pretending to be completely unaware of it.  “Don’t tell me you’re not into boobs.  I love seeing other girls’ boobs.”

		“Stop saying... that word.”

		“What, boobs?” Talia asked, acting innocent as can be.  “I think I like them so much because mine are so small.  I like to see big heavy ones like yours.”

		I tried to cover my chest with my arms, but I wasn’t so subtle about it.

		“Mine are probably the tiniest boobs in the world.  It’s like I’m twelve.  See?” 

		She lifted her tank top all the way to her neck and, god help me, I couldn’t look away.  She was right, of course.  She barely had boobs at all.  Just the slightest mounds of tight tanned flesh culminating in peachy little nipples.  And no tan lines!  That meant she was out in the sun wearing nothing at all.  God, this hellion!  How could Charlene not see it?

		“What ever happened to thirty minutes or it’s free?”

		When Charlene’s footfalls stamped across the kitchen, Talia brought her top back down.  By the time her mother made it to the living room, she was sitting in the chair across the way.

		“It used to be thirty minutes or it’s free,” Charlene said.  “Remember that, Quinn?  Every place was the same.”

		“Sure.”

		“I don’t remember that,” Talia said.  “Must have been before my time.”

		How could it have been before her time?  I got the sense that she was trying to make me feel old by emphasizing her youth, and that was just plain mean. 

		Talia was a crafty critter, always up to something.

		“Where are you going, Mom?”

		“Just out,” Charlene said.  “Nowhere special.  I just wanted to give you two a little girl time together.”

		When Charlene left the room, Talia turned to me with her eyebrow arched.  “Hear that, Auntie Quinn?  A little girl time.”

		“To talk,” I told her.

		“Talk about what?”

		From the front hall, Charlene said, “I’m leaving money on the table here.  That’s for pizza.  I’ll be back around eleven.”

		“Bye Mom!” Talia cried enthusiastically.

		I wanted to run to the door and scream, “Charlene, don’t leave me with this devil child!”  But Talia probably would have headed me off at the pass and felt me up or something.

		When the front door closed, Talia brought both her feet up on the furniture, giving me ample view of her fuchsia panties beyond those supremely short shorts. 

		“Well?” she asked.  “What’s this all about?”

		No point delaying the inevitable.  I told her, “Your mother wants me to tell you about the birds and the bees.”

		Talia cracked up, which I guess I should have expected.  “Shouldn’t that be the birds and the birds?”

		“That’s what your mother said.”

		Talia’s expression fell.  “Don’t joke.”

		“I’m not joking.  Her words precisely.  Like mother, like daughter.”

		“Except she’s straight and I’m a big fat queer, so maybe it should be like godmother, like goddaughter?”

		“Your mom said that too.”

		“No she didn’t!  Shut up!”  Talia took off her shoe and hurled it at me. She missed and it hit the wall.  “You’re a dick, Auntie Quinn.”

		“And you’re more like your mother than you’d choose to believe.”

		She threw her other shoe at me and missed again.  “Shut up!”

		When she acted like a toddler, I finally felt like I had the upper hand.  I was the genuine adult, the one who doesn’t get worked up over being accused of acting like my mother. 

		“Are you through with your tantrum?” I asked.

		“Are you through being a dick?” she shot back.

		“Look, I didn’t want to do this.  Your mother asked me to have a talk with you, so I’m doing it for her peace of mind.  I’m sure there’s nothing I could tell you that you don’t already know.  You seem like a very experienced young girl.”

		“Young woman,” she said, crossing her arms over her chest.  “And I am very experienced.  I’ve probably eaten more pussy than you.”

		I wasn’t going to argue there.  “You probably have.  I only go to bed with people I love.”

		“That’s because you’re a boring old lady!”

		Old lady?  Come on!  I was younger than her mom, if only by five years.  But instead of arguing age with her, I said, “I didn’t sleep around when I was your age, either.”

		“Bet you wish you did.”

		God, she was right.  If I could be eighteen again, I would happily spread the love around.  Maybe Talia was right.  I was a prude then and I’m a prude now.  Who was I to give a lesbian sex talk?

		“I eat pussy all the time,” Talia bragged.  “Sometimes I’ll pull a girl out of class in the middle of the day and go down on her in the stairwell.  That’s how much I love pussy.  Gotta have it.”

		My heart thumped so hard it’s all I could hear for a few seconds.  “Who are these girls?” I asked.  “Do you love them?  Do you have... girlfriends?”

		Talia pursed her lips and refolded her arms across her chest.  “You don’t know anything.  It’s not about love.  It’s just sex.  I want it, so I do it.  The end.”

		“The other girls... they want it too?”

		“Well, obviously!”  She rolled her eyes like I was asking ridiculous questions.  “If someone came up to you at school and went ‘Hey. You’re hot.  Let me lick your clit,’ how would you react?”

		Nobody had ever said those words to me.  Not even close.

		“So you’re not looking for a relationship?” I asked.  “You’re only interested in... S-E-X?”

		Talia rose angrily from the chair.  She picked up a throw cushion and slammed it down where she’d been sitting.  “What do you care?”

		“Well, I am your godmother after all.  I’m supposed to keep an eye out for you.”

		“I’m fine, so leave me alone!”

		I stayed put on the couch when she stormed out of the room.  Had I done my duty?  Could I leave before the pizza arrived?

		A few seconds later, Talia tore back into the living room, shouting, “I don’t need you worrying about me.  I’m a legal adult, you know.”

		“I know, but we all need a little guidance at every stage of life.  Age is hardly a factor.”

		I hadn’t noticed before, but her eyes looked a little red, like she’d finished brushing tears away.  She dropped down on the other end of the L-shaped couch and growled.  “Nobody ever licks me back!”

		How was I supposed to respond to that?

		“I go down on, like, every hot girl at school.  I even go down on some of the not-so-hot ones because you’d think they’d be more eager to please, but nothing!  Nobody reciprocates.  That sucks!”

		“Sucks indeed,” I said.  “Maybe if there was one girl you particularly liked, and if the two of you built a relationship...”

		“Stop pushing the love angle, okay?” she howled.  “I don’t want a girlfriend.  I just want one person—one person!—to lick my snatch.  Is that really too much to ask?”

		I had to be honest with her.  “Talia, I don’t know what to say.  I’ve never been in a situation like yours.”

		“So much for the birds and the birds,” she said, leaning back in the poufy, outdated couch.  “My mom should have asked some straight slut to give me the sex talk.  Like maybe some woman who goes down on a ton of guys and they let her suck their dicks but none of them ever eats her out.”

		“What do you think she would tell you?”

		“Who?”

		“The woman who goes down on a bunch of guys?”

		Talia thought about it.  “I guess she wouldn’t be able to help me because she’d be in the same predicament.”

		“Predicament,” I said, and smiled. 

		“The girls at school don’t think they’re lesbians.  They don’t even think they’re bi.  It’s like... if I go down on them, I’m the lesbian but they’re still straight.”

		“Wow.”

		“I know!  And there are a few girls I like the most.  Well, two.  Well, mainly one.  There’s one girl I like the most and I don’t want to beg and sound pathetic, but I’ve asked her so many times to go down on me and she’s like...”

		“Scared?” I asked.

		“Scared, yeah.  Scared of my vag, like it’s got teeth or something!”

		I laughed and said, “Vagina Dentata!”

		Talia gave me a weird look.  “What’s that supposed to mean?”

		“It’s Latin.  It’s a vagina with teeth.”

		“Eww!”  She scrunched up her cute button nose.  “Is that a real thing?”

		“No, it’s not real.  Well, it’s a real expression.  It’s a metaphor.”

		“For what?”

		“For being afraid of what a vagina can do to you.  It could lop off your hand or your penis, if you had one.”

		“I don’t.”

		“Well... same here.”

		“But sometimes I wish I did,” Talia confessed.  “Sometimes I’ve got my face in some chick’s pussy and I just wish I could spread her little lips and whip out a big fat cock and shove it in there.  That would feel so good.”

		My throat ran dry and, god help me, my clit started to pulse.  Because I knew just what Talia meant.  There were times when I wished I could do the same: grow my clit cock-sized and stick it in some beautiful young thing’s pussy.  Or fill her mouth with it.  Just imagine what a blow job must feel like!  Oh, the thought made me weak.

		“There are always strap-ons,” I said.  “That’s a dildo attached to a harness.  You use it like a penis to...”

		“I know what a strap-on is, Auntie Quinn.  What, do you think I’m five?  I have seen porn, you know.”

		“But have you used a strap-on?” I challenged her, needing to feel superior to this eighteen-year-old girl.

		“I bought one off the internet,” she admitted, her eyes downcast.  “But I’ve never used it.  The girls at school... well, especially the one I like the most...”

		“What’s her name?” I asked.

		Talia looked away and sighed.  “Nafiqa, if you must know.  She lets me go down on her, but she doesn’t want to fuck.  She wants to stay a virgin until she’s married—to a guy, of course—but she’ll let me lick her pussy every day of the week.  She’s such cock-tease, Auntie Quinn.  It’s like sex with me doesn’t count.  It’s not real.  It would be real if I stuck a dick in her, though.”

		I could feel my goddaughter’s pain.  She was so much like her mother—couldn’t conceal her true emotions.

		“Sorry, kiddo.  I really am.”

		She moved closer to me on the couch and asked, “Did you ever fall in love with a straight girl when you were my age?”

		I couldn’t help laughing.  “I fell in love with all the straight girls when I was your age.”

		“It sucks,” she said.

		“I know it does, Tal.”

		She came closer and wrapped her arms around me.  Her twiggy body buckled against mine, and when she looked into my face, her eyes were full of tears.  She said, “It’s real to me, Auntie Quinn.  When I lick her pussy, it’s like I’m in heaven.  I just want her to do it back.”

		“I know, baby.”

		I leaned down to kiss her forehead, but she chose that moment to bend her head back.  Before I could stop it, her lips were on mine.  She wrapped her hands around my neck so I couldn’t pull away.  Her kiss grew more forceful by the second and I couldn’t stop it.  I couldn’t stop her tongue from entering my mouth. 

		Christ, she tasted like pussy! 

		My goddaughter was not exaggerating.  She really did go down on other girls at school.  I couldn’t help wondering if it was only this girl Nafiqa, or if she really did lick every clit in class.  The way her tongue moved in my mouth, I could tell she was experienced, not to mention forceful.

		My mind knew I shouldn’t let her do this, but my body was weak.  I hadn’t been to bed with anyone in over a year.  My flesh was on fire when her hand rode down my neck, finding my breast and squeezing.

		“God, your tits are big,” she moaned, pausing our kiss to bite my lip.  “I want to suck them, Auntie Quinn.  Let me suck...”

		Ding-dong!  Saved by the bell.

		“That must be our pizza,” I said, pushing her out of my lap and striding across the room so fast I knocked my shin against the coffee table.  “Damn it!  Oh God!”

		I hopped to the front door and grabbed the twenty off the table.  I must have looked like a wreck as I grabbed the pizza box and handed the guy the cash.  He must have known just by looking at me that I’d been kissing my goddaughter.

		Holy Jesus, I’d been kissing my goddaughter!

		After slamming the door in the poor guy’s face, I took the pizza to the kitchen and set it on the table.  I opened the box and grabbed a slice and hoped it would burn the roof of my mouth as punishment. 

		But it didn’t. 

		The cheese was the perfect temperature.  The pizza was delicious.  I gorged myself to help forget.

		Appearing behind me, Talia said, “If you’re so damn hungry I’ll give you something to eat.”

		My skin prickled.  Every inch of it, head to toe.  I felt like I’d fallen in a thorn bush.  I’d never felt so guilty.

		“Your mom said there’s ice cream for dessert.”

		Talia approached me like a cat, then swiped a slice.  “Mmm... olives!  My favourite.”

		I glanced in her direction, and that’s when I realized—Lord Almighty!—she was naked as a jaybird.

		And no tan lines below the belt, either.  Just a perfect bush of blonde hair, begging to be explored by fingers and faces.

		I shook my head and turned away.  “Talia, what are you doing?  Put some clothes on.”

		“Clothes are the worst.  I like being naked.”

		“Well, you’re making me uncomfortable.  I want you to get dressed.”

		She dropped her pizza slice back in the box and stormed off.  When I heard her footfalls on the stairs, it was actually a relief.  I should have been able to handle her.  I was the adult.

		But she was an adult too, now.  Her strong will combined with legal age to produce this monster of seduction.  Not that I found her seductive.  Seductive was the wrong word.  She had that same quality her mother had, where you wanted to say no but you just couldn’t.  That wasn’t the same as seduction.  It was more like willpower or force.

		I sat at the table and ate more pizza, staring out the window while Talia toppled things over upstairs.  Let her take out her anger on her bedroom.  Fine by me.  She’s sleep well tonight.

		After it had been quiet for a while, I decided to try again with the girl.  Charlene had bought chocolate fudge ice cream for us, and I found two spoons so Talia and I could share.  Except I started without her.  Actually, I ended up shovelling ice cream into my mouth with the carton still sitting on the kitchen counter.

		God, I needed sex.

		I brought the delectable ice cream upstairs and knocked on Talia’s door.  “Tal?  Can I come in?”

		Her voice sounded odd when she said, “Sure, Auntie Quinn.”

		I had the wherewithal to ask, “Are you decent, Talia?”

		“What do you think?”

		I should have followed my gut and gone home.

		Instead, I opened the door to find my goddaughter sprawled out on her bed wearing nothing but a strap-on

		“Can I fuck you, Auntie Quinn?”

		Why didn’t I leave?  Why didn’t I run?

		She got up off the bed and said, “I paid so much money for this thing and I never get to use it.  Can I fuck you just for fun?”

		“For fun?” I asked.  “Talia, I’m your godmother.  We can’t have sex for fun.  We can’t have sex at all!”

		“Can I have some ice cream?” she asked.

		I handed her the carton and watched her peachy nipples tighten as she sucked chocolate fudge from the spoon. 

		I should have run.  I’m an idiot. 

		I just stood there in the open door, staring at her big fat dildo and the black straps of her harness.  It looked pretty cheap to me.  If she paid “so much money” for it, she was obviously gouged.

		“Take this off,” I said, reaching for the clip.

		“No!” she said, hugging the tub of ice cream.  “Why should I?”

		“Because.”  I closed her bedroom door with my foot, simultaneously leaning forward to loosen the harness straps.

		“What are you doing to me?”

		I slid the harness down her legs, holding the dildo by its shaft.  It didn’t match her skin tone—too light—but aside from that it looked fairly realistic.  Veins along the shaft, folds beneath the head, a nice rounded tip.

		“Have you ever touched a real one, Auntie Quinn?”

		“Have you?” I asked her.

		She lifted one foot off the floor and then the other, so I could take off the harness.  She didn’t answer my question, and I didn’t answer hers.

		Please don’t judge me on what I did next.  I was out of my mind with pizza and ice cream and sheer, unfulfilled horniness.

		That’s why I placed the strap-on on my goddaughter’s dresser and instructed her to lie back on the bed.

		There was fear in her eyes when she asked, “Why?”

		She suddenly seemed so small.  So young.

		I shouldn’t be doing this.  It was so wrong.  Charlene would slaughter me.

		“You said no one would lick you.  Well...”

		Her eyes widened and shone.  “You want to lick me, Auntie Quinn?”

		Years she’d been putting herself out there, trying to draw me in.  Finally I get caught up in her net and she acts like it was all my idea?

		I shook my head and said, “Forget it.”

		“NO!”  She grabbed my wrist.  Her hand was freezing from holding the ice cream.

		She led me around to the far side of her bed and I let her.  I didn’t struggle.  I made no effort to run.

		Setting the ice cream on her night table, she sat herself down on the bed, spreading her long legs, opening her body to mine.

		“You should take your clothes off too,” she said.  Her voice was smaller now, not quite so commanding.  “Auntie Quinn?  Did you hear what I said?”

		“Take my clothes off?”  My brain had quit already.  Sex was driving the action.  “Right. Okay.”

		I pulled my top over my head. 

		Wouldn’t she think I was fat?  Anyone would seem fat next to Talia, but she seemed impressed with my curves. 

		I pushed down my pants and stood before her in a black bra and panties—not quite matching, but close enough to give the impression.

		“Can I look at your boobs?” she asked.

		I took off my bra and her eyes grew even wider.

		“Can I touch them, Auntie Quinn?”

		I moved in closer and she set her fingertips on my skin.  The way she touched me wasn’t rough, as it had been earlier.  Now she caressed my skin, lifting both breasts onto her palms and looking up at me through that veil of long sandy hair. 

		She wrapped her perfect pink lips around my nipple.

		“Oh Talia,” I said, brushing hair from her eyes.  “Oh baby, we shouldn’t.”

		She didn’t argue.  She simply suckled my breast so sweetly she seemed like a totally different person. Her face looked so lovely, so relaxed.  As my nipple glided in and out from between her lips, a gush of slick heat filled the gusset of my panties.  I hadn’t realized how truly turned on I was until my clit started pulsing.  It felt about the size of a cherry and she hadn’t even touched it yet.

		But it wasn’t long before my goddaughter slipped her fingers between my thighs and mashed her palm against my clit.  She continued to suck while she stroked my mound, and I could feel my nectar gliding between her palm and my swollen lips.  For someone so young, she was truly amazing at evoking a reaction.

		Or maybe she was so good at it because she was young.  Maybe her youth gave her the advantage.  When I was eighteen, I was sex-crazed too.  I didn’t act on my impulses, but I certainly remember feeling like I was going to explode if I didn’t get some.

		The truth of the matter was that I wanted to feel her mouth wrapped around my pussy.  I wanted her little pink kitten tongue lapping my clit.

		But I was the godmother and Talia had been left in my care. 

		I had to take care of her.

		I had to take care of her...

		“Baby, let go,” I said moving down her body.

		She clamped down on my nipple, locking it between her teeth.

		“Let go,” I told her.  “Trust me.  Let go.”

		She did and my breasts fell heavily from her mouth, one bouncing against the other, the two swaying beautifully.  I could see her staring as I kneeled on the floor beside her bed.  After all the eagerness on her part, she now seemed bewildered.  I don’t think she ever expected this to happen.

		Neither did I.  Her mother would kill me for what I was about to do.

		Bowing between her thighs, I inhaled slowly, letting my nose get tickled by her sweet golden pubic hair.  I loved her little curls.  It reminded me of a doll... if dolls had pubes. 

		“Oh please,” she begged, setting her hands gently on my head.  “Please, Auntie Quinn.  I need it so bad.”

		“I know, baby.”

		Just breathing against her mound made her sigh, and I loved that she was still so young these things affected her that way.

		I opened her up with both my thumbs, and the flesh inside was pretty and pink.  She was every bit as wet as I was.  I couldn’t resist touching her swollen little lips with the tip of my nose. 

		No, that wasn’t enough. 

		I swayed my head side to side, pressing my face against her teen pussy.  My cheeks got wet with her glossy nectar, and I loved feeling her arousal all over my skin.  She gasped as she watched me, but I knew what she wanted more than anything. 

		I knew she wanted my mouth.

		Talia had waited too long for another girl to go down on her.  I probably wasn’t her first choice, but I could make up for that with enthusiasm and experience.

		When I gave her pussy that very first lick, her body locked like she’d been zapped with a live wire. Then she shuddered and slammed my face against her crotch and cried, “More!”

		What could I do?  I gave her what she wanted.

		Wrapping my arms around her tiny ass, I hugged her tight.  I licked her pussy like an ice cream cone.  That made me think of the ice cream on Talia’s night table, which made me glance in that direction.  She noticed and followed my gaze, and when she spotted the tub of chocolate fudge she picked it up and savoured it while I did the same to her.  I wasn’t even jealous that she was tasting chocolate.  I’d take the taste of my goddaughter’s pussy over chocolate any day.  She was slick and tight and honey-sweet, with a dewy, somewhat musky aftertaste.

		I would never forget the aroma she left on the roof of my mouth.

		While she licked her spoon, I licked her clit.  She bounced on the bed and I had to hug her ass tighter to keep her pussy on my mouth.  Wasn’t working.  Talia was too excited about finally getting what she’d always wanted.

		So I slammed my face against her eighteen-year-old mound and started to suck.

		Talia howled.  It was a sound like nothing I’ve ever heard: a cry of pure pleasure.  I really don’t think she expected it to feel as good as it did.  It’s the sort of sensation you really can’t explain, isn’t it?  And it the sort of act that can be done fifty kinds of wrong.

		I’ve talked to straight women who think oral is no big thing.  It’s because they’ve never been licked by the right person.  Now, I’m not saying a man can’t give great head, and I’m not saying all women are great at it.  Anyone can be good and anyone can suck.

		As it turns out, I’m fairly talented in this department.  If you needed proof, you could listen to the sound of my goddaughter’s voice as I pulled her pussy lips into my mouth.  She couldn’t take it.  She fell back on the bed and groaned as I built the suction.  Oh, her pussy tasted good.  I swallowed so much juice.  Probably got my eight glasses from her body alone.

		When she started kicking and screaming, I knew I’d done my job.  She shrieked and bounced and rubbed her slit all over my face.  I just kept at her until she pulled away.

		Talia scuttled up her bed like a crab and covered her snatch with both hands.  “No more, Auntie Quinn.  I’m dying, here!”

		With every breath, her tiny breasts rose and fell.  It was the prettiest sight I’d ever seen.  Her cheeks glowed red.  Her sandy hair tumbled across her shoulders, bouncing against her sweet nipples as she panted with exertion.  I’d never seen such long, lovely limbs. 

		Oh, what a beautiful girl.  I didn’t deserve this.

		When I got up, she cried, “Please!  Don’t leave!”

		I had no intention of leaving.

		Her strap-on was still on the dresser.  I picked it up and put it on, tightening the harness straps.  My goddaughter’s virgin dildo stuck out in front of me, matching my skin tone much better than hers.  In fact, her fake dick suited me well.

		“What are you doing, Auntie Quinn?”

		“You know exactly what I’m doing.”

		I climbed up her bed like a predator. 

		She cowered against the headboard like prey.

		“I don’t know if I’m ready, Auntie Quinn.”

		“You said yourself you’re eighteen years old.  You’re an adult now.  And you’re still not ready to get fucked?”

		Her eyes bulged.  She obviously wasn’t expecting Auntie Quinn the prude to say the word “fucked.”

		“Is it going to hurt?” she asked, cupping her long, lovely fingers around her pretty little pussy.

		“Did it hurt the first time you put it in?” I asked, assuming the first thing she’d done when the dildo was delivered was cram it up her snatch.  That’s certainly what I would have done.

		But Talia said.  “I’ve tried.  More than once.  But it... it’s too big for me.”

		I wrapped my hand around the penis sticking out in front of me.  “It’s big.  It’s not huge.”

		“But for me,” Talia said.  “It wouldn’t fit.”

		“Do you want it to fit?”

		“How can it?” she asked.  “It’s too big.”

		Maybe my goddaughter did need some training in birds and bees territory.

		“You do know your pussy expands,” I said.  “When you’re turned on it grows just like a dick, but on the inside.”

		She didn’t say anything.  Probably didn’t want to admit what she didn’t know.

		“If you can’t get a dildo in there, I bet your hymen’s still intact.”

		Talia sat a little straighter, sticking out her tiny tits.  “I can get a finger in.  I can get two.”

		“So partially intact, then.”

		Her fingers were so slim, beyond beautiful. 

		“Show me,” I said.  “Put your fingers in your pussy so I can see.”

		Fawning before me, she opened her legs and spread her lips.  Her swollen labia shimmered with juice as she pressed her middle finger inside.  She winced when her index finger joined it.

		“Okay,” I said.  “This might hurt, but I think you should let me.  Then the next time, when you do it with a girl you really like, you’ll be able to enjoy the sheer pleasure of it.”

		Her eyes seemed so huge and her lips so small.  She looked like a cartoon character, not a real person at all.

		Pulling her fingers from her pussy, she said, “Okay, Auntie Quinn.  Try it.”

		If only she knew how my clit was throbbing.  If only she knew how badly I wanted to tear off my panties and plant my pussy in her face.

		But I was the godmother.  It was my duty to teach the girl the ways of the birds and the bees.

		So instead of forcing my goddaughter to eat me, I got between her limber legs, letting my breasts tease her lips.  I pulled one of her pillows under her butt to prop her up a bit.  As she adjusted her position, my dildo smacked her cunt.  She whimpered like a puppy and I took the opportunity to slide one of my nipples into her mouth.

		Her eyes closed as she latched on to my breast.

		She suckled sweetly while her hands cupped the flesh she loved so much.  Her tiny body made mine feel bountiful, abundant, motherly.  And while she was distracted by my breast, I guided my dildo to the slick gate of her cunt.

		Her body immediately locked.

		“Shhh, shhh, shhh!”  I pressed more of my breast into my goddaughter’s mouth while I eased the bulbous cockhead between her lower lips.

		She pulled away from my breast and cried, “No!  No, it hurts!”

		Her hair was so glossy when I cupped her head that my hand slid from under it.  But she didn’t need me to guide her back to my breast.  She went there on her own, generating a pulsing ball of heat deep inside me.

		“That’s right,” I said, putting pressure on the strap-on.  “Good girl.  It won’t hurt for long.”

		When I forced the dick deeper, she wrapped her arms around my back and hugged me tightly while she sucked.  This position we were in wasn’t your typical missionary.  Her body formed a curved V shape and so did mine.  We made it work because, I can only assume, it’s what we both wanted.

		I don’t think Talia wanted to feel like a virgin anymore.  She’d let the other girls get to her.  It didn’t matter how many pussies she licked—she would always feel virginal until someone licked her back and then stuck some kind of dick in her.

		That someone might as well be me.  At least I was a safe, caring partner—someone she’d known all her life.  Someone she trusted.

		Still, she tensed when I pushed the plastic penis between her legs.

		“Relax,” I said.  “Relax, baby.  The pain will pass.”

		“It hurts so much!” she said. 

		I could hear the tension in her voice, and I wished I could make it go away. 

		She started kicking her legs, saying, “Take it out!  Auntie Quinn, take it out!”

		I fed her my breast, but she slapped it away with an open palm.

		“Take it out!  It kills!”

		She tried to push my body off hers, but I was bigger.  She was so lithe.  Sometimes it paid to be heavy—or at least heavier than a twiggy teen like Talia.

		“Auntie Quinn!” she shrieked.  “Take it out or I’m telling my mom!”

		Suddenly, my brain was buzzing.  The pain was like ice inside my skull.  I said, “You wouldn’t.”

		“I will!”

		“Talia, no!”

		She struggled beneath me.  I had to pin her wrists down. She left me no other choice.

		“Get off!  Get out!”

		“No.” 

		I didn’t exactly intent to push the dildo deeper inside her. It happened in the midst of our struggle.  I buried the fake cock deep in her tiny teen cunt. 

		But it wasn’t enough simply to bury it while holding her down on the bed.  My hips started moving of their own volition. As I fucked her virgin vagina, she whimpered and whined, but she didn’t tell me to stop.  She didn’t instruct me to pull out.

		So I just kept going, kept hammering away at her, knowing full well she had no idea the practice it took to get this right.  No one was born being able to control a strap-on with perfect precision.  You started out messy and awkward.  The dildo points down when you want it pointing up.  It slips out on every buck back, and you need your hands to shove it back in.  Your movements are robotic and stilted, not smooth like mine.

		I knew what I was doing.  I had experience.  She wouldn’t fully appreciate that fact until she tried it on with another girl.  Then she’d realize how hard it could be to control a strap-on.  It didn’t come naturally.

		“Feels good, doesn’t it?” I asked when I noticed her eyes fluttering.

		She made a noise, a kittenish mewl.  It was truly adorable.

		“Doesn’t hurt anymore, does it?”

		She shook her head without opening her eyes.

		“Told you so.”

		I pressed my nipple between her lips and she suckled.  But she wasn’t quiet about it.  The harder I fucked her, the more she squealed around my breast.  I smooshed her down on the pillows.  We flattened out substantially, or she did.  I managed to keep my breast planted in her mouth while I moved between her legs.

		“My girl.  My baby.  You grew up so fast.”

		Talia threw her head back and hollered.  I wished I could feel what she was feeling.  Had I hammered her clit?  I couldn’t tell, but I went at her harder and faster. 

		She growled as she writhed beneath me.

		“Yes, baby.  Come for Auntie Quinn.”

		My breasts waved above her head, smacking her chin with every pass.  I couldn’t get over how good it felt when my nipples grazed her lips. 

		She opened her mouth, trying to catch them. 

		Catching one tit between her teeth.

		Biting.

		That did it for me, set me off.  I planted my fake dick deep inside the girl while she gnawed on my nipple.  I don’t think I’d ever felt a pleasure so huge.

		“I want to eat you, Auntie Quinn!”

		Without slipping the dildo out of my goddaughter’s snatch, I undid the hardness, loosened the straps, and slipped out of it.  I had to get out of bed to take off my panties, and I worried that, in the time it took to straddle her face, she would change her mind.

		But I didn’t need to worry.  I planted my knees on her pillows and set my swollen clit on her mouth, facing down so I could grab hold of the dildo and smash it in her cunt.

		She grabbed my butt cheeks and growled as she went at my incredibly aroused clit.  I should have controlled myself better, but I couldn’t.  I rode her face, slamming my pussy down on her tongue.  She worked me like a pro, and I fucked her all the while, my tits swinging, missing her mouth.

		Planting her feet on the bed, Talia lifted her hips and bucked back at every thrust.  I slid on her hot tongue, wondering how she got so good at such an early age.  This girl could go up against any seasoned dyke and come out on top.

		In a matter of moments, she had me screaming—and she kept me screaming until I rolled off her face, utterly undone and exhausted.

		“My God,” I panted as she plunged her long fingers into my cunt.  “Where did you learn to eat pussy like that?”

		“I’m self-taught,” she bragged.  “Pretty good, huh?”

		I pulled the dildo from her snatch and fed it to her.  She sucked her own juices from the fake cock, moaning with genuine appreciation.  Then she stuck her fingers in my mouth so I could taste myself too.  Our legs entwined and we felt each other up like teenagers.

		Well... Talia had the advantage of actually being a teenager, so that helped.

		When we kissed, the taste of our two pussies combined.  It was savoury and sweet like nothing else, and we made out endlessly in her little bed.

		A car pulled into the driveway, and panic seized my heart.  “Your mom’s home early!”

		But Charlene wasn’t early.  We’d spent hours in bed, touching each other’s bodies.

		I jumped into my clothes and turned on the lights while Talia put on a pair of pyjamas.

		“Why aren’t you wearing clothes?” I asked.

		“It’s my bed-time!” she hissed.  “It’s a school night, you know.”

		From downstairs, Charlene called out: “Honey, I’m home!”

		“We’re up here, Mom!” Talia cried.

		Her voice was high and strained.  She sounded guilty.

		I checked my hair in the mirror while my goddaughter opened her bedroom door.

		“You didn’t eat much pizza,” Charlene said.  “Take some home with you, Quinn.”

		“No, no,” I said.  I sounded nervous too.  “You paid for it.  It’s yours.”

		I sped down the stairs, trying to remember where the strap-on had ended up.  On the floor?  Under the covers?

		“Did you have the talk?” Charlene asked quietly as I grabbed my purse off the bench in the front hall.

		“Yup.”

		“How did it go?”

		“Good.”

		I couldn’t look her in the face, not after fucking her daughter—my goddaughter!

		“I’ll call you tomorrow,” I said as I ducked out the door, closing it quickly behind me.

		I didn’t even give Charlene a chance to say goodbye.  She must have been so confused. 

		Would she know what I’d done?  Would Talia tell her?

		My car was parked on the street, and when I got to the curb I turned around to give their house one last look.

		Talia was standing at the window, backlit by the ballerina lamp she’d had all her life.  Her grandmother had bought it when Charlene was decorating Talia’s room, back when we were calling it “the nursery.” 

		I’d known that girl from birth.  I wasn’t in the delivery room, but I waited up all night at the hospital.  She was minutes old when I met her.

		Now, standing at her window in those polka-dot pyjamas, with her long hair hanging across her flat chest, she looked the same way she did as a child.

		I felt like I’d been punched in the gut.  I’d done something terrible and I couldn’t take it back.  Charlene had trusted me and I’d defiled her darling daughter. 

		How could I have done that?

		For a moment’s pleasure? 

		A few hours of delight?

		To feel young again? 

		To feel... what?

		When she waved at me, I waved back.  And when she took the dildo I’d deflowered her with and stuck it in that tub of melted ice cream, then sucked it with absolute abandon, she wasn’t that little girl anymore.

		She was all grown up and ready to take the world by storm. 

		With the mouth she had on her, she’d go a long way.
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