
        
            [image: cover]
        




Our Lesbian Holiday

By Rory Hitch

 


Copyright 2017 Rory Hitch

Published by Rory Hitch at Smashwords

 


 


Smashwords Edition, License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If
you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com
and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work
of this author.

 


Author’s note: All characters depicted in
this work of fiction are 18 years old or older.

 


 


I still have the photo, pinned to a board in
my kitchen, next to the shopping list. My boyfriend thinks that
it’s just a memento of a girlie holiday, and in a way he’s right,
but he has no idea what we got up to that week. We made a promise
to each other that it would be our secret, and that’s the way it
has stayed.

There are only three of us in the photo of
course, as Rachel was behind the camera. We took it on the morning
of our first day there and, if we’d been able to find someone to
take the photo for us, Rachel would have been posing with us too.
At the time we didn’t think too much about why the beach was so
deserted as it was still quite early, but it was the lack of fellow
holidaymakers that set events in motion, and changed things forever
for us.....

 


 


‘Wow, what a beach!’

‘This sand is beautiful!’

‘It’s so peaceful...’

‘That’s because it’s some crazy hour in the
morning when any normal person is still asleep! Anyway, team photo!
Come on, get together!’

Rachel had a thing about photography, which I
always thought was strange as it was so alien to her personality.
She was loud, sociable, outgoing and confident, always looking for
the next party, and if I’m honest she was probably the least
patient person I knew. When she showed me photos she had taken
while out in the countryside near to her home I could tell she had
spent a lot of time creating the perfect shot, often waiting for
nature to provide the moment she wanted to capture. It was a part
of herself that she never showed and the rest of the world thought
of her as the flirtatious party girl, always ready for some fun,
happy go lucky and never taking life too seriously.

‘Come on girls, give me a pose!’ Ella, Claire
and me all dutifully threw our arms in the air and made peace
signs, and I made a lame attempt to strike a glamour pose,
thrusting a hip forward and pulling my shoulders back a little.
When I look at the photo now I think it sums us up quite well, me
trying to be as effortlessly cool and sexy as my best friend
Rachel, while Ella and Claire were just happy being themselves,
girl next door types having some innocent fun. They were very
different to Rachel, and I think that it was me that held our
little gang together. I had known Ella since we were tiny kids, and
Ella had met Claire at college. We were all quite serious and
studious so a little group of three formed, until Rachel came
along. I met her at an exercise class I had decided to join and she
was on top form there, keeping everyone amused with her humorous
comments and letting her infectious personality naturally get
people liking her. She was never without company as everyone seemed
to instantly warm to her, but she seemed to decide straight away
that I was someone she wanted to have in her life and suddenly we
were friends!

Like many before me, I found her sense of
adventure and appetite for fun so inspiring, especially as I had
led a quite sheltered life and had always been cautious. Claire and
Ella were even more reserved than me so I never imagined that they
would hit it off with Rachel. However they quickly fell under the
same spell as I had done and she seemed to see something in them
too, so now there were four of us!

We became fast friends, our different
outlooks bringing us closer rather than driving us apart. Rachel
helped the rest of us overcome our inhibitions and try new and
exciting things, but I’m sure that she also benefitted from having
three such steady characters to lean on and ensure her reckless
side didn’t lead her into bad decisions or get her into
trouble!

This was our first holiday together, and we
had let Rachel organise everything as she had already been on
several similar breaks. That had been a big mistake, but we didn’t
realise it at that point! Up till then everything had gone well,
the flight had been uneventful and though we had got to the resort
just before dawn we weren’t tired, the excitement keeping us all
awake. It had been Claire’s idea to change into our bikinis and go
down to the beach straight away, something she wouldn’t have
suggested before she met Rachel. This was how we were then,
exploring the world together and learning from each other.

We had walked from the tiny villa we had
rented, through the village and onto the beach without seeing
another living soul. At the time we put it down to the early hour,
and Ella’s comment about the lack of bars and clubs fell on deaf
ears. We had all simply presumed that the fun part of town was
somewhere else, somewhere to be explored later. The beach took our
breath away and we felt sure that we’d enjoy our holiday,
especially as the sun rose higher in the sky and began to warm our
skin. It was when we decided to swim that I noticed what Rachel had
done with her costume.

‘Rachel! You’ve got your backside on show!’
She had pulled her bikini briefs up, gathering the material between
her buttocks so that it was little more than a thong.

‘So? I’m on holiday, and I want an all over
tan! You’re lucky I’m wearing anything, especially as there’s no
one else around!’ Claire and Ella stopped to look too, Rachel
obliging them by turning on the spot, and though they pretended to
be outraged they knew her too well at that point to be shocked.

‘That is shameless!’ giggled Claire. ‘You are
such a slut!’

‘You might as well take them off,’ commented
Ella. The look Rachel gave her in return suggested she was up for
the dare! ‘I was only joking!’ Ella laughingly continued, keen to
protect her friend from herself. Her bikini was a more modest
affair, covering her bottom completely and keeping her pert little
boobs completely hidden. Claire and I had chosen similar costumes,
but Rachel’s was a much more flimsy thing. Her bikini didn’t so
much fit as cling to her, somehow both keeping her clothed and
drawing attention to her body. She was a full breasted girl, and
her top seemed to be struggling to contain her bosom, her boobs
threatening to tumble free but not quite managing it. The material
itself was a little too thin, giving a hint of the nipples that lay
beneath, and the triangle of cloth at her crotch appeared to be
clinging too. For a moment I even thought I could see the crease of
her sex! What on earth will it look like once she’s been in the
water, I wondered, though I knew Rachel simply wouldn’t care,
whoever might be around to see her.

We all raced into the surf, Claire striking
out confidently. She had swum competitively in the past and was
soon some distance away, her blonde hair all we could see of her as
she left us. The rest of us were happy to enjoy the warm water and
relax, putting the long flight and journey from the airport behind
us as we let the water lift us up.

‘I wonder where the main part of the town
is?’ pondered Ella, her pretty china doll face scanning the
coastline for some sign of life. The beach was still deserted and I
was beginning to wonder too. It was a little strange that we hadn’t
seen anyone at all.

‘Don’t worry, we’ll explore later,’ replied
Rachel in her usual nonchalant tone. She had a blind faith that
things always would always work out fine and we had all learned a
lot from her. ‘Claire is a brilliant swimmer, isn’t she! I can
hardly see her now.’ We were still sitting in the shallow waters
and when Rachel stood to look for Claire, one hand shielding her
eyes from the sun, both Ella and I squealed with shock.

‘Rachel! Look at your bikini!’ I exclaimed.
If it was a little daring before, now it was positively obscene.
Now it was wet the material had no substance at all and Rachel’s
nipples, stiffened by the cooler water, were poking rudely and
giving her the look of a pin up on a teenage boy’s wall. Her briefs
were equally affected, and though she was standing at an angle from
me and I couldn’t see more, I knew that she must be revealing a lot
more there than she was planning to.

‘Ooops!’ she giggled, though she was not at
all concerned, her big grin confirming that she was more amused
than embarrassed.

‘That is the worst bikini ever! It’s hardly
worth having it on!’ laughed Ella. She was probably the most
innocent of all of us, having never had a serious boyfriend and
seeming a lot younger than her years in some ways. I always
imagined that she would surprise us one day by appearing with a
boyfriend as respectable and shy as she was, before marrying him
and starting a family. She was a lovely girl with a heart of gold,
but she didn’t have a sexy or flirtatious bone in her body, in many
ways the exact opposite of Rachel.

Ella’s words seemed to give Rachel an idea,
and she looked down to examine her bikini top.

‘I see what you mean Ella, it’s not really
doing the job! There’s hardly any difference between this .... and
this!’ As she spoke, she pulled at the fabric of her top and her
boobs finally escaped into the sunshine, as full, firm and gorgeous
as I’d imagined they must be. ‘That feels much better! Why don’t
you join me, Ella?’ Ella’s face was a picture – she’d no more get
her boobs out in public than she’d commit murder, though she seemed
as impressed by Rachel’s bosom as I was.

‘Put them away! There’s more chance of me
flying to the moon! Some of us have got standards, you know!’ We
were all laughing now, knowing Ella was not quite as outraged as
she was pretending.

‘Maybe you should let your hair down a
little, babe,’ smiled Rachel. ‘And you Sam, we should all get naked
and give Claire a shock! Look, she’s coming back now.’ We turned to
see Claire approaching us, though neither of us took Rachel up on
her suggestion. By the time Claire had swum inland Rachel had made
herself respectable again, somehow managing to cover her impressive
cleavage with the flimsy cloth of her bikini top.

‘Have I missed anything?’ asked Claire, not
at all out of breath.

‘Only Rachel being a slut!’ laughed Ella.

‘So nothing unusual then!’

‘Do you mind? I do have feelings, you know!’
Now it was Rachel’s turn to pretend to be outraged, though we all
knew it was in fun.

‘Come on,’ I commented, ‘let’s dry off and
find out what this town has got to offer.’

 


 


It turned out that the town had very little
to offer. The endless bars and clubs that Rachel had showed us in
the brochure just didn’t seem to exist at all. The road from the
beach led to a village centre with a small shop, a café and bar
obviously aimed at meeting the needs of the locals, a tiny chapel
and a small square where a cluster of elderly residents were
sitting in a solemn silence. The road continued up the hill to our
villa but then headed into the mountains.

There was nothing there.

‘I don’t understand,’ wondered Rachel, ‘we
all saw the photos. This is supposed to be party central! I was
looking forward to going wild every night! What on earth has
happened?’ It was Claire who worked it out first, realising where
the mistake must have occurred as she looked at one of the few road
signs that the village possessed. We were stood on the edge of the
village square, and the sign proudly named the tiny community.

‘Girls, check out the name of this place!’ We
had expected to be in the party town of Melinetta, and the grim
truth hit us all as we stared at the battered sign, just one word –
‘Melinettia’.

‘There’s one letter different,’ I said,
though it was obvious to all of us.

‘One letter, and a world of difference!
Girls, I’m so sorry, I must have mistyped. I booked it all online
and this place seemed so cheap so I...’ The fact that it was cheap
because it was in the middle of nowhere was not lost on any of us,
but thankfully our friendship was strong enough to enable us to
resist the temptation to start blaming Rachel.

‘I guess we’re going to do a lot of
sunbathing,’ commented Claire, trying to find a positive.

‘A relaxed holiday might suit me, to be
honest. I’m not really a party animal.’ Ella was certainly right
about that, but I had been looking forward to some fun and Rachel
was beside herself.

‘I had such plans for us – we were going to
party every night and...’ Her words petered out and she seemed to
almost be in shock.

‘Don’t worry about it,’ I commented as I
slipped an arm around her waist. ‘Maybe there’s somewhere nearby we
can visit, we could rent a car...’ Rachel turned to look at me, her
expression telling me that this little one horse town wouldn’t have
a car rental outlet, and at that moment an elderly man, his tanned
face deeply lined, walked into view. He was leading a heavily laden
donkey by a tatty and frayed rope, travelling with a measured
slowness. We all saw the comic side of our predicament at that
moment, and our laughter filled the square.

‘We can always catch the next donkey out of
town!’ giggled Ella, and the brief tension between us
disappeared.

 


 


We had not planned to do any cooking, as we
would had expected to be surrounded by places to grab a snack
whenever we felt the need, but now we raided the village shop to
stock up on some provisions, including as much alcohol as we could
carry – it seemed we would be having to make our own entertainment
in the evenings! It was Claire that noticed the map of the island
on the wall near the till and a brief examination confirmed that we
were both as far from our intended destination as it was possible
to be, and a very long way from another big town. My hope that we
could combine some peaceful days with some wild nights was gone,
and we carried our shopping back to the villa in silence, all lost
in our own thoughts.

I was sure that Ella and Claire were not too
concerned – they would be quite happy sitting by the villa’s little
pool and reading, filling their days with relaxation. I was a
little worried about Rachel, knowing that the guilt over the
booking and the frustration of having no outlet for her outgoing
and fun loving nature would make this a long week for her, but I
wasn’t sure how I felt. I had recently finished with my boyfriend,
someone I had been dating since school days, and though I wasn’t
too keen to jump straight into another relationship, I had been
considering a holiday romance. A little bit of no strings fun was
just what I needed, and though I would never contemplate doing
something like that at home it had been a secret fantasy since the
holiday was booked. Perhaps it was Rachel’s influence, but I felt
ready for something a little naughty and the last few nights had
been filled with fantasies of various imaginary handsome and well
hung guys giving me the best sex of my life! Ella interrupted my
thoughts by breaking the silence, her feelings surprisingly echoing
mine.

‘I know you all think of me as sweet and
innocent, but I’m going to miss the bars and clubs. I sometimes
think that I’m missing out on life, and I was hoping to maybe meet
some guys and have a little fun.’ We were all a bit shocked by
that, and it was Rachel who responded, thankfully back to her
bubbly self.

‘You were looking to get laid?’

‘Oh no, nothing like that, just some
flirting, you know, but...’ We were all intrigued by this
unexpected confession, especially as it seemed so unlike Ella.

‘But?’ I prompted. It seemed Ella had not
quite ruled out a one night stand!

‘Well, I just think it might do me good to
let my hair down a little, you know.’ We were all sure that Ella
was still a virgin, though she never talked about sex so we
respected her privacy and didn’t bring up the topic, but now it
seemed that she had decided to. ‘I want to live my life, I know I
take everything too seriously. You’ve shown me that life can be
fun, Rachel.’

‘We’ll go out somewhere good when we get
home,’ replied Rachel, ‘maybe go into the city and make a real
night of it. We could even book a hotel! I’ll show you a good time
Ella, I owe you that.’

‘Don’t be silly, you don’t owe me anything.
I’ll take you up on that night out though, the four of us should
definitely do that.’

 


 


When we got back to our villa we packed
everything away and looked around with new eyes. It had been just
before dawn when we arrived and when we headed for the beach that
morning we had presumed that we were just a little out of town. Now
we knew ‘town’ was many miles away we realised just how isolated we
were. Apart from a few tiny farm buildings dotted on the landscape
here and there, and the village that was down the hill, we were
utterly alone.

Claire seemed completely unconcerned, happily
packing away the groceries and putting the wine we had bought into
the ancient fridge, even singing to herself as Rachel and Ella
wandered off to explore our home for the next week. I stepped
outside to look at the small pool behind the villa, the welcoming
water and the comfy looking loungers helping to put my mind at
rest. We may not be in for a week long party, I thought, but at
least we have a nice spot to relax in.

Five minutes later we were all relaxing on
the loungers, soaking up the sun and preparing for a quiet and
uneventful week.

How wrong we were.

 


 


We were half way through the second day of
our break when things started to change, Rachel setting in motion a
chain of events that would alter our friendship forever.

‘Girls, I’ve been thinking,’ she began,
Claire and Ella politely lowering their paperbacks as she spoke.
‘We’ve got complete privacy here, and I did want an all-over tan…’
There was a moment’s silence as we all processed her unspoken
request, and it was Claire that spoke for us.

‘Go for it babe.’ Rachel paused, perhaps a
little surprised that we had not objected to her suggestion, but a
moment later she was unclipping her bikini top, her wonderful full
boobs making me a little jealous. I watched on with interest,
wondering whether she would go further, but I should have known by
then that my friend would never miss an opportunity to push the
envelope. She did glance at Ella, meeting her eye as she lifted her
bottom up before pulling her bikini briefs off and returning to her
sunbathing, a subtle smile on her face, happy that she had
reaffirmed her role as the wild one of the group. She was truly
gorgeous, and I had to admit to myself that I was more than a
little envious. I had never been really happy with my body, and
girls like Rachel were the reason why. Perfect skin, pretty face,
full yet firm breasts, a body that was full of curves – I felt I
could never compete with her, and I couldn’t stop myself looking at
her. Ella seemed much less interested, quickly returning to her
paperback, but Claire spent a few seconds taking in Rachel’s body
too, perhaps comparing it with her own. Her skin was much paler and
her athletic frame was much less voluptuous, but she had an elegant
beauty that set her apart from most girls and I found myself hoping
that she realised that.

After a few minutes Ella abandoned her book
and seemed to doze off, and Claire headed into the villa. Rachel
seemed to be half asleep too and with no one to judge me I allowed
myself the secret pleasure of watching my friend sunbathe. There
was something so fascinating about her body and the pleasure I took
from watching her seemed to increase over time – the more I saw,
the more beguiling she became.

As Rachel relaxed on the lounger her legs
parted a little, and I suddenly found myself looking at her pussy.
It was just curiosity at first, but once I had looked I couldn’t
tear my eyes away. She was my best friend, but she was a really
sexy girl and I could see why she got so much male attention. I now
had the view of her that countless men had dreamed of and it was
very easy to imagine how horny they would get, looking at her as
she was now, completely naked, legs parted, warm skin glowing in
the sunshine….

I suddenly realised that she was having an
effect on me, an effect I didn’t quite understand, but before I
could work out what was happening she sat up, reaching for the
glass of wine at her side and meeting my eye, suddenly wanting to
chat.

‘You know something Sam, this sun is really
making me horny! It feels like I’m just soaking up the warmth, and
I’m getting hot, in more ways than one!’

‘I know what you mean,’ I replied, not
realising how thrilling it had been to watch Rachel sunbathe naked
until the words came out of my mouth.

‘I’m so annoyed though, we should be heading
out tonight and hooking up with some hot guys. If I knew I’d be
getting some cock tonight I wouldn’t be feeling so frustrated right
now!’ I was used to Rachel saying exactly what was on her mind so
her language didn’t shock me, but the recent memory of my best
friend lying naked on the lounger combined with the thought of a
well hung man moving over her and filling her pussy with a very
stiff dick, and I was suddenly really turned on. My pussy was
dampening inside my pink bikini briefs and I knew that my need was
now just as urgent as Rachel’s.

‘I guess we’re just going to have to put up
with it,’ I said lamely, though it seemed easier said than done at
that moment.

‘No chance!’ replied Rachel, ‘if there really
is no cock in this town I’ll use my own!’ I had no idea what she
meant at that point, but just then Claire appeared in the doorway
of the villa, her red bikini replaced by a vest top and shorts.

‘Is anyone hungry?’ she asked.

‘Hell, yes!’ shouted Rachel in response, the
two of us laughing as we both knew that it wasn’t food that she was
in need of. Ella seemed to stir then too and as the sun was
beginning to lower in the sky we all started to collect our
things.

 


 


Claire had elected herself chief cook and we
were all happy to let her cater for us, taking the time before we
ate to shower and change. There seemed little point in donning our
party clothes now so we all went for something comfortable and it
wasn’t too long before we were all sat around a table on the
villa’s terrace, enjoying the cool shade, Claire’s wonderful meal,
and the first of several ice cold bottles of wine.

The temperature didn’t seem to drop as the
light faded, and as we had no better place to be we simply spent
the evening there, eating, chatting and drinking. I wasn’t
surprised when Rachel led the conversation back to the problem we
had been discussing that afternoon, what little inhibition she had
having been removed by the alcohol she had consumed.

‘Are you girls all as horny as I am at the
moment? I don’t know what it is, but I can’t stop thinking about
sex! I know you’re feeling it too Sam,’ she continued, ‘but what
about you two?’ Ella and Claire were normally much less upfront
about such things, but the wine had worked its magic on them
too.

‘Ok, I confess!’ giggled Claire. ‘It’s hit me
out of nowhere today, I’ve felt it too.’

‘What about you, Ella?’ asked Rachel. Sex was
a topic we were careful around in Ella’s presence as she was very
inexperienced, but we were all friends, on holiday together and
feeling more than a little drunk, so the normal caution had
disappeared for now. For a moment I thought she wasn’t going to
reply, a slight embarrassment evident on her pretty face, but then
she smiled and revealed a flirtatious side that we had not seen
before.

‘When I was snoozing by the pool I had a
dream,’ she began, quickly capturing our attention, ‘and you were
all in it.’

‘Are you talking about the sort of dream I
think you are?’ asked Claire, her frank question and cheeky grin so
unlike her normal self.

‘Oh yes!’

‘Oh my God, an orgy by the pool!’ squealed
Rachel. ‘You really do have a secret side! That would be so cool,
just imagine if four handsome guys turned up out of the blue for us
to share! To be honest, I was dreaming of that this afternoon, just
wishing that someone would come along and just fuck me right there
on that lounger!’

‘In front of all of us?’ I asked.

‘Oh God yes, I wouldn’t mind putting on
little show for you girls if you’d like that, I think that would be
a turn on for me too!’

‘That I would like to see,’ commented Ella,
surprising me with such a frank comment.

‘Not much chance of it happening though,’
sighed Claire, ‘there’s no suitable young men for around fifty
miles, as far as I can see. No hard cock for a hundred miles,
probably!’ It seemed Claire and Ella were both coming out of their
shells tonight, but my blonde friend’s comment brought back the
memory of Rachel’s earlier remark and I just had to ask.

‘Rachel, you said earlier that you’d use your
own cock if you couldn’t find a man, what on earth did you mean?
We’ve all seen you naked and we know that you are one hundred per
cent woman, unless we all missed a few biology classes at school!’
My friend hesitated for a moment, something that was very unusual
for her, and the brief silence made us all keener to hear her
confession.

‘You know what I’m like,’ she began, ‘my
sexuality is a big part of my life and I hate going without it for
any length of time. I was planning to let my wild side free this
week but I also took precautions, just in case.’

‘Birth control?’ asked Ella. ‘I still don’t
understand!’

‘It will be easier to just show you,’ replied
Rachel, with a rather shamefaced look. This was also something very
unusual and as she padded off to her room we exchanged quizzical
glances, though I had an inkling what she would return with. A
moment later she was back with us, carrying a little black bag with
a drawstring which she began to open, and what she took from it
changed the atmosphere in an instant.

It was a large plastic cock, realistic in
every way apart from its generous proportions and its rather vivid
pink colouring. She held it at the base, the shaft pointing proudly
at the sky, leaving us all mentally comparing it to the other cocks
we had seen in our own lives and imagining our friend using it on
herself.

‘Wow’, said Claire after what seemed like a
very long silence, ‘that is a big one!’

‘It’s not too big,’ countered Rachel,
slightly defensively. ‘Bigger than you’re likely to find on a real
man, but when you’re using it you’re in complete control so it
feels just right.’ I couldn’t help but imagine the naked Rachel I
had seen earlier today with her legs parted even wider as she
pleasured herself with her big pink dildo, and a little shiver ran
through me.

‘Can I see it?’ asked Ella, with the genuine
curiosity of someone who had never seen a cock before. Surely she’s
not that innocent, I thought as I watched her take it, her slim
little fingers tentatively encircling the shaft. ‘Oooh, it’s quite
soft, yet hard too!’ Rachel shot me a glance as if to say ‘is she
for real?’ but resisted the temptation to comment. ‘It’s really
well made, I guess it feels just like a real one, there’s a little
bit of give in it but it’s hard too, if you know what I mean.’
Ella’s little hands continued to explore it, and I knew for sure
then that she was just as innocent as she seemed to be. ‘What are
these little clips at the bottom for?’

‘I didn’t realise when I bought it, but when
the parcel came there were some little straps in the bag – you can
use it as a strap on too.’

‘So you can wear it? Why would you want to do
that?’

‘I guess some guys like it up the arse,’
replied Rachel, and Ella’s face was a picture.

‘No way!’ Rachel didn’t reply, but I couldn’t
supress a giggle and soon we were all laughing, though Ella didn’t
take offence. ‘I know I’m a bit naïve, but you wouldn’t want
someone shoving this into your bottom!’ The wine, the holiday
spirit, our friendship and the intimate topic all combined to give
us a collective fit of the giggles that none of us could fight, the
four of us laughing uncontrollably. It was then that Claire, who
had been silently watching her friend play with the plastic cock,
threw a comment into the conversation that shocked Ella again.

‘Perhaps it’s for girls to use on each
other!’ Ella was lost for words now, and as we all laughed she
pulled the straps from the little black bag the dildo had been in,
examining them incredulously.

 


 


I often think about that night, and wonder
what would have happened over the next few days if Claire had not
made her saucy comment. It seemed to acknowledge the curiosity and
frustration that we all felt, and though we didn’t act on it that
night, it seemed to set in motion a chain of events that changed us
all completely.

We rose late the next day, the wine we had
drunk keeping us in our beds a little longer, and none of us felt
inclined to walk down to the beach. We naturally gravitated back to
the poolside, everything just as it had been the day before, though
perhaps something indefinable had changed. We had only been settled
on our loungers for a few minutes when Rachel sat up, removing her
bikini top before lifting her bottom to quickly slip off her briefs
too. As she lay back she sighed happily, arching her back a little,
unaware that all three of us were watching her impressive bosom as
it moved with her.

‘That feels so much better! You girls are mad
to sit there with bikinis on – there’s no one to see us and this
feels so much more comfortable!’ The challenge had been set, and we
were all a little uncertain how to respond. I felt sure that Ella
and Claire would much prefer to remain clothed, and I didn’t want
to put them under more pressure by stripping myself, though part of
me was quite keen to follow Rachel’s lead. Just as it seemed that
the moment would pass, Claire surprised me.

‘What the hell...’ she giggled as she sat up
and reached behind her. A moment later she was topless, her pert
boobs a little bigger than I had thought, puffy nipples seeming to
firm a little as the breeze played over them. Ella was shocked once
more, but it seemed that her gasp of surprise only spurred her
friend on, and she pulled her briefs down her long slim legs and
tucked them into her bag.

Ella turned to look at me for guidance, and I
knew that there was only one thing that I could do now. Swinging my
legs off my lounger, I turned so that I was facing Ella. She did
the same as we made eye contact and I smiled encouragingly as I
undid my top. She didn’t join me however, waiting until I too was
topless before following my lead, hesitatingly loosening the bow
between her shoulder blades. She actually blushed a little as she
took her top off, something I found so endearing and a little
arousing too, her innocence so natural. I couldn’t resist a glance
at her little brown nipples but when I looked into her eyes again I
was sure that I could see a plea there. She was obviously
uncomfortable, but I felt I was taking her on a journey that she
needed to make now, to leave her old innocent self behind and enjoy
life.

I gave her an encouraging smile as I hooked
my thumbs into my briefs, but again she waited until I had pulled
mine off before she acted. There were little bows on the side of
her briefs, and she simply undid them, though what she did next
surprised me.

Ella stood, leaning down to retrieve her
briefs before bending further to put them safely into her bag too.
Even now I’m not sure whether she realised what she was doing or
not, but as she leant down she presented me with a perfect view of
her plump little bottom, and when she stretched to put a hand into
her bag she exposed herself to me completely. Her dark pubes were
too neatly trimmed to obscure the slim pink lips of her pussy and
for a moment I caught a brief glimpse of her little bottom hole
above it. My heart lurched in my chest at the unexpected intimacy,
but we both quickly returned to our original positions, lying on
our loungers. Very little had changed, but in a way everything was
different, and though I tried to ignore and deny it, I knew
why.

She had really turned me on.

 


 


We all lay in silence for a while, enjoying
the sun, but it was impossible to ignore the change in atmosphere.
It seemed that we were all waiting for something to happen, though
we were all incapable of setting events in motion. Every so often I
would steal a glance at my three friends, all the same as they had
always been, yet also completely different. It was their nakedness
of course, I was seeing them as only a lover would see them and it
seemed as though I was looking at them with new eyes. Claire was as
elegant as ever, but now her slim grace was added to by her firm
buttocks, a shaven pussy that seemed so pretty and firm breasts
with bewitchingly full nipples. Something told me they must be so
sensitive, and I could imagine the reaction if a lover sucked on
one. Would I? The question appeared in my mind without warning, and
I realised I wasn’t so sure of the answer. I turned away, only to
find myself looking at Ella, her petite body and innocent face
somehow making her more sexy rather than less. She was so
inexperienced, yet the memory of her inadvertently exposing her
virginal sex to me reminded me that she was undeniably a woman,
surely just about to begin to enjoy the pleasure that she had so
far denied herself. Who would be lucky enough to share those first
moments with her? My imagination was running away with me now and I
could picture myself holding Ella in my arms as she came, but I
still wasn’t sure whether I wanted to cross the line and give her
pleasure myself. I finally looked across at Rachel, and it was
obvious that she had been watching me eyeing our friends. She
winked at me before lying back on her lounger, and I realised then
that she had somehow worked out what I was thinking. For a moment I
felt embarrassed, but I quickly realised that her insight was only
there because she had the same feelings. What is happening to us
all, I wondered as I watched Rachel lie back, revealing her pussy
to me again. You are so gorgeous, I found myself thinking as I
watched her relax, but a moment later I realised that her thighs
had not parted by accident – she had been watching me eyeing our
friends and now she was encouraging me to look at her too! I could
feel a heat in my crotch now, an instinctive reaction to my
thoughts, but before I could even think about how to proceed Rachel
sat up a little, looking back at me. It took a few seconds for me
to read her unspoken question, but I soon realised that she wanted
to look at my body too! I lay back on my lounger, feeling an
intense nervous excitement that I had simply not experienced
before, and after a moment’s hesitation I parted my thighs a
little.

I kept my pussy shaved so I knew Rachel would
have a clear view of my sex, but something drove me on, something
completely out of character but driven by my desire and my need to
explore this new side of me. Reaching down, I used two fingers to
gently part my pussy lips, exposing the pink flesh beneath. I knew
I was wet, and I was sure Rachel could see the glistening moisture
on my sensitive skin, the wanton exposure such a thrill to me. I
knew that if I pleasured myself now it would be so easy to inspire
an orgasm, and if one of the girls had touched me….

‘Oh Jesus,’ muttered Rachel, and I knew she
was just as turned on as me. Before I could summon up the courage
to do anything more Ella spoke. The position of her lounger meant
that she would have been oblivious to the little game that me and
Rachel were playing, but it was obvious from her comment that she
was in the same mood as us, and equally keen to explore her new
feelings.

‘Hey Rachel, if you want to use that dildo of
yours you should. There’s not going to be a sudden invasion of hot
young men, and if you’re horny then why not? To be honest, I’m
still quite curious about it and I think we’re all in the mood for
a little fun.’ There it was – Ella, the most innocent of us, had
given us all permission to explore this new world of shared
feminine sexuality and we were all keen to go further. Rachel
didn’t need asking twice, and a moment later she had headed into
the villa.

‘She really is horny!’ giggled Ella, but the
look that Claire gave her said much more than words, the colour in
her face betraying her arousal.

‘We all are,’ the blonde admitted, and it was
obvious from the way her eyes lingered on Ella’s curvy little body
that she too had caught the mood that we were all in. Her pink
nipples seemed very stiff and I knew then that she too was very
turned on.

It was the old confident Rachel that stepped
back into the sunlight, the dildo already in her hand, and her
suggestion made my heart skip a beat.

‘I’ve been thinking girls, rather than you
all sitting watching me I think we should all get involved!’ When
she threw the bag to me I caught it instinctively, but it took
another comment before I realised what she wanted.

‘Time to strap up, Sam!’ Mutely, I opened the
bag to find the dildo had already got all the straps attached, and
curiosity made me take it out.

‘Wow, this is going to be hot!’ squealed Ella
as Claire moved from her lounger to sit closer, keen for a ringside
seat, her encouraging smile leaving me with little option but to
put the unusual garment on. For a moment I wanted to protest, not
entirely comfortable with the leading role I was suddenly cast in,
but I knew that it was far too late to back out now.

‘I can’t believe I’m doing this,’ I muttered
to myself as I strapped it on, and soon I was sporting a very
impressive hard on! Rachel was sat on a lounger near me, and it was
easy for her to lean forward and take the dildo into her mouth,
making a big effort to impress her less experienced friends. Ella
and Claire were an eager audience, sitting very close and leaning
forward, Ella wide eyed and Claire with a unmistakable and
uncharacteristic look of lust in her eyes. When Rachel took my
plastic cock deep, her full lips almost reaching the base, Ella’s
eyes widened even further.

‘How did you do that?’ she gasped.

 

‘Try it!’ urged Rachel, ‘you both should!’
Suddenly I was looking down on my three friends as they took turns
in sucking me, and for the first time in my life I found myself
wishing I was a man. I watched as three pretty faces took turns in
taking the dildo between their lips, Claire surprising me with her
enthusiasm and Ella’s innocent face suddenly looking so different
as she took the shaft.

Without a word Rachel moved onto a lounger,
supporting herself on her hands and knees, her bottom turned
towards me. It was the moment of truth and as I stood behind her,
holding the plastic shaft in one hand, my eyes were drawn again to
the slim pink lips of her pussy. A small part of my mind was in
shock at the unexpected turn of events, wondering how I was
suddenly about to fuck my friend, but we were all being driven
forward by a shared need that was completely new to us. Claire and
Ella looked on silently as I placed the head of the shaft on her
sex and rocked my hips forward, all three of us watching on as her
pussy lips parted, her moisture glistening in the sunshine as her
sex happily accepted the thick cock.

‘Oh my…’ whispered Ella as I pushed half the
shaft inside my best friend.

‘Go on,’ urged Claire, ‘I want to see you
fuck her!’ That was so unlike the shy blonde, but I was as turned
on as they were and I was happy to follow her instruction, letting
my hips rock in a gentle rhythm, the cock going deeper each time.
It seemed so natural to put my hands onto Rachel then, caressing
her hips as I pushed it in and out of her, all the way in now, the
base of my tummy bumping against her bottom. Rachel sighed quietly
as her body accepted the shaft but it wasn’t long before her sighs
became groans, her pleasure evident every time I pushed into
her.

I found that each thrust was a turn on for me
too, the base of the cock rubbing against my clitoris in the most
delightful manner and making me gasp in time to my strokes. I knew
that it must be so obvious to my friends that I was getting turned
on, but I was sure that we had all played a part in getting to this
moment and it felt like we were sharing a new experience
together.

I certainly wasn’t ashamed.

It was hard to explain, but I felt that Ella
and Claire were participants, not observers. Rachel and I were the
ones making love, but we had always been the braver ones and I knew
that our friends would surely follow our lead, wherever it took us.
A few seconds later I was proved right, Claire hesitantly placing a
hand in the small of my back, needing to make this innocent contact
before going further, letting her hand slide down until she was
lightly cupping a buttock, gently holding me as I moved. I kept a
steady rhythm, suddenly aware of Rachel beginning to groan loudly
with each stroke, needing only one thing to make the moment
complete. It arrived a second later, a tentative little hand on the
other globe of my bottom, stroking the warm skin.

‘That feels nice,’ whispered Ella shyly as
her eyes met mine, her voice heavy with a lust that I hadn’t heard
before, and suddenly, completely unexpectedly, I was coming. The
pressure of the dildo’s base, the sound of Rachel’s wet pussy as I
fucked her, the ever louder gasps as she came with me, the body
heat of my two aroused friends as they knelt so close to me, their
hands on my bottom, fingers meeting in the intimate crevice –
everything combined to inspire an orgasm that was so surprising and
incredibly intense. I completely forgot myself for a moment,
surrendering to the incredible thrill, letting my mind take a brief
vacation as my body took over, my physical needs all that mattered
now.

Time seemed to stop for a few heavenly
moments, but when my pleasure began to subside I felt a wave of
fatigue engulf me and I collapsed onto the nearest lounger, the
plastic cock shining wetly in the sunshine. Rachel slumped down
beside me, the two of us sharing a delicious lethargy and enjoying
the warmth of each other’s body, enjoying the intimacy as our skin
met. I didn’t feel the feminine hands that deftly unbuckled the
strap on but when I managed to open my eyes I was met with a sight
that was hard to believe.

Claire had donned the dildo, the shaft still
glistening with Rachel’s juices, but though the leggy blonde looked
so hot as she adjusted her new garment it was Ella who caught my
eye. She was reclining on a lounger too, but her eyes were locked
with Claire as she parted her thighs, still somehow managing to
look innocent despite her wanton invitation. I couldn’t believe
what I was watching, but when I glanced at Rachel I realised that
she was still slumbering. Quickly moving to sit up, I put a hand on
her hip and shook her awake.

‘Rachel, you’ve got to see this!’

‘What? I… Oh my God!’ When Rachel sat up and
turned to look she was as shocked as I had been. We could only
watch on in stunned silence as a scene that would have been
unthinkable only twenty-four hours ago unfolded in front of us.

Claire knelt on the lounger between Ella’s
slim legs, the blonde girl’s arousal evident in her smouldering
eyes, her parted lips and full nipples. Without a word she leant
down, her hands by the side of Ella’s head as her body lowered, our
innocent friend reaching between her own thighs to guide the
plastic shaft to its goal. There was a brief moment of awkwardness
as they adjusted their bodies a little, both of them unused to this
new intimacy, but then something truly beautiful happened.

Claire’s firm bottom sank as she slid the
plastic cock home, Ella’s pretty face transformed by a look of
satisfied delight as she felt what it was to be penetrated for the
first time. She sighed wordlessly, her slim hands reaching up to
rest on Claire’s hips, the two of them looking so beautiful
together. For a moment they were still, both seemingly a little
unsure of what came next, but Ella gave a little smile of
encouragement and Claire happily took her prompt. She began to
slowly make love to her friend, their eyes still locked, the moment
so intense.

‘They look so beautiful together,’ whispered
Rachel as she slipped an arm around my waist, her body warm against
mine, an ample breast pushing against my arm in a very welcome
intimacy. How things have changed, I thought as I moved a little,
my arm sliding around her, enjoying the feel of her skin under my
palm, the two of us so close now, in every way.

Claire kept making love to Ella, both careful
and gentle in her attentions, but as time passed her body seemed to
lower. It was impossible to say whether she did it deliberately or
it was just the effort of supporting her own bodyweight, but soon
her puffy pink nipples were brushing against Ella’s, both girls
sighing at the new pleasure. It seemed to inspire a change, Ella
pulling Claire closer so their bodies met completely, the dark
haired girl’s arms now on her friend’s back, pulling her closer,
but there was one more intimacy to share. Their pretty faces were
so close now, their lips drawing closer and when Claire planted a
brief kiss on Ella’s lips the brunette responded eagerly, lifting
her head to kiss her back. They had passed the point of no return
now, each kiss more intimate than the one before, inhibitions
vanishing. It was hard to believe, but there it was in front of me
– my two oldest friends making love, their bodies entwined as their
tongues mingled openly, Ella’s hands on Claire’s bottom now.

Suddenly Rachel’s hand was on my cheek,
turning my face to hers, and a moment later her lips were on mine.
It felt so perfect, and Ella and Claire were forgotten as we
embraced, kissing with a passion that seemed to feed on its own
heat, an endless kiss as our hands explored. I cupped a breast, the
nipple so stiff in my palm, and it felt so good. I knew what I
wanted now – we were way beyond fooling around with a sex toy,
pretending that we were just having some fun. I wanted to make love
to Rachel, to share the thrilling intimacy of sex, more than I had
ever wanted anything. I broke our embrace, lowering my head to take
a dark nipple into my mouth, the thrill as I felt it stiffening on
my tongue enough to make my tummy flip with excitement. It simply
felt so right, so natural, and as I moved to suck the other breast
Rachel’s hand on my back, stroking there, somehow told me that she
felt the same. It should have felt strange, maybe even unnatural,
but it just felt so good.

I used my hands to gently encourage Rachel to
lie back, raining kisses on her tummy, sure of my destination
without ever having made the decision to go down on her, and I knew
from her heartfelt sigh that Rachel understood my intention. Her
legs parted as my mouth moved south, our hands meeting and linking
for a moment, squeezing in a mutual reassurance, the last
confirmation that we both wanted the same thing.

For a few moments I kissed around Rachel’s
sex, the feel of her golden thighs under my lips as arousing to me
as it obviously was to her, a little sigh with every contact
confirming the depth of her arousal. I found myself eager to take
the next step, little kisses and licks at the very edge of Rachel’s
pussy not enough for me now. I wanted to taste her.

I could wait no longer, putting my mouth over
her and letting my tongue part her lips, sliding along the inner
walls of her pussy and going deep, my senses overloaded by her
scent and the musky taste of her sweet pussy as my tongue explored.
Rachel’s groan as I gave her what she had been waiting for would
have been loud enough to alert the neighbours if we had had any,
but neither of us cared at this moment. I used the tips of my
fingers to gently part her flesh as I feasted, my mouth and tongue
eagerly seeking out the most sensitive spots, letting Rachel’s
heartfelt sighs guide me, helping me to give her as much pleasure
as I could.

My own pussy was demanding attention too, an
insistent heat there making me want to touch myself, though I was
happy to wait for now, somehow sure that my time would come.
Instead I redoubled my efforts, abandoning myself to my task, doing
everything I could to make my friend come, her groans as she lifted
her hips from the lounger to push her clitoris more firmly onto my
tongue making me sure that she was close.

Suddenly her body tensed and she seemed to
hold her breath for a moment before exhaling a heartfelt gasp that
was followed by a series of panted breaths as she orgasmed, her
pussy so liquid now. I shared her abandon, drinking her juices as I
did everything I could to make her moment as perfect as possible,
wanting to give her everything I could. It was only when I sensed
her relax and felt her hand in my hair that I realised that her
moment had passed, and I reluctantly abandoned my task, kneeling up
a little to smile at my friend as I used a hand to wipe some of her
juices from my mouth and chin, realising then just how much I had
thrown myself into my labour of love.

Rachel returned my smile with a lazy grin of
her own, but I sensed other eyes on me and when I turned to my
friends I was surprised by what I saw. Claire and Ella had paused
in their own lovemaking to watch me, their bodies still, their eyes
on me as they lay together, the dildo still deep in Ella’s virginal
quim but seemingly forgotten for the moment. Even on this afternoon
of surprises, it seemed that I had managed to shock them again! For
a few seconds they simply stared at me, open mouthed, but Rachel
ended the silence before it became awkward.

‘That was so beautiful, Sam.’

‘I enjoyed it too, Rachel. I really liked
making you come!’

‘It was wonderful, no one has ever got me off
like that.’ It was Claire that found her voice then, adjusting to
this new reality a little more quickly than Ella.

‘You two look so beautiful together, I
couldn’t take my eyes of you both.’

‘Thanks babe,’ smiled Rachel, ‘you two look
incredible too, but I’m wondering whether Ella is feeling a little
neglected!’

‘Come on,’ I giggled, emboldened by my own
actions, ‘why don’t you give her what she needs and we can watch
the both of you have a little fun too!’ For a moment I thought that
embarrassment might belatedly overtake them, but when Claire
shifted her weight a little Ella gasped, the feel of the plastic
cock stirring inside her enough to reignite her shameful lust.

‘Go on Claire, I want you to…’ she whispered,
still not quite able to put into words what she needed, even in
such an intimate setting, but when Claire began to work her hips
again Ella’s modesty suddenly disappeared.

‘Oh yes, that feels lovely,’ she sighed, her
arms again encircling her friend and pulling her closer, their
boobs meeting softly. ‘so nice …. kiss me…’ Claire’s face slowly
moved closer, and their lips met in a perfect, gentle contact.
Rachel and I were spellbound, watching our not so innocent friends
giving each other pleasure was a truly beautiful thing. I could see
the plastic shaft slowly moving in and out of Ella’s pink slit, her
body having happily accepted the thick rod and coated it in hot
juices. The brunette’s slim little hands were caressing her friend,
sliding along her back, occasionally slipping lower to stroke her
bottom, fingertips even straying into the crevice there a little,
all the time urging the blonde closer. Claire had found a rhythm
now, her round yet muscular ass lifting and sinking steadily as the
two girls shared an endless kiss, their lips meeting and parting,
tongue tips occasionally venturing forward.

I felt Rachel’s gasp as the kiss deepened, my
friend so close that I could sense rather than hear it. We watched
together as the girls’ tongues entwined, a more sexual contact now,
and it seemed to inspire a change in them both.

‘They are both so hot, so beautiful…’
whispered Rachel as Claire began to increase the pace of her
thrusting, Ella’s grip on her bottom tightening as they began to
fuck in earnest. I noticed then that Claire’s eyes had closed – she
seemed to be getting really turned on, a warm glow to her pale skin
confirming a heat beneath that could only lead to one outcome.

Ella was losing control now, the unique and
unexpected thrill of her closest friend sharing something so
intimate adding to the physical thrill of the warm embrace, the
sensual kiss and the feel of a fat cock inside her for the first
time. As we watched she came, somehow retaining an air of ladylike
innocence as ecstasy overtook her, quiet whimpers as she held
Claire close, her bliss obviously so much sweeter because she was
sharing the moment with her best friend. Their eyes were locked
together, the emotional connection just as strong as the physical
one, and I realised then that what had started as a bit of fun had
suddenly become something much more intense for Claire and
Ella.

When Ella whispered something in Claire’s ear
it was too quiet to hear but when the blonde moved off her to allow
the not so innocent brunette to sit up it seemed that she had had
her fill of lesbian love, for the moment at least. Before any of us
could speak Ella stood and headed back to the villa, avoiding
making eye contact with either me or Rachel, her gaze demurely on
the floor as she padded back inside.

‘Well,’ commented Rachel, ‘that was pretty
intense!’ Claire looked at her with a slightly embarrassed glance,
aware that she had betrayed something much more personal than she
had intended.

‘It was a real turn on,’ she replied after a
few seconds, still struggling to look either of us in the face.
‘This is turning into a very memorable holiday!’ she managed as she
stood, unstrapping the dildo and obviously keen to get away. ‘I’d
better go and make sure she’s alright.’ We both watched as she
followed in Ella’s footsteps, the need to be close to her friend
now something she simply couldn’t ignore. I found my eyes drawn to
her shapely bottom, much more interested in her naked form than I
would have been a few minutes ago, and I sensed that Rachel shared
my interest.

‘She’s got a great body,’ whispered Rachel,
the words carrying more weight now. ‘I’ve got a feeling that
there’s a little bit more than friendship there.’

‘Do you think so?’

‘Oh yes, they were so into each other!’

‘That’s true, it was pretty hot. Do you think
they’re in love or something?’

‘I think they’ve both been keeping it secret
from themselves and each other – you know how quiet and shy they
are. Could you imagine either of them coming out to the other?’

‘No, but I never thought that either of them
were lesbians!’

‘They probably didn’t too, I’ll bet they
buried it deep and it’s only today that uncovered it all.’ We sat
in silence for a while, both contemplating the consequences of this
afternoon’s fun. After a few moments Rachel stood too and as I
looked up at her, my eyes wandering over her magnificent body, she
smiled happily down at me, comfortable in my open admiration of her
naked form.

‘Anyway, I think it’s time for a shower,’ she
smiled, letting me know that I was invited, ‘just give me a minute
– I need to pee!’ She headed for the house, her full body a
contrast to my other two friends, and suddenly I was alone.

What had happened to us? What had we done?
The pleasure I had experienced was very real and it would stay with
me forever, but how much had changed? Rachel seemed sure that Ella
and Claire had shared something that had transformed them somehow,
and I wasn’t sure how I felt. I knew I was straight, but… Being
close to Rachel had been something truly special, and I knew that I
wanted to taste more of what I had already sampled. Rachel’s smile
had told me that she was cool with everything, and I knew that of
the four of us she was the most laid back and open to trying
something new. I decided then that I would see how things developed
over the rest of the holiday, somehow confident that everything
would work out fine for all of us.

I was distracted from my thoughts by the
sight of Rachel reappearing in the doorway, one finger pressed to
her lips, her other hand beckoning me closer. My curiosity piqued,
I silently hurried over, keen to find out what she wanted. Taking
my hand she silently led me into the villa, pausing at the doorway
of the room that Ella and Claire had been sharing. She pointed at
the gap between door and doorframe, urging me to take a look. I
cautiously peeped around the doorway, and what I saw took my breath
away.

Claire was lying back on the bed, still
naked, her long blonde hair spread on the white sheets beneath her
like a halo, her arms and legs spread wide, her body in a posture
of complete abandon. Her eyes were closed, her mind concentrating
on the pleasure she was enjoying. Ella was kneeling by the edge of
the bed, between her thighs, her slim hands stroking her friends
toned legs, gently parting them even further and exposing her sex
completely. Ella was turned a little away from us, so she was
completely unaware she had an audience as she slowly lowered her
pretty face, a wet little tongue slipping from between her parted
lips as she sank towards her goal. We watched on open mouthed as
she began to softly lap at Claire’s pussy, like a cat at a bowl of
cream. She was gathering Claire’s juice and tasting it, the tip of
her tongue gathering the moisture and enjoying the flavour, and
when she paused in her labours, sitting back for a moment, she
inadvertently created a thin string of silvery fluid, a line from
her tongue tip to Claire’s pussy, as though the blonde’s body was
holding her there. It seemed to work as once more Ella lowered her
head, smiling as she began to lick again.

It was a truly beautiful sight, but we both
knew it wasn’t fair on our friends to spy on them like this. Rachel
took my hand again and silently led me away, towards the bedroom we
had been sharing. Once the door was safely closed behind us we felt
able to speak at last.

‘Did you see that?’ she exclaimed, ‘she was
eating her pussy and loving it!’

‘I had no idea she was into girls!’

‘I don’t think she did until today!’

‘Really?’

‘You know she hasn’t really had a boyfriend,
she obviously wasn’t into guys enough. Maybe she just kept her true
feelings hidden all this time.’

‘Maybe. They looked so beautiful together
though, didn’t they!’

‘Yeah. Maybe if we ask her nicely, she’ll go
down on us too! I was feeling quite jealous…’ I replied without
thinking then, wanting more, not ready to let the afternoon become
just a crazy one off event for us. I knew what I needed and I was
brave enough to ask.

‘It was lovely to see them making love, why
don’t we do it too?’ Now it was Rachel’s turn to be shocked, her
eyes meeting mine, not sure if I was serious or not. I smiled back,
somehow confident that she wanted the same thing now, and watched
happily as her face displayed her changing emotions. Surprise,
shock, understanding, desire and agreement all appeared in her
pretty features in turn and when her confident grin returned I knew
I had her.

Facing me, she took both my hands in hers,
and we shared the happy anticipation of what was surely about to
follow. With an exquisite slowness, we moved a little closer,
savouring the knowledge of the kiss that was so near, knowing that
in the privacy of our bedroom it meant so much more and would
surely be only the overture to something incredible.

When our lips met something electric passed
between us, the contact giving us both so much more pleasure than
we could have anticipated, its meaning giving it so much more
power. We were becoming lovers now, no longer just friends, and we
both wanted it. We embraced as we kissed, our arms instinctively
drawing each other closer, our naked bodies meeting again. It felt
so different, the hard muscular frame of previous boyfriends
suddenly feeling so inferior to Rachel’s soft warmth, and I could
feel her hard nipples pushing urgently against mine. Her hands
slipped lower, moving onto my bottom as her tongue pushed forward,
the change of pace taking my breath away, though I was happy to
respond, the kiss deepening, our body heat mingling and driving us
on.

When Rachel pushed me onto my bed my arms
went up to pull her down with me, my frustration when she eluded my
grasp inspiring a groan, the need to feel her body next to mine all
I could think of. For a moment she looked down at me, her smile not
giving any indication of her thoughts, but she couldn’t resist the
invitation of my arms and with a giggle she sank on top of me.

‘That’s better,’ I gasped, ‘what were you
waiting for?’ Rachel’s eyes closed for an instant as she savoured
the feel of my arms encircling her again, but before she kissed me
she found time to whisper a response.

‘I wanted to go down on you so much, but I
guess I can wait for a little while…’ I sighed into her mouth as we
kissed – my friend was really going to do to me what Ella was doing
to Claire, and I knew that I wanted my turn too. We’re really
making love, I thought as Rachel shifted her position on the bed,
her mouth moving to kiss my neck, finding more sensitive places
there, though I knew it was only the start.

Her lips felt wonderful on my skin, the
thrill so strong every time they touched me, each contact more
arousing than the last. When she moved to the soft flesh of my
boobs my nipples stiffened again, desperate for some attention, and
she didn’t keep me waiting long. Her lips enclosed a rubbery cone,
and she sucked gently.

‘Oh my God!’ The contact sent a shock wave
through me, Rachel’s chuckle lost as I tried not to scream, and
when her tongue began to dance there too my pussy reacted wantonly,
an urgent ache there demanding attention.

I knew I was sopping wet, and the knowledge
seemed to remove any last inhibitions or reservations, my need to
give and receive pleasure all that mattered now. My hand was in her
long brown hair, urging her to treat the other nipple too, though I
knew where I really wanted that tongue now. When her mouth left my
breast to kiss my stomach I groaned, and Rachel was kind enough to
not tease me for too long. I looked down to watch as her face moved
between my thighs.

It was a perfect moment, the sight of my
friend pleasuring me adding to the incredible thrill of feeling a
feminine tongue on my pussy for the first time. I had always loved
receiving oral sex, but I very quickly realised that a woman was
infinitely better at delivering it! Every touch seemed to be at
just the right spot at just the right time, and the unique thrill
of a first time amplified everything. Nothing had ever felt this
good, and I knew my impending orgasm would be the first of so
many.

As I came I heard a tiny liquid sound, and it
took me a few minutes to realise that I was so wet that Rachel’s
tongue was making a little splashing noise as she pleasured me, her
tongue working busily now. The knowledge gave my orgasm new life,
just as it was beginning to fade, and a new wave of pleasure
rippled through me. When I felt a fingertip there too my excitement
built again, and for the first time in my life I began to
experience what seemed to be a never ending stream of climaxes,
each one following the last with such rapidity that they blended
into one, a tidal wave of pleasure that changed me forever. I had
never known love like this before!

The fingertip grew bolder, beginning to move
inside me as Rachel’s tongue continued to pleasure my clitoris, and
before I knew it she had pushed it deep, yet more thrilling
sensations for me as I shamelessly lifted my hips to meet the
questing digit. I felt a second finger joining it, both of them
moving more quickly as I reached down to push my friend’s face onto
my sopping sex, struggling to catch my breath now as I completely
lost touch with reality, my mind and body transformed by pure
pleasure.

When I opened my eyes again everything was as
it had been before, yet the world had changed forever. Rachel was
smiling down on me with a look of such deep love that I knew we
would always be close, no matter what the future might bring. With
what felt like my last reserves of energy I reached up to her, and
she happily sank down again to share an embrace, the two of us
truly one.

‘That was incredible babe, I can’t believe
what you did to me!’ I whispered into her ear as she lay next to
me.

‘I surprised myself,’ she giggled, ‘I never
imagined doing those things, but …. I loved it! It really turned me
on to do that for you, and I loved every minute.’

‘Really?’

‘It was truly beautiful babe, honestly.’ I
knew then that I wanted to follow my friend’s lead, to experience
the thrill of making love to a woman again and to give her the same
pleasure that she had given me, if I could.

We kissed again, my own musky taste on her
lips, and when I pushed her back onto the bed she immediately knew
my intention, her thighs parting with happy anticipation, our close
friendship and the intimacies that we had shared that day
consigning modesty to the past forever.

I wasn’t in the mood to wait or to titillate,
Rachel’s delighted squeal as I moved between her legs confirming
that I had made the right decision. The time for foreplay and
teasing was over, I wanted to make my friend come. Without
hesitation I put my hands on her thighs, pushing them back and
apart, exposing her completely. As I lowered my head I heard her
sigh, a happy exclamation with no fear there. It felt so good to
know we had passed beyond experiments and uncertainty – we were
truly making love now. My mouth settled on the hood of flesh
covering her clitoris, my tongue exploring it to find the prize
that lay within, the room completely silent for a moment as Rachel
surrendered to me.

I sensed her whole body relax as my touches
filled her body with pleasure, and when my tongue moved lower her
only response was the merest sigh of contentment. She had relaxed
completely now, happy to allow my tongue to delve ever deeper, and
I found myself growing bolder, hoping to elicit a more dramatic
response as my mouth covered her.

‘Oh Jesus,’ she murmured at last as my tongue
began to lap deep inside her, her hand reaching down to squeeze one
of mine and make the contact as intimate as possible. I was
drinking her juices and loving it, losing my breath in the passion
of the moment, sensing her growing arousal as I abandoned myself to
pleasuring her.

A sudden tension in her body alerted me to
her orgasm, the feel of her thighs stiffening under my fingers
another new experience, and I prolonged my efforts, hoping that she
would feel at least a little echo of the tremendous thrill that she
had given me, and I kissed, licked and probed with an even greater
urgency, determined to give her as much pleasure as I could.

Her groans filled the room as she abandoned
herself to the perfect few moments, but when she eventually
returned to Earth I reluctantly gave up my labours, moving up her
body again to lie in her arms, our kiss leaving her lips glistening
with her own moisture.

‘Wow...’ she smiled quietly as we embraced,
settling into each other’s arms with a cosy familiarity, ‘that was
just incredible.’

‘I loved it too,’ I replied with a smile, ‘no
one has ever made me come like you just did, and I’m hoping that
you enjoyed what I did.’ She squeezed me reassuringly in
response.

‘Babe, you were awesome! I can’t believe how
good that was, there was something so .... so beautiful about it,
beyond words.’ We lay in a contented silence for a long time then,
enjoying the warmth of each other’s bodies and knowing that our
lovemaking had strengthened and deepened our friendship rather than
put it at risk.

For the first time since we had left them I
thought about Ella and Claire again, and somehow I knew that they
were snuggling together just like we were. The knowledge somehow
helped to increase my contentment – the four of us had all found
the same happiness that afternoon and, at that moment, life was
perfect.

 


 


We all stayed in our rooms that evening, and
though Rachel ventured into the kitchen at one point to get some
food and drink, Claire and Ella didn’t reappear until the next
morning. I was alone in the kitchen making coffee in just a T
shirt, Rachel still dead to the world, when Ella and Claire
strolled in together, holding hands. They were wearing T shirts
too, having obviously grabbed the first thing to hand to cover
their modesty, just as I had done. Despite the intimacies that we
had shared the previous day, it seemed that we were all still a
little unsure of each other!

‘Good morning!’ I said cheerily, keen to
ensure that there was no awkwardness between us.

‘Hi Sam! Is Rachel not up yet?’ Ella was
obviously making a big effort to dispel any embarrassment, trying
her best to pretend nothing had happened.

‘No, she’s fast asleep. I thought you’d be
having a lie in too.’ I almost added a comment about the previous
evening, but decided it was best to play it cool for now.

‘We’ve been awake for ages, and when we heard
you making coffee…’ Claire was smiling now, happy that everything
was cool between us, and the atmosphere relaxed noticeably.

‘Typical Claire, waiting for someone else to
make her coffee!’ I laughed, and everything was back to normal.

We drank our coffee and talked about our
plans for the day. Ella was keen to visit the beach and we all
agreed it would be nice, though I did wonder if she was just wary
of what might happen if we spent another day in the relative
privacy of our villa. By the time Ella said she’d like to shower
before getting ready for the beach things had returned to normality
to such an extent that part of me had almost forgotten our lesbian
antics, but as soon as Ella was out of earshot Claire was keen to
talk.

‘I can’t believe what happened last night! Me
and Ella did …. everything!’ I couldn’t help but smile at her
shocked look, and I knew a confession would help her.

‘It was the same with me and Rachel.’

‘Really? Did you…’ She didn’t seem able to
actually speak the words in her mind, but I was happy to fill the
silence.

‘Go down on her? Make her come? Let her eat
my pussy? Come all over her tongue?’ I paused for a moment,
enjoying her wide eyed response. ‘Yes. We did all those things, and
we had a great time. I’m guessing you did too!’ I had decided that
it was better to keep the fact that I had seen them making love to
myself, for now at least.

‘We did! It was just so damn good too! We
just have something really special between us, I can’t imagine
going out with a guy now. We haven’t really talked about the
future, but I’m sure we’re going to very soon, and I think we’ll be
a couple.’

‘You have been friends forever, and if you’re
…. if the sex is good, then why not!’

‘That’s what I thought,’ mused Claire,
something obviously on her mind, ‘you know Ella is quite old
fashioned, and though I’m happy to be part of a couple…’ She looked
at me then, blue eyes full of plaintive indecision, and I realised
what she wanted.

‘You thought that, after yesterday, we’d
spend the rest of the week just going for it and getting a bit
wild?’

‘Yes, I wanted to …. well, I wanted to do
lots of things, not just with Ella, but I have this feeling that
I’ll be spoken for very soon. I loved watching you and Rachel, and
I wanted to be with you guys too…’ For a moment I didn’t know what
to say. Claire was admitting that she wanted to sleep with me too,
and I knew that I didn’t want to pass up the chance to make love
with my friend. I moved to the kitchen doorway, a sudden adrenaline
rush overtaking me. Sex had never been this thrilling before! When
I stood in the doorway I could clearly hear the shower running, and
I knew we had a little privacy for a few minutes. Unable to believe
my own boldness, I quickly tugged my T shirt off and tossed it
aside, giggling at the total shock I had again inspired in Claire,
her mouth open in a perfect, and very sexy, O shape.

‘Perhaps you should get over here and kneel
down for me,’ I whispered, and when she hurried over I thought my
heart would stop. A moment later she was there, kneeling at my feet
and resting her hands on my thighs. Suddenly there was nothing I
wanted more in the world than to feel her tongue on my pussy, and I
found myself perching one foot on a low cupboard so that I could
expose myself to her. She didn’t need an invitation, immediately
burying her face in my crotch, her tongue wriggling onto my
clitoris and sending a surge of lust through me. I knew it wouldn’t
take long, very quickly beginning to feel the stirrings of an
orgasm, and I knew what would give me the perfect pleasure.

Sinking to the floor, I urged the confused
Claire onto her back, quickly kneeling over her and lowering my
aching pussy onto her face. I wasted no time, lying on my friend
any pulling her T shirt up to expose her shaven pussy, so beautiful
to me at that moment. I was a completely different person to the
girl I had been twenty four hours ago, and there was not a moment
of hesitation or uncertainty, only desire as I let my tongue feast
on her silken wetness. This was just pure sex, a shameless coupling
purely for sexual pleasure, despite our years of friendship, and
the primal need gave the moment an animalistic urgency. Suddenly I
could feel her tongue on me, quicksilver movements guaranteed to
get me off, the uninhibited abandon of what we were doing making
the physical thrill simply incredible.

It was enough to make me come, the rapidity
of my orgasm somehow fitting for such a wanton encounter, but even
as I wetted her pretty face I continued to feast on her. I was
determined to give her the pleasure that was thrilling me, and a
few seconds later a heartfelt groan told me that I had succeeded. I
pushed a finger inside her as she came, the feel of her pussy
squeezing my digit as she orgasmed adding to my own pleasure.

We clung to each other as our pleasure
subsided, enjoying the feel of each other’s bodies as we came down,
wanting to make the feeling last just a little longer.

‘Pussy for breakfast?’ Rachel, completely
naked, was stood in the doorway watching us, her disarming smile
banishing any embarrassment we might have felt. She looked so damn
gorgeous, her full figure and pretty face combining to create a
vision of very sexy femininity.

If we’d seen her naked yesterday morning
neither of us would have raised an eyebrow, but so much had changed
now and she had inspired an unmistakable sexual desire in me, one I
felt sure Claire was sharing. It seemed that Claire was feeling it
more than me however, as once we had both sat up she turned to
Rachel, smiling at her friend.

‘Oh Rachel, I’m so glad you’re here, I really
need to speak with you!’

‘What’s up honey?’ smiled the bemused Rachel,
still sleepy. I knew then that Claire wanted to share some intimacy
with her, just as she had with me – she didn’t want our wild
holiday to end just yet! Before I knew it she was on her feet,
stepping into the arms of a rather bemused Rachel, and I suddenly
knew how I could help her out.

 


 


Half an hour later Ella and I were walking
down to the beach together, all ready for a day on the sand.

‘I don’t know why Claire isn’t coming, she
was really keen when I suggested it!’

‘They’ll both follow us down later, I’m sure.
Claire just changed her mind about having a shower and Rachel is
always really slow to get going in the morning, so they’ll be able
to walk down together now.’

’I suppose so. It’s just that .... after last
night...’ Ella was still a little embarrassed, but eventually she
found the words. ‘It wasn’t just sex, something special happened
between us and I really think we’ve got something. We need to talk
about it, but it feels like we’re a couple already. Who knows what
the future holds, but I know I want her to be part of mine.’

‘There’s certainly a lot for you to talk
about,’ I replied as we walked onto the perfect sand again. The
beach was still completely deserted and we started to lay our
towels out.

‘Yesterday afternoon I had visions of the
four of us getting into bed together, to be honest. I thought we’d
have a wild girls’ orgy and then write it all off the next
day.’

‘I was thinking the same. A once in a
lifetime chance to get really wild with my best friends, then back
to the boring real world.’

‘That’s my one regret about what happened,’
replied Ella hesitantly, ‘I would have loved the chance to make
love with you yesterday, but it’s gone and I feel like it wouldn’t
be fair on Claire now.’ I tried my best to hide my surprise – this
was a really big confession, especially as Ella was normally so
shy. I remembered what Claire had said earlier and I knew that my
friends were really serious about having a new kind of relationship
now, but at that moment it seemed like something that would happen
in the future.

Just then my phone buzzed and I quickly
unlocked it. Rachel had sent a message but when I opened it I was
met with a photo instead. It was a shot of Claire, her face between
Rachel’s open thighs, her mouth on her friend’s pussy. My phone
buzzed again and a second message popped up – ‘She’s good!’ I
smiled to myself, and I knew what I wanted.

‘I think you and Claire could make a lovely
couple, but you need to get home and think about things, talk about
what you want your future to look like.’ Ella had sat on her towel
and I smiled down at her as I spoke, enjoying the feel of the warm
sun on my back and a hot anticipation between my legs. ‘Things are
different when you’re on holiday, anything goes and everyone’s
cool, but we’ll all have to decide how we’re going to play things
when we get home.’

‘I suppose,’ replied Ella as I sank onto my
towel. ‘Me and Claire can decide on our future when we get home,
but for now…’ She looked at me with an uncharacteristic confidence
then, and I had an inkling of what she was thinking. She met my eye
as she reached behind herself to unclip her bikini top, surprising
me again despite everything that had happened recently. She still
looked so innocent, her perky little boobs as cute as the rest of
her. ‘It’s okay to go topless here, isn’t it?’ she asked, her look
of concern making me smile.

‘There’s no one around honey, so it doesn’t
really matter what we do!’

‘In that case…’ She surprised me again,
quickly slipping her briefs off, ‘You’re right Sam, it doesn’t
matter. Let’s make love on the beach!’ I couldn’t believe her
suggestion, but I was more than happy to go with it!

‘Sounds like a plan,’ I smiled as I untied my
bikini top, enjoying the look of lust on Ella’s sweet face and
teasing her for a moment as I hooked my thumbs into my bikini
briefs.

‘Take them off, please,’ she whispered, and I
giggled. That was so like her, polite to the last! I couldn’t deny
her, quickly removing them and standing before her, thinking I was
in charge, but she quickly proved me wrong.

‘Do you remember when I was snoozing by the
pool, and afterwards I told you all that I had had a sexy dream?’
she asked, looking up at me with a wicked twinkle in her eye that I
had never seen before. ‘Rachel presumed that I was dreaming about
some guys appearing and fucking the four of us, but I was
fantasising about doing this…’

Before I could react she had sat up a little
and moved closer, pressing her sweet little mouth against my sex,
her tongue gently exploring my pussy.

‘Jesus!’ I gasped, the thrill amplified by
the public setting and her unexpected confession. I quickly glanced
around me, but there wasn’t a soul in sight. ‘Go on,’ I whispered,
‘that’s so beautiful, you’re going to make me come so fast…’

 


 


It wasn’t too long before we all found
ourselves back in the real world, returning to our jobs and our
everyday lives. Things had changed between us of course, but we
were all determined to remain friends and that’s how things worked
out. Ella and Claire were more than friends now, happy to tell the
world that they were now a couple and moving in together almost as
soon as they returned home.

Things were different now we were home – in
an unspoken agreement, our brief experiment with lesbian free love
came to an end. Claire and Ella were faithful to each other, and
the four of us were never intimate in that way again. That’s not
quite the end of the story however.

Rachel and I went back to dating guys, and
after a while we both found ourselves long term partners. Ella and
Claire thought our holiday fun was a one off, and we knew they’d
never tell a soul what had gone on. As far as the rest of the world
knew, Rachel and I were two straight girls who were the best of
friends. No one knew what really happened during our girly nights
in, or on our occasional weekends away together. What would our
boyfriends think if they knew that, when we were both in the mood,
we’d reserve ourselves some real quality time and spend it making
love together? We both thought of ourselves as straight, but
sometimes nothing can beat the thrill of making love with your best
friend…

 


 


Thanks for reading my story! If you enjoyed
it, why not check out the other stories I have for sale, all
available from the website you purchased this one from. I also have
new stories coming out all the time and there are several ways to
keep up to date or get in touch if you'd like to –

Visit www.www.roryhitch.com to sign up
for monthly email updates, contact me direct, read free stories,
get updates on my next story and more!

If you'd like to contact me direct you can
email me at roryhitch@gmail.com - If
you'd like I can add you to my monthly mailing list so you receive
emails about new stories as they're published.

Search for Rory Hitch on Facebook – like my
page and you’ll receive messages about new stories as they are
released.

Follow me on twitter - just search for Rory
Hitch!

Thanks again for supporting me - it's very
much appreciated - Rory.
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