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Every Sunday, Rex received his penance.

“I did it again, Sir.”  Naked, Rex kneeled in the centre of Mei-Xing’s dark sitting room, his head hanging low.  “I did it twice this week.”

“Then you are suffering twice the burden,” Mei-Xing reasoned.  She was good that way, astute and compassionate.

Most people wouldn’t understand why Rex classified the woman who punished him as compassionate, but Rex wasn’t like most people.  He felt things very deeply.  Shame, mostly, and guilt as well.  Those were at the top of his list.  Love was up there, too.  Mei-Xing understood that.  She understood that his affair was more than just a fling.  He really did love Josephine, every bit as much as he loved his wife.

“I couldn’t keep away, Sir.”

To some, it might seem strange that Rex called his Domme “Sir,” but that’s the way she liked it.  Far be it for him to question her motives.

“I understand,” Mei-Xing replied, her voice soft now, a mourning dove’s coo. “Your body is weak.  Your mind is weak.  You are a weak man, a very weak man.”

“Yes, Sir.  I know I am.”  He shook his drooping head, clenching his fists behind his back.  “If I were stronger, I’d never have started up with Josephine.  I’d have stuck by my wife.  Eventually, I’d have gotten used to being sexless and lonely—that, or I’d have killed myself.  The trouble is that I’m in love with Josephine.  If I left her now I’d break her heart, and break mine too.”

“But if you left your wife, same thing,” Mei-Xing added, standing very close behind him.  “Despite the sexlessness and loneliness, you love her too.”

Rex turned and looked up, looked way up. He met Mei-Xing’s gaze, though he really wasn’t supposed to.

Some would say Mei-Xing had a horse face, but Rex had never liked that term.  And, yes, her face was rather long, but he liked it.  The length made her seem stern.  She wasn’t a pretty girl like Josephine or a matronly woman like his wife, but maybe that’s why Rex liked her so much.  Mei-Xing was different.  Her mouth rarely smiled, and it wasn’t smiling now, but her eyes were.  At least, they might be.  Maybe.  Mei-Xing was extremely hard to read.

“And if you left me?” she asked.

The question confounded Rex.  “Why would I leave you?  I need you.  Without you, I’d just be a writhing mass of shame and guilt.”

This time she smiled with her lips—a clear indication she was pleased.  He hoped.

“Without you,” Rex went on, “I’d have jumped off a bridge by now.  I need my penance, Sir.  I need to be punished.”

“Good,” she said.  The word was like a gust of wind, explosive, and it made Rex’s cock jump.  He leaned further forward and hoped she wouldn’t notice his erection.

Rex didn’t come to Mei-Xing for sex—he got enough of that from Josephine—but he did find her punishment arousing.  The trouble was that his arousal in Mei-Xing’s living room left him feeling even more guilty than he felt coming in.  It certainly didn’t help that she wore these striking leather get-ups.  Today it was a skin-tight black bodysuit with one zipper down the front and another up the back.  Rex wondered how she did up the back one on her own. She was single, as far as Rex knew.

Did Sir ever get lonely?

“How do you choose to be punished?” Mei-Xing asked.

He liked that she gave him a choice, but he couldn’t ask for his preferred punishment.  “The crop left marks, just like the whip.  My wife would never notice, not in a million years, but Josephine asked about them last time.”

“What did you say?”

“I had to make something up, Sir, and you know what a terrible liar I am.”

“What did you say?” Mei-Xing repeated, her tone noticeably stonier the second time around.

It was so stupid Rex didn’t want to admit what he’d said, but how could he lie to the woman who doled out his punishment?  “I said it was the guys at the gym, Sir.  I said they were teasing me, cracking towels against my ass.”

Mei-Xing laughed, but her grin remained canine and cruel.

“Josephine didn’t believe me,” Rex went on.  “So I had to show her.  After we got out of the shower, I dried myself off, then wrung up my towel and whipped her ass.  I’ve never heard her shriek like that, and her eyes went so wide I thought they’d pop out of her head!  I turned her around and told her to look at her ass in the mirror.  She believed me after that.  It was red as hell where I’d whipped her.”

Mei-Xing sat slowly on the divan that was pushed up against the wall.  It mustn’t be easy to bend in that head-to-toe leather, but she managed.

“Here,” she instructed, patting her lap.  “We won’t leave marks today.”

“A spanking, Sir?”  Rex crawled to her.  “Sounds like just what I need.”

Folding himself over her lap, he ensured his cock and balls hung between her thighs before she could close them.  The tightness of those leather legs around his straining erection and full, tender balls made him ache.  He wanted to thrust between her thighs.  He wanted to fuck that warm, supple leather until he blasted the carpet with cum.

But he wouldn’t do any of that.  He’d hold perfectly still while she brought down punishment on his ass.  He wouldn’t move a muscle.

“Tell me what it’s for, Sir.”  He braced himself for impact.  “Tell me why I need to suffer.”

“You suffer too much already.  You bring your true punishment on yourself. That little voice in your head never gives you a moment’s peace.  What I give you is not penance, it’s pleasure.”

Mei-Xing didn’t usually say this sort of thing before the pain began, and Rex didn’t get to ask what she meant before her hand met his backside with a resounding crack. The first smack never fully registered.  Its bark was worse than its bite. All he could feel was the blood whooshing to his head, which was down on the carpet.  He felt dizzy already, and suddenly confused.  His heart seemed to be pounding in his balls.

The moment he tried to lift his head, Mei-Xing spanked him again.  He felt it this time.  There was a sting, an unmistakeable bite that caught his ass when she struck it, and he hissed in response.  Mei-Xing was strong.  She could tear right through those lazy layers of flesh that sat in an office chair day after day, and make him faint. All that with just a smack of her palm.

Another smack.  Was this one harder, or was his ass just getting more sensitive?  He wanted to look back, see if it was pink yet.  It didn’t take long.  After a few more spankings, his butt would be red as an apple.

Another and another!  Oh god, it was starting to burn already. A slow tingle expanded outward from the point where her palm met his skin.  Every spanking was a divine shock to his system.  Each one gave him a jolt, propelled him forward. His forehead rubbed hard against the thankfully soft rug.

“Thank you, Sir!”  Rex could feel himself squirming in Mei-Xing’s lap, and before he could stop she brought down another clap on his ass.

“Thank you for what?” Mei-Xing traced circles around his butt, dragging her ruthless fingernails across his flesh while he writhed beneath her.

His cock strained between Sir’s thighs. From his upside-down perspective, he could see a gossamer string of pre-cum streaming from his cockhead all the way down to the carpet.  It was miraculous, like a spider web.  The very sight made him forget all about Mei-Xing’s simple question.

“Thank you for what?” she asked again, accompanying the question with a harsh smack.  Mei-Xing never held anything back.

Rex cringed, grinding his teeth together, tightening every muscle in the lower half of his body.  When Mei-Xing spanked him with all his butt muscles clenched, it didn’t hurt so much.

Stifling a tortured yelp, Rex said, “Thank you, Sir, for punishing me.”

Letting out a whiskey chuckle, Mei-Xing cast the most effective slap yet.  It burned through him like fire, streaking across the topmost layer of flesh as it soared between his legs.  His balls clenched so tight they looked like they’d shot back up into his body. When his cock jerked to the side, whacking his thigh, that crystal drizzle of pre-cum smeared across his flesh.

Mei-Xing tightened her thighs around his cock, trapping it in place.  She said, “Nothing I do could be worse than the punishment you bring on yourself.”

Rex puzzled over that statement while Mei-Xing traced her fingernails lightly down the backs of his thighs.  It tickled when she got to his knee-pits, and his cock strained in light of that feathery sensation.

“What punishment, Sir?”

She spanked him and the echo of that clap resounded through the room.  Again.  Again.  Smack, smack.  Her actions were measured, deliberate.  She never punished him in anger or ire; that wasn’t her style.  This was her job, her role in his life: to give him penance, to redeem him.

“You make...”

Smack!

“...yourself...”

Smack!

“...suffer.”

Smack, smack!

His ass burned, truly burned, like he’d been sitting on a stove.  His flesh was on fire, and the pain was nothing short of torture.  His brain buzzed as he listened to Mei-Xing’s words over and over again, repeating them to himself like an echo in a cavern.

You make yourself suffer.

You make yourself suffer.

His cock ached for release between those two leather thighs, but his body was the least of his concerns.  Mei-Xing was right about his mental state, wasn’t she?  He made himself suffer, every day, with the guilt he held so tightly.

Suddenly, Mei-Xing snapped her thighs so tight together that they compressed Rex’s balls, making him shriek with pain.  When he closed his eyes, he saw stars, constellations blasting across the backdrop of his eyelids, brilliant as diamonds.

“That hurts?” Mei-Xing asked flatly.

“Yes, Sir.”

“More than this?”  She slapped his blazing ass, and the stars burst into pieces, streaking across his mind like shrapnel.

“No, Sir.”  He always told Mei-Xing the truth.  “The spanking hurts more.”

She smacked his raging red flesh, and he jerked forward, writhing now, trying to escape.  It hurt so damn much he couldn’t stand it, but how could he hope to escape with his cock trapped between Mei-Xing’s thighs?

“What hurts more?” she went on asking, setting her palm down on his burning, prickling, hopping flesh.  “A spanking on Sunday or the anguish you suffer every day of the week?”

Blood pumped loudly in his ears as his head rested heavily against the floor.  His heart went into overdrive, sending gushes one direction toward his head and the other direction toward his throbbing erection.

He knew the answer to Mei-Xing’s question about which anguish sat heavier on his mind.  He told her, “Every day, Sir.”

Sir traced her palm down his thigh, petting him gently while his cock ached for a release that wouldn’t come, so to speak.  Mei-Xing only gave one type of release: relief of his sins, temporary escape, a chance to let someone else beat him up for a change.  He spent enough time beating up on himself.  He did it every day.

“Have you suffered enough?” Mei-Xing asked.

The question surprised Rex.  That was her call, not his.  “What do you think, Sir?”

His muscles tensed.  He was ready for anything.  He waited for some twitch in her body that would tell him whether she would toss him to the floor or cast her palm down on his ass.

She sat still as stone, giving him no clue.  His cock surged, ached, jerked forward as much as it could, but Mei-Xing didn’t move.

Until she did.

Sliding her thighs open, she spread his legs enough to cast one small hand between them.  Everything happened at once.  Her hand landed flat against his tight balls.  He yelped, trying to escape, but she had some magnetic hold on him.  Rex stayed put, head on the floor, legs splayed, while Mei-Xing spanked his balls.  It hurt like hell, and the pain shot through him like an elixir.  He wanted to be sick when she slapped him again.  He wanted to roll on the floor, curl into fetal position and give up.  Instead, he let her smack his balls again.

His muscles clenched, from his calves to his shoulders.  When he opened his eyes, he was staring his cockhead in the face. It seemed close enough to suck.  That wasn’t the case, but the image fucking his own mouth put him over the edge.

Mei-Xing spanked his balls, just softly this time, and it was all over.  All over.  His dick surged with cum, spewing white stuff directly at his face, creaming his cheek mere seconds after he’d closed his eyes.  Another shot blasted the ridge of his nose, creeping hotly down to his forehead.  After that, they struck the carpet. He’d pay for that mess as soon as Mei-Xing noticed.

Somehow, he ended up fully on the floor, rolling from his back to his front because his ass burned so badly.  He’d come so hard he couldn’t move, couldn’t open his eyes as his cum turned cold against his face.

“I’ve never... never...”  He stammered wildly, not knowing how to complete that sentence.  “I’ve just never...”

Mei-Xing took a warm cloth to his face, and then to the carpet.  She said, “You needed that, old soul.”

He thought his pain was buried deep enough, but she always found it.  She brought it to the surface, and today she gave him every kind of release.

How did she know what he needed before he did?  How did she know things he’d probably never have figured out on his own?

With a compassionate smile, Mei-Xing read his mind and said, “Because, old soul, I’ve suffered, too.”
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They come to your house, $150 for the half, $250 for the hour.  Brittany and Paige.  Real original, but nobody cares about the names.  It’s the uniforms they’re after.  It’s the pleated grey schoolgirl skirts and white cotton panties, pristine as fresh laundry in the sun. 

Brittany wears a genuine Catholic School shirt, complete with authentic academic badge.  None of the buttons are done up, and the tails are tied tight beneath obviously braless tits.  You can already see puffy pink nipples hardening into stiff buds.  

Paige is dressed in one of those Japanese sailor-girl tops, flaps grey like her skirt.  You know she’s got to be the naughtier of the two because she’s wearing white thigh-highs with garters amply visible beneath the hem of her skirt.  The stockings are rimmed with lace.

They come to your house and play just for you—play with you if you want, but it’s almost better just to watch.  They kiss.  You can see their tongues mingling, so you know it’s real.  They fondle each other’s tits, Brittany lifting Paige’s top over her head and letting it fall to the floor.

Paige whacks Brittany’s thighs with an old-school wooden ruler, pulls down her panties and slaps her ass.  What’s pinker, her tender cheeks or those drooling pussy lips that soon get their turn under the tongue?  Paige has a tongue stud.  See?  Definitely the naughtier of the two.  

$150 later, you’re floating on a cloud of bliss and they’re packing up to go.  Paige asks to use the bathroom and you’re so relieved you cleaned it this morning.  Dirty girls though they may be, you make sure to treat them like queens.



	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Deeds of Mercy


[image: image]


If Mercedes had to sum up her ridiculously complex sex life, it would go a little something like this: 

She used to date an older guy named Simon, who was married all the while to a woman called Florence.  After years of hope and heartbreak, Mercedes broke it off with Simon and ultimately found herself engaged to a young guy named Anwar.  Things were pretty solid until Mercedes met up with Simon again, purely by chance.  She had no intention of hooking up with him... until he made her an offer of cold, hard cash.  

With Mercedes’ love of secrets, cocks, and infidelity, how could she refuse?

Mercedes’ romantic world had grown into a man-eating monstrosity.  She pictured it looking a lot like that giant plant from Little Shop of Horrors.  She couldn’t say why she kept seeing Simon.  She really did love Anwar.  It wasn’t that she needed the money.  Well, okay, the money was nice and it gave her a cheap thrill every time she added Sex-with-Simon cash to the Wedding-with-Anwar fund, but it’s not like she was living at subsistence level.  She didn’t need it.  But she liked it.  She enjoyed the naughty thrill of prostituting herself to her married ex-lover while her husband-to-be remained oblivious. 

Simon was very different as a paying customer than he’d been when Mercedes was his doting mistress.  He’d been so careful before.  Now he took all sorts of chances.  He didn’t seem to give a fuck about getting caught.  Maybe that was a product of now being able to say, “What, this chick?  I’m just paying her to suck my balls.  Don’t feel threatened, wifey.”  

Money made all the difference.

In the four years of their “couplehood,” such as it was, Mercedes had never seen Simon’s house.  Never.  She’d never seen his wife or his grown children, live in person or via any other medium.  They’d been names, nothing more.  In fact, his entire family was off-limits to her, though the rule itself remained unspoken.

That was then.  

Now, when Florence left town to visit her parents for the weekend, Simon insisted Mercedes stay the night.  

“At your house?” she asked.

“At my house,” he replied.

“But...”  Mercedes couldn’t seem to locate the words required to express her trepidations.  She wasn’t even sure what, precisely, she was worried about.  “A whole night?  That’s... a lot of hours.  And we’ll be... sleeping... together?”

Even over the phone, Simon sounded peeved.  “The whole time we were together, you begged me to spend the night with you.  Now you don’t want to?”  He let out an humph and then said, “I’ll pay you per hour of sleep, if that’s what you’re so worried about.”

“No, no.  I mean, yes, thank you, but...”  It finally clicked why she shouldn’t be spending nights with her ex.  “Anwar!  What am I supposed to tell Anwar?”

“Are you suddenly living together?” Simon asked in his rhetorical voice.  “No?  Then what difference does it make where you sleep?”

Setting emotion aside, Mercedes looked at the situation from a business perspective: she could either spend Saturday night falling asleep in front of Anwar’s TV, or go to Simon’s house, get fucked, get paid, go to sleep, get paid, and probably get fucked and paid once again come morning.  

“Okay,” she said.  “You’re right.  I’ll make it work.” 

With a simple lie about a girls’ night out, Mercy set off to visit Simon’s house for the first time.  Her stomach tied itself in knots.  She felt strange, knowing she’d be fucking some woman named Florence’s husband in said woman-named-Florence’s house.  She felt sleazy about it.  

Florence.  

What an old lady name.  Who was this woman named Florence?  And why had Mercedes never wondered about her before now?  Why did Simon cheat?  Did this woman drive him to it?  Was she horrible?  Demeaning?  Lame-o in bed?  That must be it.  Why else would Simon pay Mercedes for sex?

When she arrived at his door, Mercy expected him to grab her by the arm and sweep her inside, whispering, “Did the neighbours see you?”  

Well, that isn’t how it went down.  

Simon opened the door, casting a dark shadow across the stoop.  He looked her up and down.  Even as a dog-walking couple sauntered along the sidewalk, Simon smiled and told her she looked good enough to eat.  

“I hope so,” she mumbled as she crept inside. 

She thought she’d be curious about this house of Simon’s, but her present feeling was exactly the opposite of curiosity.  Mercedes tried not to look anywhere or see anything.  Her senses dulled as he guided her by the arm.  She stared at her stocking feet as they traversed dark hardwood floors.  Where were her shoes?  She must have taken them off without realizing.

There were pictures on the walls, but Mercedes wouldn’t allow herself to look at them, not even to distinguish whether they were paintings of photographs.  

Why had she come here?  Business, pleasure, or pure masochism? 

Soon, they came to be in a bedroom on the second floor of the house.  When had they ascended a staircase?  Mercy’s mind was muddled with desire for absentia intermingled with desire for Simon.  

Despite her best efforts to find the man unattractive, she couldn’t help being drawn to a body that defied age.  Simon was always hard before his pants hit the ground, and his erections were thick and firm.  When he fucked her, she always left satisfied.  

Better than satisfied, in fact. Swollen and wet, sore, gasping for breath.  

Now he seemed to be undressing her.  No, scratch that.  He seemed to have undressed her.  Mercy’s clothing hung over the back of a chair by the wooden desk.  He was undressed too, but his clothes were on the floor.  As always, his erection shot out in front of him like it was dowsing for wetness.  

Yes, Mercy realized, she was dripping for him.  Dripping.  

Simon’s hard cock swung side to side as he strutted to the bedroom door and closed it.  His body gleamed golden in the low light of two bedside lamps, which cast Mercy’s shadow up against the adjacent wall.  The room was stark, she noticed.  But she didn’t want to notice—anything—so she focused her attention on Simon.  

“How do you want me?” she asked.  

He could do anything to her.  They’d agreed on a flat rate for any activity, except for the hours of sleep, which would cost extra.  He usually started with a blowjob and finished off fucking her pussy.  On rare occasions, he fucked her ass. But he knew that hurt her and she really didn’t like it all that much.

“I want to eat you,” he said.  His forceful gaze burned like the glowing embers in the gas fireplace across from the bed.  “I miss the taste of your cunt.  I want you on my tongue.”

That statement should have excited her, but Mercy was too entranced by the fireplace.  It seemed brand new.  Why would a couple with a lousy sex life get a gas fireplace installed in their bedroom?  It wouldn’t be for heat.  There were plenty of other ways to heat up a bedroom.  

God!  

Simon and his wife couldn’t possibly have a healthy sex life, could they?  If they did, why did Simon have had an affair with Mercedes?  Why was he now paying her for the pleasure of eating her pussy?  

But what reason, other than romance, was there for a new fireplace in a bedroom?

Simon lifted her off her feet and dropped her on the bed.  She bounced.  The quilt was too pretty to mess up with her juices, but too late now.  

As Simon crawled up from the base of the bed, snarling like a wild thing, Mercy felt her inner thighs drench with juice.  She crept back from him and drowned in a multitude of pillows.  There was nowhere left to go.  Only a wooden headboard remained at her back.  

Simon smiled in a sneering sort of way.  “Where are you going, Mercy?  I thought you wanted me to eat you.”

“I do,” she said.  Her heart fluttered as he grabbed her ankles and pulled her legs wide open.  

“Nice work if you can get it,” he teased as he propelled his body between her legs like a trench soldier.  “You just sit back and enjoy my tongue on your pussy, and then you go home with your bra stuffed full of cash.  Wish I could find a job like that.”

His smugness would have pissed her off a few years ago.  Now it turned her on.  She couldn’t bring herself to play the possession.  

“It’s too late for you,” she replied.  “Gotta be young and beautiful for a sweet position like this.”

“Sweet position?”  Simon chuckled as he dove between her thighs.  He went right at it and obviously didn’t plan on letting up until she came hard enough to wake the neighbours.  

Back when they were a “couple,” he’d been so dainty about eating her.  He’d give her clit a few licks, she’d pretend he was God’s gift, and then they’d move on to something else.  

This was something else altogether.  Simon was like a different person now that he was paying for sexual gratification.  He tore into her like a beast.  

Holding her thighs wide apart, he pressed his face firm against her pussy so his lips met her clit, planted his nose in her trimmed bush.  Mercy could feel the stubble on his chin against the base of her wet slit.  His bristled cheeks scratched her outer lips like as he took her clit in his hot mouth.  

Mercy’s whole body jumped.  Simon sucked her clit like a tiny cock.  This was something she’d never experienced before.  Where had Simon picked up new material?  

Was it something his wife had taught him?  

No, couldn’t be.  

Mercy was convinced they had next to no sex life.  She’d convinced herself.

Sensation melted Mercy’s mind.  She bucked against Simon’s face.  Now she knew why guys got off on blowjobs.  As Simon sucked her inner lips in with her clit, she tossed her head back and grabbed his with both hands.  She thrust her hips at his face until she felt the scratch of his whiskers against her slit.  

His nose was flush to her bush.  Could he even breathe down there?  Mercy didn’t give a fuck.  She ran her pussy in tight circles against his muzzle.  The prickle against her tender flesh generated an itch to fuck, and she hoped he’d get his cock inside her soon.

She’d have to come first, of course, but that was no chore.  

The harder Simon sucked her clit, the harder it became to resist giving herself over to the looming wave of climax.  She forced her clit into his mouth, nearly sitting upright as he splayed himself belly-down on the bed.  

With his head in her hands, she pushed his face against her pussy the way porn star men do to porn star women when they’re getting their blowjobs.  She felt almost guilty, treating him this way, especially when he’d be paying her in the morning, but she was so close to coming she couldn’t stop now.

Finally, the urge to move was subsumed by the urge to receive pleasure.  Mercy held Simon’s face against her pussy and screamed as he sucked her.  

When she finished screaming and could take no more pleasure or pain, Mercy closed her legs and fell back into the cluster of pillows.  

Either her eyes were closed or she’d just gone blind.  

Her orgasm had so overtaken that her she couldn’t figure out which was the case.  When she finally realized her eyes were indeed closed, she decided to open them.  When she did, she saw two things: Simon looming between her knees with his long cock looking like it wanted to get up inside her; and, on the mantle behind him, a wedding photo.  She must only have spent a few seconds looking at it, but she recognized a youthful Simon as the groom.  

The woman in the white gown was obviously his wife.  

Mercy was shocked by this photo.  

Not because it was a wedding photo—she obviously knew Simon was married.  This photo told her one thing she’d never known about the man: 

His wife was pug ugly.  

Worse than pug ugly!  She had a face like a bulldog after a bar brawl.  And in her wedding photo!  A woman always looked her best on her wedding day.  If Florence looked like that when she was married, imagine what she must look like now! 

“I want to fuck you,” Simon growled.  

Slipping off the bed, he flipped her from her back to her front.  

“I want it doggie style.”

“Yeah, okay.”  She felt too distracted to sound sexy.  

And then her gaze fell on another photo.  This one sat on the night table right beside Mercy’s face.  It was definitely Florence—the face was an older, more wrinkled, and even uglier version of the one on the mantle.  She looked like a Halloween hag.  

Could this really be Simon’s wife?  Christ, no wonder he was willing to pay Mercedes for sex!  

As Mercy lay staring at the figure in the photo, Simon climbed on the bed and splayed her legs as far apart as they would go.  That action jolted her into the moment.  

Her pussy clenched in anticipation.  

She closed her eyes, but the image of Simon’s ugly wife seemed burnt into her retinas.  

When Simon grabbed her hips, Mercy raised her ass to him.  He knew exactly what he wanted these days, and he lifted her up to the perfect height.  After piling up pillows under her pelvis, he wasted no time going at her.  He rammed her so hard it panged inside, but Mercy didn’t care.  The pang of a gleaming purple cockhead against her insides hurt less than the sting of resentment in knowing what Simon had stayed with throughout their years together.

He scratched her back with sharp little nails as he fucked her pussy.  The pain felt wonderful.  He smacked her ass cheeks until they turned red.  That felt even better.  

But why had Simon stayed with such an ugly woman when he could have had Mercedes?  

As his cock raced in and out of her pussy, Mercy realized how ridiculously narcissistic she was being.  Maybe Florence was the nicest, sweetest, most internally beautiful person in the world!  Maybe Simon had a thousand reasons to stay married to her.

Grunting like a troll, Simon threw his sweating chest on top of Mercy’s back.  The pillows piled underneath her pelvis held their butts aloft, but Simon grasped her wrists and held them down as he fucked her.  She felt trapped in his body now, as her mind was trapped in a cycle of, “Why her and not me?  Why choose ugly when he could have beautiful?  What’s so great about Florence?”

Even as Simon grabbed Mercy’s breasts and groaned, the pleasure of fucking couldn’t dispel the multitude of questions.  

Simon propelled his hips at Mercy’s ass and bit down hard on her shoulder. Mercy screeched.  Pain soared through her body.  Her blood sizzled in her veins.  She was sweating all over this pretty marriage quilt, and her pussy juice now graced a stack of throw pillows.  

As her cunt clamped down on Simon’s orgasmic cock, a series of words tumbled out of her mouth unhindered:  “My God, Simon, your wife is one pug ugly motherfucker!”

The room went silent as Simon rolled off Mercy’s back.  

The bed bounced beneath them.

Was there any utterance crueller than the one that had just passed through her lips?  She’d insulted Simon’s wife!  This was the woman he’d been married to for how many years?  

And Mercy called her ugly.  

Why would she say that?  Was she jealous?  Even with her engagement to Anwar, was she still subconsciously coveting Simon?  Was she still in love with him?  

Or was this wife of his simply unconscionably ugly?

“God, I know she is,” he finally said.  “And she always was.  It’s embarrassing, isn’t it?” 

With a growl, Simon pulled Mercedes down from her Princess-and-the-Pea stack of pillows.  Tossing her onto her back, he rolled on top of her.  His spent cock drooled forgotten spurts of cum against her leg as he took her breast in his mouth and sucked.  

Everything he did to her was animalistic now.  There was an intangible sort of brutality in his every move. 

After the vicious nipple sucking, Mercedes asked, “Why did you marry her?”

Simon pressed Mercedes’ breasts together.  When he spoke, his voice resonated from somewhere inside her cleavage.  “Back in the day, she used to be great in the sack.”  He laughed, and collapsed beside her on the bed.  Grabbing a pillow for his head, he squeezed her in close to his body and closed his eyes.  “Same reason I stick with you.”

Mercy’s heart froze in her chest.  

When Simon pressed a cruel kiss against her temple, she tried to ease herself away, but he only wrapped her tighter in his arms.  

The implications were too many, too jarring.  

Her mind raced.  

Sure, he was paying her to stay the night, but Mercedes didn’t sleep a wink.
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The Therapist and the Whore
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“Last week we left off talking about gender identity,” Liesl said, scanning the scribbled sheets of lined paper in her tattered manila folder.  “Has that been preying on your mind at all?”

Manny took her usual seat.  She preferred the ratty leather armchair to the pristine sofa.  It was her chair now, a signifier of their relationship prior to Liesl’s move to the big office at the fancy address.  Manny had been seeing her since Liesl was a wannabe-therapist heading up the LGBT support group in the basement of the University Health Centre.

“On and off, I guess,” Manny replied.  “But ultimately I have to ask myself, Would I rather have a cock than a pussy?  No.  Would I ever give up my big tits?  No.  But do I want my share of the power men hold in this world?  Yes.”

Nodding, Liesl said, “Sounds like your masculine style of dress and appearance is derived more from a desire for social standing than an attempt to align gender identity with presentation.”

“Gawsh you talk awful purdy, doctor Liesl,” Manny replied, slapping her knee in her best Aunt Jemima impersonation.  “How long have you and I known each other?  I’m not one of your snooty Yorkville clients.  You don’t have to impress me.”

“Sorry.” Liesl closed her folder and set it on her lap.  “It’s like Tourette’s with me—sometimes big words just slip out at inappropriate moments.”

“But, you know, the way I walk and talk and dress and act isn’t only about achieving the social status a man is born into.  No black girl’s ever going to have that; it’s useless trying.  I think it’s who I am now.”

“Yup, you’ve mentioned that before,” Liesl replied with a nod.

“And I really don’t attach gender to it.  I’m female—this I know—but I’m no girly girl.  I’m butch and that’s just...me.  I think there are different ways to live your gender, and this is how I live my experience of being woman.  I don’t see myself as any less of a woman just because I don’t wear dresses and perfume.”

“That’s a good point,” Liesl said, still nodding.  “There are as many genders as there are individuals.”

“Exactly!”  Manny smacked the armrest with her palm.  “Exactly!  See?  You’re the only person in the world who can read my mind.”

“I don’t know about that,” Liesl demurred.  “I think sometimes I’m just able to clarify your thoughts.”

“You must be so bored with me, talking about the same dumb issues since university.”

“Not boring at all,” Liesl said.  “It’s obviously a matter you still think about from time to time.”

Sliding from her chair, Manny walked over to the window overlooking the greenery of Hazelton Lane.  She’d been trying to get this out for months, and she hated being messy about it. “Are you ready for something new?”

“I’m ready for anything you’ve got on your mind.”

Was she ashamed of herself?  Is that why she couldn’t look Liesl in the face to tell her?  Christ, it would almost be easier to tell Danica first, except that Danica tended to throw things.  “I’m seeing someone on the sly.”

“Another psychologist?” Liesl asked, mockingly.  “I’m hurt.”

“Oh, so now you’re the joker?” Manny said with a smile, turning around to gauge Liesl’s reaction.  But Liesl never reacted to anything.  “Her name is Star.  Well, I’m sure that’s not her name, but that’s what people call her.”

“And when you say you’re seeing Star...”

“Yeah,” Manny replied, leaning against the windowsill.  “I mean, not seeing like we’re in a relationship or anything.  Christ, I can’t believe how hard it is to say this word.”

“What word?”

“Whore,” Manny blurted.  The hand of death took her throat in its skeletal grip, but Liesl’s expression remained unchanged.  “Star’s a hooker... a prostitute.  I don’t know what to call her.  I mean, I guess that’s what she is.  I pay her for what she does, but I don’t see her that way.  Not anymore.”

Nodding slowly, Liesl opened the manila folder and clicked her pen into gear.  “How long have you been seeing Star?”

Manny wasn’t sure if she was in the doctor’s office or the principal’s office.  She didn’t want to answer, and that made her feel like a surly teenager.  “I don’t know.  A while.”

When Liesl looked up from her scribbles, she only nodded.  She said nothing.

“Danica can’t stand to see me naked anymore,” Manny went on, partly in justification and partly to change the subject.  “She darts from the bedroom the second I start taking my clothes off.”  It occurred to her that she sounded like she was blaming her girlfriend for her own indiscretions, and she didn’t want to leave Liesl with the impression she thought that way.  “I know it’s not her fault.  Shit, you must think I’m a total asshole.”

“Do you think you’re an asshole?”  Classic therapist move.

“Kind of,” Manny said with a shrug.  “I’m cheating on Danica.  She wants to look at buying a house, and here I’m spending our hard-earned cash on sex with another... woman.”

Nodding, always nodding, Liesl asked, “If you don’t like what you’re doing, why are you doing it?”

“That’s what you’re supposed to tell me.  I don’t know!”  For the first time this session, Manny felt exasperated.  “Why am I paying a hooker to do everything Danica won’t?  To kiss me and fuck me... you know, with a strap-on... and just fucking look at my naked body?”

“I think you just answered your own question,” Liesl replied with a nod.

All lies.  Maybe next session she’d admit the truths.

* * *
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EVERYBODY RECOGNIZED The Beach as the prettiest, most family-oriented area in the city.  Who would ever have guessed the woman in the upstairs apartment of the mint green semi was what they would term a lady of the evening?  With flowerboxes along the balcony, it looked like a little old grandmother’s home.

“There’s my lover!” Star cried in a cheery lilt when Manny arrived at her door.  “Amanda, honey, you look like you could use some love.  Come in and tell me all about it.”  Pulling Manny inside by the shirtsleeves, Star drew her into the kitchen’s sunny breakfast nook.  “I’ll put on the tea.  Would you like some tea?  I would.  But we can get right down to business, if that’s what you want.  It’s whatever you want, sugar.”  Pressing the switch on the electric kettle, she turned to Manny and the feathers at the base of her pink vintage peignoir swished against her legs.  “Do you want some sugar, sugar?”

Manny smiled.  “You mean in my tea, or...?”

“Or...?”  Star shuffled her low bedroom heels across the kitchen tile.  Setting her fingertips against Manny’s shoulders, she planted a luscious kiss on her lips.  When Star tore herself away to gaze adoringly into Manny’s eyes, she tasted berries.  Star’s shimmering, waxy lipstick always tasted sweet.

“Gosh, you’re handsome,” Star gushed.  “Did you know that?  You are very good-looking.”

“You’re the only one who’s ever thought so,” Manny replied, trying not to laugh.  She recognized Star’s sincerity.  “Even when I was a kid, it was my brother who was the handsome one.  I was the dark one.  Can’t be both.”

“Well, you’re both,” Star replied, kissing her nose.

Her gaze was so giving, Manny searched for something to give back.  “Did I ever tell you you’re the only person in my life who’s allowed to call me Amanda?”

“Yup!” Star replied, hopping away to pull teacups from the cupboard.  “You tell me that all the time.”

“Well, it makes you special.”

“You’re the special one, lover.”  Star poured boiling water into the teapot.  “We’ll just let that steep while you tell me about your week.”

As Star sank into her lap, Manny paid close attention to the sensation of Star’s ass on her thigh.  She wasn’t perfectly clear how it all got packed away down there.

“I had an appointment with Liesl,” Manny said.  “I told her about you.”

“Aww!”  Star kissed her cheek.  “That’s sweet.  What did she say?”

“Nothing. She just listens.  She never makes judgements.”

Setting her head on Manny’s shoulder, Star went uncharacteristically quiet.  Times like these, Manny tried to assure herself this was just a job for Star, but she knew that wasn’t the highest truth.  In the silences, Manny worried.  She was always afraid Star would make some comment about dumping Danica and moving in together.  One day, Star would slip.  Manny was sure of it.

“Tea should be ready,” Star said in her most shimmering tone of voice.  When the tea ran clear, she grimaced and lifted the lid on the pot.  “Would you look at that?  I didn’t put any teabags in!  Boy, I’d lose my head if it wasn’t attached.”  Leaning against the counter, she asked, “Should I try again, or should we head to the next room?”

Rising from her chair, Manny placed her arm around Star’s waist.  “I love your use of euphemism.  The next room.  Is that sequential?  The kitchen is the first room, the bedroom is the next room...”

“And the bathroom is the last,” Star giggled, trotting across the kitchen in her heels.  She slipped into the bedroom before Manny, and hid behind her closet door to take off her panties.  After all this time, Manny had stopped wondering why Star was so mysterious about it.  Manny used the opportunity to take off her trousers.  She left on her buttoned-up shirt, despite the heat.

Star emerged in her peignoir and lace bra, absently stroking her cock as she looked Manny up and down.  “You’re binding every time I see you know.”

Shrugging like it was just a big coincidence, Manny said, “I guess so.”  She tried to sound casual about it.  “Why, does it bother you?”

“Of course not.”  Star approached at a snail’s pace, all the while encouraging her erection with her fingertips.  “Does it bother Danica?”

Manny breathed in sharply.  It seemed so wrong when Star said her girlfriend’s name. She had to be honest.  “Yeah, I think it bothers Danica a lot.  It really bugs her when we’re out at a restaurant and the server calls me sir and I don't argue.  She pouts through the whole meal.”

“Does that happen often?”

“When I’m binding especially, yeah.”  Manny pulled her shirttails between her legs to cover her pussy.  “It’s an easy mistake.”

Star gave her a generous smile.  “Mistake?”

Manny couldn’t keep from staring at the cock surging from behind Star’s robe.  She watched its swollen head pop out from between Star’s fingers as she pumped it with her fist.  She’d always thought its flesh looked much pinker than the rest of Star’s bronze body, especially when all the surrounding flesh was so neatly shaved.  Star had the gentlest-looking penis she’d ever seen.  Not that Manny had a lot of experience with penises.

“What do feel like today?” Star asked.  “Anal or...”

“I don’t know yet.”  Manny didn’t want to hear the word that would come next.  “Can I just suck it?”  She slid to her knees at the foot of Star’s bed and waited for feeding time.  “Let me suck it.  Please.”

With a chuckle, Star said, “Of course.”

She drew near, smelling of flowers and soap.  Taking the back of Manny’s head in her hand, she held her cock by the base and ran its tip side to side across Manny’s lips.  Manny opened her mouth to suck, and salty pre-cum fell against her taste buds.  She couldn’t explain to herself why she loved the sensation of a cock firming up between her lips.

Would Liesl ask about the sex, if she made a full confession?  No, Liesl never dug that deep.  But she might.  The chance was there.

As Manny ploughed her head back and forth, Star guided her motion with both hands.  She sucked the shaft.  She released, leaning back, back, back until just the tip of Star’s cock remained between her lips.  As Star looked on like a fairy godmother, Manny held her cock steady with the tips of her teeth and tickled the slit with her tongue.  Star giggled and ran her pink fingernails down Manny’s neck.

“Ooh, that feels nice.”

For a butch dyke, Manny knew she was pretty damn good at sucking cock.  Star didn’t have to say it.  She swallowed the shaft right down to the base.  Her throat wanted to gag, but she wouldn’t let it.  She sucked and it settled.  Cooing words of love, Star wrapped her peignoir around Manny’s head until the light of day turned gauzy and pink.  She grabbed Star’s ass and squeezed her firm cheeks.  Manny let her thrust her hips a bit, even though she preferred being in control of the motion.

Enough.

When she rose to her feet, Manny found herself trapped in Star’s arms as well as her robe.  Until she stood with her thighs closed, she didn’t realize how wet she’d become.  Who’d have thought giving head would be such a turn-on?

Manny stepped back, but they were closer to the bed than she realized.  She fell back on the plush mattress.  As she kicked the quilted coverlet to the floor, Star plucked a condom from the side table and tore the packet.  Holding it wide open with long glittering nails, she asked, “Would you like to do the honours?”

Manny plunged her fingers inside and pulled out the slippery condom.  Every time she squeezed the tip and slid the slick latex down the length of Star’s firm shaft, she thought of green bananas and Ms. Kensington’s health class.  Little did that saucy teenager know she’d be using these things with a transsexual whore while her girlfriend worked extra hours at a retail franchise.

Whore?  Why did she always use that word, even inside her own mind?  It was unbearably crass and it certainly didn’t do Star justice.

“What are you thinking?” the girl in the pink peignoir asked.

Danica liked that question too.  Manny hated it.  Inwardly, she refused to answer.

Gripping the base of her rock ready cock, Manny pulled on it until Star eased herself on to the bed. Straddling Manny’s half-naked body, Star took back ownership of her sheathed erection.  She unbuttoned the bottom of Manny’s shirt, exposing her wet cunt to the sunny bedroom. Kneeling close, Star grasped the base of her shaft and smacked her with it.  Manny leapt at the sensation of smooth latex flogging her engorged pussy lips.  Star smacked her again and again, aligning her cockhead with Manny’s clit.  Manny’s whole body surged with adrenaline and desire.  She needed a good fuck.  God, did she need it.

Slipping her fingers between her thighs, Manny pressed Star’s slick cock down until the tip entered her slit.  Everything seemed inconceivably wet.  Manny couldn’t believe her body was creating all that juice.  Star must have slipped some lube up her cunt when she wasn’t looking.

“You want it?” Star teased, pushing just the tip inside Manny’s eager slit.

Manny thrust her hips hard to feel Star all the way inside her.  “Aw yeee-ah!”

There was no other feeling like this one.  She loved taking Star’s firm cock in her snatch.  Some days she couldn’t do it.  Some days she took it up the ass.  Today she wanted the classics—penis-in-vagina sex.

“Give me your tits,” Manny cried, anxiously, like she wanted to do everything quick before she came... like a man...

Star lifted her tits out of her bra and tucked the lace off to the sides.  “Gimme!” Manny urged like a child.  With Star, she was selfish.

Leaning forward, Star set her tits on either side of Manny’s mouth.  When she shimmied left and right, they slapped Manny’s cheeks.

This is where their height difference came in handy.  While Star grasped Manny’s hips and fucked her from on top, Manny pressed her tits together and licked them from below.  Sucking Star’s nipples in alternation, Manny pressed her feet flat against the bed and drove her cunt upward to meet Star’s raging erection.  She sucked so hard Star squealed.  This was good.  This was so good.  It never felt like this with a strap-on.  Cocks rock my socks. Manny laughed.

Star offered a breathy but distracted chuckle.  “What?”

Manny shoved a tit in her mouth so she wouldn’t have to answer.  Her mind said stupid things, at times.  As she sucked, Star yelped.  She held tighter to Manny’s hips and pumped in double time, but she obviously couldn’t fuck fast enough, kneeling.  She flipped Manny onto her stomach.  As she grabbed the good lube from the side table, Manny eased her knees underneath her body and stuck her butt in the air.

Smearing cold lube up and down Manny’s ass crack, Star shoved her cockhead in Manny’s hole and held tight.  Manny looked back as Star ran her long fingernails down her ass cheeks.  She loved the contrast of Star’s tan thighs against her dark rear.

Leaning way down low, Star grazed Manny’s clothed back with her erect nipples.  Manny’s asshole pulsed like it was trying to suck her cock in deeper.  When Star rose up and flipped long dark hair behind her shoulders, Manny watched the pink feathers at the base of her sleeves shiver with delight.

Star pressed her cock deeper inside, pouting her full pink lips.  Everything about Star shimmered.  Even her skin glowed in the afternoon sun as it filtered through lace curtains.  Manny eased her ass toward Star’s hips as they picked up speed.  God, she loved a woman who could give it to her.  She wished she could give it right back.

Star rammed Manny.  She went in deep, fucked hard until Manny’s ass burned at the razor’s edge of pleasure.  Manny reached below and smacked her clit.  She slapped it with her fingers to fill in Star’s expressions of bliss with shouts of her own.  Star was always loud, when she came.  Noisy, sloppy, sing-it-from-the-rooftops. Delighted yips and growls as her cock pulsed in Manny.  Pulsed and throbbed and rushed with fluid.

Even after Star pulled out, Manny continued spanking her cunt.  Orgasms were weird for her, these days.  She never felt fully spent until she’s beaten herself up a bit.

They showered together while Manny’s shirt dried out.  As predicted, the pits were soaked with sweat.

It felt nice to be soaped up by Star, naked, skin to skin.  As Star ran suds down her ass crack, Manny mulled over her compounded lies.  “I told Liesl Danica won’t look at me naked.  I don’t know why.”  She stared at the faint reflection of her dark skin in the white tile.

With a lilting giggle, Star rubbed the soap from Manny’s cheeks.  “Classic case of shifting the blame.  You feel guilty for hiding your body from your girlfriend.  You feel guilty for being here with me.  If you pretend it’s Danica who won’t look at you, you have your perfect excuse.”

“But I know it’s not true.”

“It becomes true the second you tell Dr. Liesl. You believe everything you say to her. When you lie to her, you’re lying to yourself.”

As warm water coursed across her flesh, the sudden insight brought Manny to a new level of nudity.  Star washed and dried her, bound her tits and helped her on with her clothes.

After setting the kettle to boil, Star retreated to the bedroom to take care of her own binding issues.  Manny opened the tea canister and threw two bags in the pot just as Star re-emerged in black capris and a flowery sleeveless top.  As they sipped from matching mugs in comfortable silence, Star nibbled on arrowroot cookies and dried apricots.  Manny reflected on her desperate attachment to these three women in her life—wise Liesl, stalwart and silent, Star, her glimmer of hope on the horizon, and Danica, simply her girlfriend.  She saw their faces, Star’s across the table, Liesl and Danica’s in her mind’s eye.

“I can’t keep juggling like this,” Manny said.  “I can’t keep lying to the people I care about.”

With a slow nod, Star snapped a baby cookie in half and dusted the crumbs from the table.  Her eyes were diamonds as she explored Manny’s gaze.  “Do you bind when you visit Liesl?”

The question brought bile to Manny’s throat.  Rising from the table, she took her wallet from her back pocket and pulled out Star’s fee in cash.

* * *
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MANNY TOOK A DEEP BREATH.  “I’m sorry to leave like this, but things aren’t working out for us.  In the beginning everything was good.  You understood me then.  To be honest, I’ve been lying to you a lot lately.  I don’t know why.  It could mean a lot of things, I guess.  Anyway, there’s no sense getting deep into it.  I just wanted to say goodbye.  I hope you don’t think I’m a total cunt.”

Liesl nodded slowly.  “Do you think you’re a total cunt?”
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Bunny's Cowboy
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Quinn's heart always beat a little faster as Bunny approached the car, especially on days like today when the rain was coming down in sheets.  Her three-sizes-too-small tank top was already soaked to her skin, making her neon pink bra glow through the white fabric. 

He tried not to stare, but it was mesmerizing the way her big breasts bounced as she ran through the downpour. Even her denim cut-offs were drenched, a much darker blue than usual, and he watched her long legs, all droplets of rain on smooth, tan skin.  

Quinn couldn’t imagine how she managed to run, let alone walk, in those platform heels, but she insisted they were part of the getup. 

He panicked, checking his teeth yet again in the rear view mirror when she arrived outside the passenger door.  He’d chewed four pieces of gum since lunch, but he cupped his hand against his mouth nonetheless and breathed against his palm.  

Minty fresh—he wouldn’t have it any other way.

When the door still hadn’t opened, he realized Bunny was out there wringing the water from her thick black ponytail.  Bunny had the most lustrous hair he’d ever seen in all his life.  She was special in so many ways.  

He bent across the front seat and pushed open her door, calling, “You’ll catch pneumonia if you doddle out there much longer.”

“Yes, mother!”  

She was laughing as she fell into the leather seat.  Her wet thighs made sloppy squelching sounds as she fastened her belt, but Quinn was too taken with her to say anything.  

Once she’d buckled up, she slipped off her shoes, leaned way back in her seat and put both feet on the dashboard.  

“Your whore has arrived,” she announced, like it was something she was proud about.  “Whatcha gonna do with me today, Cowboy?”

Quinn was surprised to find himself recoiling as she leaned over to tip his hat.  There were times this arrangement damn well broke his heart.

“Well, now what’s wrong with you?” Bunny pouted, crossing her arms in front of her chest, effectively pushing the perfect, heavy globes of her breasts together. 

Quinn was just lost.  He couldn’t think of anything but those gorgeous mounds of flesh.  “Huh?  What?  I...”

When she giggled, she smacked her knee.  Her tits bounced underneath that wet top and bright bra.  “Come on, Cowboy.  Want me to take you around the world?”

Now he remembered what had irked him before, and he looked his beautiful Bunny straight in the eye.  “It bugs the hell outta me when you talk just like a common whore.”

A darkness fell over her bright expression, like a mourning veil, and she shot right back with, “Well, what do you damn well want from me, Cowboy?  I am what I am.”

The thick silence that overtook them had become increasingly familiar over the last couple weeks.  This had been so easy in the beginning: just a good time, no strings.  But now Quinn had fallen deep—so deep he couldn’t climb his way out of it even if he wanted to.

“Ain’t nothing common about you, Bunny.”  

He said it to ease the tension, but these days saying her name only made him ask questions.  Was she always called Bunny, or only by a certain element of society?  Did she use a different name with different people?  Had this flower of his heart ever been to prison?  The police weren’t known to go easy on Native girls, around here.  

“Let me take you to a nice hotel,” he pleaded.  “Get you into a warm shower and then a big ‘ol bed with a fluffy feather duvet.  Nothin’s too good for my girl.”

She rolled her eyes, but she smiled too.  For a brief moment, he really thought she might go for it this time.  

Then the darkness came over her again, and Quinn knew she was remembering something awful, something that had nothing to do with him and yet impacted every step of their relationship, such as it was.  

“You know my rule, Cowboy.  Let’s drive down to the woods and park it in our usual spot, eh?”

The usual was better than nothing, he figured, and put ‘er in gear, turning on the heat when he noticed Bunny’s teeth chattering.  “You cold, there?”

“No, I’m just getting my jaws all warmed up,” she teased.  

Bunny was a real kidder, and that was one of the many qualities Quinn adored about her.  He didn’t know much about her past—she was the type of girl who’d shut down when he tried to open her up—but she always did say if you want to laugh, spend your time around Natives, because they’d shed their fair share of tears already.  Them who’d been persecuted generation after generation wouldn’t last another lifetime if they didn’t learn to laugh. 

“If I got us a nice hotel room, you could warm your whole body up,” he prodded, hoping against hope he might finally get her to say yes.  “Same as if I took you back to my place.  I got a nice little bed just callin’ out your name.”

She cackled, as always.  “Yeah, I bet your wife would just love you screwing a hooker in her damn bed.”

Shaking his head, Quinn made the same turn he made every day.  “I told you a million times I ain’t got no wife.”  

Pulling into their makeshift parking spot, he laced his arm around her wet hair, around her shoulder, and scooched in closer on the broad bench seat.  

“Ain’t it every day I tell you you’re the only gal in my life?”

“Yeah, that’s what you say...”  She was looking down at his jeans, where his erection formed a stiff bulge in the denim.  “But that’s what they all say, ain’t it?”

“Who’s ‘they all,’ eh?” Quinn asked as she ran her nails up his thigh, brushing lightly across his shaft.  Damn, but that felt good!  “I thought you said I was paying you enough you didn’t have to take no other tricks.”

“Well, sure you are.”

“And are you taking any other tricks?”

“You know I ain’t, Cowboy.”

“Just like you know I ain’t got no wife,” he said, leaning in to kiss her fragrant neck, her skin fresh like the rain pelting down through the trees.  

She allowed it, if only for a moment, before pulling away and saying, “And you know kissin’ ain’t allowed, Cowboy.”

“You know my name,” he encouraged.  “Say it.”

She hesitated, pressing her palm against his hard dick and rubbing it against his thigh.  He really thought she’d say it that time, and he was actually surprised when she didn’t make a peep, just kept stroking his length through that thick fabric.

“Want me to suck it today?” she finally asked—and it was a good thing, too, because Quinn was already on the verge of jizzing his pants.

Just the thought of Bunny’s pretty lips encircling his cockhead, that precious cat-like tongue lapping his preliminary fluids, made his cock throb between the denim and his thigh.  

“Bunny, I want you to suck it every day, baby.”

“I pretty well do,” she replied as she snuck one hand under his jeans, shielding behind the fly so there was no way in hell anything’d get caught in there.  

God, even just the back of her hand brushing his pubic hair made his pulse race.  

He swallowed hard while she unzipped him and freed his engorged length.  

Her hand on his cock was just heaven.  

This girl knew how it was done, and Quinn didn’t like to remind himself of the reason for that.

He stretched out like a cat in the sun, though the rain was coming down in barrels, placing both hands on the backs of the head rests, opening his body up to her.  “God, you look pretty.”  He knew she didn’t like him saying things like that, but he couldn’t very well help it.  “Pretty as a picture, you are.”

“Bullshit.”  

A distinct blush blazed in Bunny’s cheeks as she stared down at the cock throbbing in her hand.  Though the car was cozy warm now, her nipples were hard, visible right through the cups of her bra.  

Quinn felt his dick swelling in her hand as he gazed into her cleavage.  “Take your top off, Bunny.  You’ll catch your death in those wet clothes.”

Without question, she released his erection and tore off her clinging tank top, pushed down her unyielding shorts.  Her panties matched her bra—a bright shade of pink—but both were off in no time, and when he caught sight of those heavy breasts culminating in dark nipples, those naked curves everywhere they could be, Quinn knew he needed more than a blowjob today.

But she was on him already, her nude body curled into his lap, her lips touching his cockhead ever so gently, and her little cat’s tongue lapping there.  His whole body shuddered, and he wished she’d let him take her somewhere he could throw her down on a bed, show her a little bit of luxury in life.  

As it was, the sheer sensation of her mouth enveloping the blazing steel of his cock made him wild.  He had to force himself to keep those hips still, because he knew if he let go, he’d be driving that dick straight down her throat.

Bunny’s hand was wrapped tight around his shaft, pumping hard as her head moved on his dick.  She sucked like mad, like his cock was her everything.  Her wet hair fell against his thigh, spotting his jeans with rain.  He resisted the urge to wrap it in his fist so tight she shrieked.

When she started in with those purring noises that always brought on an orgasm, he had to stop her there.  “Bunny, Bunny, Bunny,” he was panting.  “You got condoms in that purse a’yours?”

“Course I do.”  Her lips were full and dark from sucking, almost as engorged as his cockhead.  “Why?  What’re you after now?”

He let his head tip back, despite the desire to simply gaze into her pretty face.  “I want to fuck you, Bunny.  I gotta do it.”

“Fine by me.”  

Naked, she fished a packet from her purse and tore it open with her teeth.  Quinn always loved the way that latex snapped against his most sensitive skin.  He loved watching her careful fingers rolling it down his shaft. That slick little barrier, that oughta hold him off for a while.

Bunny had splayed herself across the front seat, her back up against the passenger door, her hand moving south across her belly.  Her fingers played in the wet down of her hair until they reached the pink and eased those glistening folds wide open.  

“Come on, Cowboy.  You gonna give it to me or what?”

“Not in here,” he said, though, by God, he wanted to take her right this second.  

The rain was still raging outside.

He opened his door and beckoned Bunny outside.  “Ain’t nobody gonna see us through the trees and all.”  

His boots were already sliding in the mud, but he stepped back as Bunny reluctantly inched forward across the seats.

She looked past him, into the trees, the rain coming down in buckets.  The apprehension on Bunny's face gave way to freedom and she sprang from the car, slamming the door shut behind her before running barefoot through the mud.

“Where you headed?” Quinn called after her.

Bunny turned around, both palms flush to the white bark of a tall birch tree, her long legs extended, butt in the air, beckoning.  

“Come and get it!” she called out against the thundering rain.

Naked in woods.  How could he resist?  

Quinn didn’t take down his jeans, didn’t unsnap his farm boy shirt, he just went straight to her, led by the thick erection he held in his hands.  

“Oh, Bunny.”  His throat was tight.  He could barely think as he watched droplets of water form a small stream that pooled at the small of her back.  “Oh, baby...”

He couldn’t damn well wait any longer.  Grabbing her hip with one hand, he traced his sheathed cock down her slit, pressing into the thick wetness there until it eased and opened and swallowed him whole.  

Despite the raging storm soaking his back and recoiling off the rim of his hat, he could hear every whimper, every grunt, every sigh as she bucked back against him.  It was more of a rocking motion, at first, but when he started pumping faster, she had to set her forehead against the soft white bark of that tree to keep steady.  

Bunny pushed back effortfully, her muscles writhing, her bum rippling every time it met the saddle of his hips.  His jeans felt tight and stiff now, and when he pushed them down a touch, they hovered above his knees.  Bunny shrieked as her pussy milked his cock, and it felt almost like her little mouth sucking him—maybe even tighter!  

The motion made him strain.  His thighs were shaking already.  He wasn’t quite prepared for this, but his body was giving itself the go-ahead.  

Leaning forward, he wrapped his hand around her hair just like he’d wanted to before, and he fucked her hard as she’d ever been fucked, he was sure.  He rammed her again and again, his hips banging against her ass cheeks, their union sending rainwater splashing up and all around.  Wet and wild fun, this was.  

Quinn never would have expected it.

His balls seized tight, churning inside, his thighs trembling like they’d just seen a ghost.  No sense in fighting it.  Bunny’s naked body lurched and spasmed, too, only encouraging Quinn’s impending orgasm.  He had to let go.  He just had to.  And as he did, she did too, crying out in the rain, singing her cowboy’s praises as he spurted again and again.  Everything was hot now, despite the cold rain running down his ass crack, soaking his balls, mingling in the spot where their two bodies converged.  

When he pulled out, Bunny groaned, her arms now wrapped around the birch tree. 

He chuckled at the sight of her.  “You found your true love, there?”

She turned to him, still panting, but laughing too.  “That was incredible, Cowboy.”

He raised an encouraging eyebrow.  “You know my name by now, I hope.”

Nodding, straight-faced, Bunny said, “Quinn.”  

Just that one word, his name, was more than enough.

Walking around the passenger side of the car, Quinn yanked the condom from his waning erection.  He rifled through the back seat to find the clean fleece blanket and set it on Bunny’s spot to keep her warm on the drive back.  Other guys teased him, seeing that he didn’t drive a truck, but Quinn would always be a Cadillac Cowboy—if he wasn’t riding horses or Bunny, that is.

“Get in there, nice and cozy.”  He showed his gal the nest he’d built her and she coyly entered in, wrapping the blanket around her bare shoulders.  Her full breasts, her belly, her thighs, all disappeared inside.  

Quinn was still wet in the driver’s seat, and he fired up the engine to turn the heater on, but he didn’t plan on moving.  

“I’m just going to wait until this rain lets up a bit.  That okay with you?”

A mere month ago, Bunny would have been clawing for escape, but they’d built a certain level of trust since then.  She just nodded, closed her eyes, and sighed.

“Can I ask you one question?”

She opened her eyes and looked at him queerly.  “Okay...”  The word was suspicious and drawn-out.  “But just the one.”

“How’s about one today, one tomorrow...”  He smiled, knowing Bunny was less and less able to resist him when he did.  “One for every day we’re together?”

Bunny looked like she was trying not to grin, but not succeeding very well.  “I guess that’s fair, but if I don’t want to answer I ain’t gonna.”

Quinn believed that, all right!  “Where you come from?  You ain’t lived in the big city all your life, I’m guessing.”

Her expression fell, and that dark veil came across her once again.  “Why you wanna know?”

“Because I like you,” he said, just like every day.  “And I care about who you are on the inside.  I know you don’t like me sayin’ it, but I love you, Bunny.”  

She flinched, as she always did, but she didn’t go nuts about it like she had at the start.  One day he was going to marry this girl—Quinn was sure of it—but before he got her to the altar, he’d have to get her into bed, and then get her into his bed, get her so she could think about trusting someone again.  She’d been hurt bad, his Bunny, but Quinn knew that deep down in her heart she didn’t want to be living hand to mouth like this.  He could give her all the things she’d only dreamed of.  All she had to do was wake up and see him there, see him smiling in his kindly way and offering her a hand. 

After a deep breath, she said, “Fish Creek.”  Her voice was small now, like a child’s but without the wonder or the joy.

“What tribe you got out there?”

She looked up at him, a flash of rancour blazing in her eyes, and she pressed her lips tight together.  Just when Quinn was sure she was about to explode, she laughed and said, “That’s two questions, Cowboy.”

“So I’ll use up tomorrow’s today.”

With a beseeching smile, she shook her head.  Just when Quinn was sure she wouldn’t answer, she said, “I’m Kainai—that’s Blood Tribe.  But I ain’t been home since...”  

Her gaze went far away again, and Quinn knew he was digging deep, but this was good.

“You were adopted, eh?  Raised by white folks here in town?”

Bunny’s eyes flashed again, bright as lightning, and then they opened wide as if to ask how he could possibly know.  But Quinn always knew.  That’s something she’d be sure to find out about him, in time.  He could look at a person and know in three seconds they were raised by people who weren’t their birth parents.  Those were the ones who were always searching, never knowing exactly who they were—maybe knowing details, tribes, origins, but never knowing the full truth.  

Quinn, for instance, knew his heritage was a mix of Metis and Ukrainian.  He knew because his adoptive parents had told him so.  Unlike Bunny, he didn’t look Native, so the world treated him a damn spot kinder.  But he and Bunny, they were one and the same, on the same path to self-discovery, only she didn’t know it yet and, just for today, he wouldn’t push her.

“It’s okay,” Quinn finally said.  “You don’t have to answer, not right this second.”  He fished some wet bills out of his pocket and handed them to her.  “That enough to keep you mine for one more day?”

She flipped through the bills and nodded, tears welling in her eyes.  The rain was slowing up, so he reached for the key in the ignition.  He sure was surprised when Bunny set her cold little hand on his.  

“Wait.  Can we just...”  She shook her head and then smiled like she felt silly saying any of this.  “In all this time you ain’t never told me about you.  So... if you wanna... I guess I could listen some.”  

She shrugged like it was nothing, but she must have known, after all this time, that her little hand on his meant a whole damn lot.
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“EVERYTHING’S READY,” Pippa called from inside Maggie’s cabin.  “Bring in the bride.”

“What’s going on?” Maggie asked.

Gripping Maggie’s shoulders, Vanessa said, “It’s a surprise.”

“A good surprise?”

Leaning closer, Vanessa took a long inhale.  The fruity scent of Maggie’s blonde ringlets got right inside her, right between her thighs.  She wanted to trace her hands down Maggie’s front and fondle those lovely, luscious breasts.

The door swung open and Pippa poked her head out.  “What’s the hold-up, you two?”

Blindfolded, Maggie stuck her hands out in front of her, grasping for her maid of honour.  “Pippa, what’s the surprise?”

“Oh, I think you’ll like it.”  Pippa pulled her inside.  “Guaranteed you’ve never been to a bachelorette party like this one.”

Maggie’s curls bounced and bobbed as she groped her way through the threshold.

Vanessa rolled her eyes, still not totally sure what Pippa had planned.  A bunch of Chippendale stripper dudes, probably.  Ugh. Naked men weren’t exactly Vanessa’s thing.  

And, after the night they’d spent together, Vanessa knew the bride had a secret penchant for pussy.

All lights were off in the cabin.  Even the blackout blinds had been pulled.  No moon to guide them.  No stars.  God only knew how Pippa managed to lead them safely to the sofa in the dark.

“What is this?” Maggie asked.  “What’s going on?”

Vanessa’s heart slowed.  The air felt thick as she cautiously found a seat.

“Hello, stranger!” Shonette said with a laugh.

“Oh, sorry.  Was that your lap?”

“You’re not sorry at all,” grumbled Kristen, Shonette's secret girlfriend.

Someone took Vanessa’s wrist and guided her toward an unoccupied chair.  When she’d found a seat in the darkness, Pippa said, “Okay, is everybody ready?”

“Ready for what?” Vanessa asked.

“Don’t ask for what,” Kristen said, with that faint Scottish brogue.

Shonette added, “Just say yes.  All your bridesmaids are here, present and correct.”

After that, the girls started whooping and hollering.  Vanessa slumped in her chair.  Great.  Male strippers.  Just the kind of show every lesbian hopes for.

But as soon as the thick, throbbing music started up, the atmosphere changed.  Pulsations travelled up from the floor. Vanessa’s chair pounded hard enough to make her wet.  The room felt electric.  As much as she didn’t want to buy in to all this bachelorette bullshit, her skin buzzed and bristled.  She felt cold on the outside and hot on the inside as the thrill of the unknown ran through her.

When the lights went up, the girls’ screams reached a fever pitch.  Even Maggie clapped and howled, and she still had her blindfold on.  Vanessa tried to suppress her eagerness and tell herself she wasn’t interested, but she followed the bridesmaids’ gazes toward the loft, and...

“Wow!”

“What?” Maggie screamed over the thumping music.  “What is it?  Is it strippers?”

“No,” Vanessa replied.  “It’s... it’s...”

When Pippa ripped off the blindfold, Maggie’s jaw dropped.  “What is it?”

Giving Maggie’s hair a playful tug, the maid of honour replied, “It’s a live sex show!”

“Oh my god!” Maggie squealed, bouncing on the couch.  “Is this legal?”

“Shhh!” Shonette hissed, playfully.  “That’s none of your concern.”

The set-up blew Vanessa’s mind.  She’d seen some crazy shit in her day, but nothing like this.  Maggie’s rustic cabin loft was visible from the main space, where the girls all sat as spectators of this raunchy display.

The man was naked.  The woman wasn’t.

They both kneeled on the bed, which was pushed right up against the loft railing.  They held one another as they kissed, pressing their beautiful bodies together.  It was like spying a seduction in progress.

The guy could easily have been a stripper.  He had that hunky male model look about him, all hard muscles and cut abs.  His hair was a honey colour, cropped fairly close, but with a cute curl.  He was lip-locked with a bright red mouth, which belonged to an Asian girl.  Not model-skinny, oh no.  This girl had tats to beat the band, raven hair all the way down to her ass, and more than a little meat on her bones.

Vanessa’s skin erupted in goosebumps.

As the couple kissed, the guy’s hands moved across the girl’s rear, kneading her butt cheeks over her purple satin lingerie.  Man, that was a cute outfit—teeny tiny shorts lined with pink lace, and a matching camisole that hugged her big tits like a set of loving hands.

Pippa whooped and hollered louder than the music. “Strip that girl, big boy!” 

Maggie started the chant:  “Take it off!  Take it off!”

“Take it off,” Kristen and Shonette joined in. 

“Take it off,” Vanessa said, quietly.

The models broke their kiss for a fleeting glance at their spectators, before again turning their attention to one another.  With that look, Vanessa found herself totally entranced.

Vanessa’s clit throbbed as she watched Maggie watching the couple.  What was the etiquette for a live sex show, exactly?  Vanessa had never seen one before.  Could the audience plunge their hands down their pants and play with their pussies?  Or would that seem pervy?

The other girls pumped their fists in the air.  “Take it off!  Take it off!”

Vanessa swallowed hard as her gaze moved from Maggie to the unbelievable scene in the loft.  The guy turned the girl to face the audience. Much better!  Since he was hidden behind her, Vanessa could fancy those were her own hands slipping indiscreetly beneath the waistband of that hot chick’s shorts. Under the silky fabric, big fingers moved against the girl’s hot pussy.  Vanessa could only imagine how wet it must be.

Was she shaved?  Was she trimmed?  Was she insanely hairy?

“Take it off!” Vanessa hollered.

The hot girl tossed her hair to one side, and the guy kissed her neck.  Pippa and Maggie gasped so loudly Vanessa heard them over the music.  God, that girl’s skin looked soft.  The warm lighting made their bodies glow, and Vanessa itched to see what was under the purple silk.

Those big hands glided across the girl’s body like a sailboat over still waters.  Then one clutched her big breast and she let out a seductive sigh.  The other hand pulsed, returning beneath her shorts, making her lashes flutter and her eyes roll back in her head.

“Those must be some hands!” Pippa said to Maggie.  “She looks like she’s about to come.”

“She’s faking,” Kristen replied, with a groan.

Shonette nodded.  “Yeah, for sure.”

“Shush!”  Pippa swatted them playfully.  “Ever hear of suspending disbelief?”

Whether or not they believed the performance, Kristen and Shonette’s eyes were glued to the makeshift stage.  It was strange, watching two flesh-and-blood humans get nasty with each other.  And not on a screen, oh no.  Right there.  For an audience.

Vanessa would have preferred two women, but she had to admit this show was pretty sexy, even with a guy and a girl.

“Pippa?”  Maggie turned her head, just slightly.  “What are their names?”

“The girl’s name is China.  The guy is Brad.”

“Fake names,” Shonette said.

Kristen chuckled.  “Obviously.”

Vanessa hushed them.  “You’re being rude.  Just enjoy the show.”

Nobody said anything.  Were they were looking at her?  Vanessa couldn’t tell, because her gaze had locked on the performers.  Brad’s face was lost in the curve of China’s neck, nuzzling and kissing it like she was smothered in chocolate sauce.  God, that looked good.  Maybe it didn’t even matter that Brad was a dude, as long as he could give the girl jaw-dropping pleasure.

“Let’s see her skin,” Vanessa called out.  “Take off her top.”

Oh, that Brad was a player.  He wouldn’t be forced.  Teasing the audience, he pushed China’s tits together, driving her nipples so close to the edge Vanessa could just about see them through the lace.  What was that?  A nipple or a shadow?  Hard to tell at such a distance.  Could they not come closer?

“Take off her top!” Kristen joined in.

“Yeah,” Shonette shouted.  “Take it off!”

Maggie giggled wildly, yelling, “Show us her boobs!”

The girls all laughed, and so did Vanessa.  There was something really cute about Maggie begging to see a stranger’s breasts.

Brad didn’t acknowledge his audience in words, but he did lift China’s camisole.  She extended her arms and then cupped her hands around the back of Brad’s head.  Vanessa’s pulse quickened as he teased the audience by lifting the purple silk, then dropping it down just a touch.  Little by little, he worked his way up China’s curved belly until... oh god, yes... oh god...

Boobs! Boobs! Boobs!

The girls fell silent as Brad slipped off China’s camisole.  He fondled her breasts forcefully, like he knew exactly how to please her.  No desperate fiddling for Brad.  He knew the path to a woman’s desire.  And China did nothing to discourage his advances.

Vanessa’s breath grew shallow as the man upstairs pushed down his lover’s silky shorts.

“Yesss,” Maggie hissed as China’s trimmed mound was revealed.  “Pussssssyyy...”

Biting her tongue, Vanessa observed Maggie’s growing arousal.  The air in the cabin had gone heavy with lust, making it hard to inhale. Maggie’s breasts swelled inside her low-cut sundress.

“Fuck me, baby.”  China leaned forward, setting both hands on the railing.

Shonette gasped, covering her mouth.  “She’s gonna fall!”

“Shhh!”  Vanessa sat forward in her seat.

“Don’t shush my... don't shush Shonette,” Kristen said.  “This is dangerous.  If he fucks that girl too hard, she could die.”

Pippa chuckled.  “You guys are nuts.”

China’s pendulous breasts swung as she welcomed Brad, doggy-style.  “Don’t tease me, baby.  Fill me with that hot cock.”

“This cock?”  He whacked her with it and struck her asshole, judging from her reaction.

“Yeah, baby.  That’s the one.”

“Yeah, baby,” Maggie repeated, under her breath.  “Yeah, baby.  Fuck her.”

Vanessa never imagined she’d be so hot for some guy’s dick, but if Brad didn’t ram that thing into China in the next three seconds, she might have to go up there and fuck him herself.

“Fuck her!” Vanessa yelled.

All the girls joined in.  “Yeah, fuck her!”

“Give it to her!”

“Pound that pussy!”

“Fuck me.”  China’s knuckles turned white as she clutched the railing. “Now!”

“Ooh, you really want it, don’t you?”

“Can’t you feel how wet my pussy is?  That’s all for you, baby.”

Vanessa could have sworn China was looking at her, speaking to her, wet for her.  Under the music, she mouthed, “I’m wet for you too.”

“You sure you’re ready?” Brad grunted.

“Yes!”

“Really?”

“Yes!” the girls shouted, like the audience at a British pantomime.

Brad guided his dick into China from behind.  Vanessa could tell when he was inside her from the look on her face.  Her hair cascaded over one shoulder as she tilted her head, forming a delicious O with her lips.

“That’s good,” Vanessa whispered.

This was some party: five girls sitting around, watching a hired dick give it to a plump sexpot.  Vanessa couldn’t catch her breath when that gorgeous girl let go of the railing with one hand and reached up to grab her swinging breast.

“Squeeze it!” Pippa shouted—she was really getting into this.  Or maybe she was just trying to convince herself a live sex show was a good idea for a bachelorette party.

But Pippa didn’t need to worry.  It was a good idea.  In fact, it was a great idea.

“Lick it,” Vanessa cried.  And in case China didn’t hear her the first time, she echoed the command even louder.  “Lick your tits!  Do it!”

Pippa shot her a colluding smile.  “Yeah, lick your tits.  Good long licks.”

Wow, Pippa!  She’d always struck Vanessa as super-straight, but maybe not.  Her energy and focus seemed different tonight.  Maybe the maid of honour was ready to try something a little less than honourable.

Nobody else seemed to notice Pippa’s raw lust.  Maggie, Kristen, and Shonette were all staring at China as she brought her big boobs to her mouth and licked.  A shudder of pure Sapphic joy ran between Vanessa’s thighs, despite the fact that Brad was still ramming the girl from behind.

Just then, Vanessa realized she’d slept with every party guest but one.  No wonder she was so drawn to Pippa—she always did see herself as something of a sexual conquistador.  She wanted girls she’d never had, especially the ones who’d never been with another woman.

And China, oh yes, she’d fucked other girls.  Vanessa could see it in her face.  In real life, their porn model probably preferred girls over guys.  She’d probably starred in lesbian porn.  Even as China bucked into the saddle of Brad’s hips, teetering precariously over the edge of the loft, Vanessa could imagine her sucking another girl’s tits, kissing some hot chick’s belly, and eating a soft, sweet pussy.  Devouring that pussy, actually.

Oh yeah, Vanessa could totally imagine China’s face between her legs, cheeks covered in juice, chin dripping, cheeks rosy with exertion...

“She’s gonna come!” Shonette squealed.

Kristen clicked her teeth.  “She can’t come already, stupid.  They’re just getting started.”

“No, I think she’s really coming.”  Maggie didn’t take her eyes off the couple in the loft.  “Look how hard she’s squeezing the rail.”

“Maybe she’s just afraid of falling,” Kristen muttered.  “I’d be scared out of my mind.”

There was no mistaking the expression of genuine bliss painted all over China’s beautiful face.  Her red lips parted as she forced her large ass back at Brad.  If he wasn’t holding her by the hips, he’d probably go flying across the room.

He fucked her harder, really ramming her cunt from behind.  She panted, then yelped, then screamed.  Shonette was right—China’s orgasm collided with Brad’s cock as she jerked forward, then bucked back. Dirty girl.  Dirty, dirty girl!

She hollered, “Yeah, baby, fuck me hard!”

Brad’s next stroke propelled China forward so hard she sailed off the bed and over the loft rail.

Vanessa watched the woman flip over the railing like a circus performer.  She had trouble convincing herself that what she was seeing was actually happening.  It seemed like some kind of Olympic gymnastics move as her body flew over the rail with one hand and gripping tight with the other.  China turned, mid-air, and spun like a top. Screaming her name, Brad grabbed her wrist at the last second.

China shrieked, “Don’t let me fall!”

Reality kicked in. The girls froze in place while China reached for Brad’s other hand.  She swung slowly, trying to reinforce her hold as he lay on the bed, hanging precariously over the railing.

It was like watching an action movie, but in real life. The heroine’s voice cracked with fear as she struggled to maintain her grip. Meanwhile, the hero’s muscles strained while he attempted to pull her back up to the loft. No way. He couldn’t manage it.  He grunted and swore, but Vanessa envisioned another hero—a dapper dyke sent to save the day.

“Watch out,” she growled, pushing the coffee table across the room.

“What are you doing?” Shonette asked.

Maggie’s voice trembled with fear. “My god, Ness, be careful!”

Vanessa didn’t respond as she climbed onto the coffee table, hoping it was sturdier than your run-of-the-mill hotel furniture.

“Help me!” China cried.  “Somebody, please! I can’t hold on!”

“I’ve got you,” Brad assured her. “Don’t worry, babe. Just keep breathing.  You’re gonna be fine.”

Even standing on the coffee table, Vanessa’s shoulders barely reached China’s thighs. If only she was a smidge taller... but with the model’s wet pussy hovering before her face, all thoughts of rescue vanished from Vanessa’s mind.  She didn’t care that this woman was in a desperate situation.  She didn’t care that Maggie and three other girls were watching.  Wrapping her arms around the model’s ass, she brought her lips to China’s swollen clit and kissed it.

China shrieked.  “Holy hell!”

“What’s wrong?” Brad asked.

Pippa’s scowl rang out in her voice.  “What are you doing to her?”

“Nothing, she’s... oh!”  For a moment, China’s body ceased quaking.  Her legs found their way around Vanessa’s back and she locked them behind Vanessa’s head.  “Keep going. Don’t stop.”

Shonette laughed in the background. “You’re not!”

“What’s she doing?” Kristen asked.

“She’s eating the girl’s pussy!”

Kristen swatted Vanessa’s thigh.  “Stop that!  Lose your balance and you’ll both be dead.”

Vanessa closed her ears to the heckling and concentrated her energy on China’s luscious pink pussy.  When she licked it, China froze, and when she licked it again China moaned.  “Oh, that’s good. Don’t stop, baby.”

The model’s labia were plump and pulpy from being fucked. Her clit stood at attention like a hot little soldier.  Vanessa couldn’t resist sucking it, and when she did the dangling girl cried out like she was being tortured.

“Oh, my heart!” China cried.  “It’s pumping so hard!”

Vanessa sucked the girl’s clit even faster, trapping it between her lips while the other girls yanked at her trousers.

“Get down from there,” Kristen said.  “If you’re not going to help her, at least let us!”

“Oh, she’s helping,” China replied.  “She’s helping big-time!”

“You’re going to get yourself killed!” Maggie screamed.  “This is my bachelorette party and I say get the hell down, Ness!”

But Vanessa just kept swallowing China’s musky juice, then going back for more.  Her tattooed skin was soft as silk, just the way Vanessa liked a girl to feel.  And her pussy?  Oh, the taste could not compare: sweet, tangy, with just a hint of cigarette smoke and leather.  Her muscles stiffened as she gnawed the girl’s cunt, going crazy eating it.

“Oh my god, I can’t hold on,” China said, in a whining, desperate sort of voice.  “Brad?  I can’t...”

“I’ve got you,” he assured her.  “Can someone get her down? One of you?”

Pippa came to the rescue, saving China from the big bad dyke.  Kristen and Shonette helped her heave the couch close enough that China’s toes nearly touched the back edge. Every spare hand grabbed the naked girl’s body, guiding her, helping her away from Vanessa’s evil tongue.

“Are you okay?” Brad asked from the loft.

China whimpered, and he raced down the stairs to check on her.  All the other bridesmaids fluttered around China as she lay on the couch with her hands above her head.  Meanwhile, Vanessa stood on the coffee table, staring at Maggie, who was staring back at her.

“Why didn’t you help her?” Maggie asked.

“I did.”

The bridesmaids clucked apologies for Vanessa’s outlandish behaviour while Brad arrived at China’s side, checking to see that there were no broken bones or dislodged joints or whatever injuries one might incur while hanging from a loft.  Obviously Vanessa wasn’t wanted in the mix. If she’d had a hotel room to herself for Maggie’s wedding weekend, she’d have left the bachelorette party altogether.

Who did Pippa think she was, anyway?  What kind of maid of honour throws a bachelorette party the night before the wedding?

Or maybe that was common practice. What did Vanessa know? Her friends were all the “fuck marriage” types, so she wasn’t commonly invited to these gigs.

Where could she go?

Up to the loft. Why not? Nobody was using it.

When she climbed the stairs, that lingering aroma of sex brought back memories of the previous night: the night Maggie surrendered to their mutual attraction.

Now Maggie and the rest of those girls hated her.  That was the problem with women: they got ridiculously jealous every time she fucked someone else. Who cares? It’s just sex. If she was ever going to find herself a long-lasting relationship, Vanessa needed a girlfriend who didn’t mind her philandering ways.

The Queen-sized bed was messed up from two people fucking on it, and Vanessa heaved the massive thing away from the railing with all her might. Whose bright idea was it for them to perform so close to the edge?  Probably Pippa’s.  Screw the idea of fucking the straight girl. Vanessa didn’t want her anymore.

Collapsing on the big bed, Vanessa savoured the taste of China’s pussy alongside the memory of seducing a beautiful blonde. A beautiful blonde who was about to marry some dumb guy. In that moment, Vanessa felt so many emotions she couldn’t pin down just one.

“I wondered where you’d disappeared to.”

Vanessa lurched straight up as Brad helped China to the bed. “I’m sorry. I just wanted to get away and...”

“Stay right where you are,” China said with a kind smile.  “I mean it.  Don’t move.”

“Okay.”

“What’s your name?” she asked.

“Vanessa.”

“Vanessa...”  China gave her a long, hot stare and that lost throb returned between her thighs. “Don’t listen to those other girls. You took my mind off the pain until they could get me down.  That helped a lot.”

An unexpected flush came over Vanessa, and she shielded her cheeks with her cool hands. “I couldn’t help myself. Your body was right there and you smelled so good, like candy. I couldn’t resist you.”

“I’m glad you couldn’t.”  China looked to Brad and said, “Why don’t you head downstairs and play host to the bachelorette party?”

“Are you sure you don’t need an ambulance?” he asked with sincere concern.

“I’m sure,” she said as he helped her up on the bed.  “Vanessa will take good care of me. Won’t you, Vanessa?”

“Sure.”  Vanessa looked to Brad, who grinned and then rolled his eyes.

He pulled on a tight blue pair of underwear before heading to the stairs. “Scream if you need anything.”

Looking Vanessa straight in the eye, China said, “If I scream, it won’t be for him.”

Vanessa laughed. Her heart was racing. Why was she so nervous? She’d done this a million times.

Raising both hands above her head, China sighed and said, “That’s better. I guess my arms got used to being up. Now they don’t want to come back down.”

With a chuckle, Vanessa asked, “Is there anything I can do?”

“You can take off that dapper dyke gear, for starters.”

Vanessa’s heart hammered in her ears.  “No, I... you can’t... you obviously need some rest.”

“What does it look like I’m doing?”  Lying flat on her back, China wiggled her naked hips side to side.  “Now take off your pants and sit on my face.”

Vanessa felt her jaw drop, and she couldn’t pick it up again.

“What’s wrong?  Cat got your tongue?  Well I’ve still got mine, so get over here and let me lick your clit.”

Throwing her head back, Vanessa laughed.  “I knew you liked pussy.  I knew it from the moment I saw you.”

“From the moment you saw me kissing a dude?” China asked, raising an eyebrow. “I guess I wasn’t putting on a very good show.”

“No, you were! You did!”  Vanessa hopped off the side of the bed and started undressing.  “I just meant that I have a sense about these things.  I usually know, just looking at a girl, if she wants to lick another chick, even if she’s never done it.”

“I’m the same way,” China said as Vanessa tore off her pants.  “I’m strictly straight-for-pay. Outside of the job, I always date women—though, sometimes I think anyone who goes out with girls must have a screw loose.”

“Why’s that?”

China smirked.  “Because chicks are nuts.”

“Spoken like a true lover of women.”

“No, spoken like a girl who just got dumped.”

Vanessa paused with her pants around her ankles, and gazed into China’s dark eyes.  They glittered so sorrowfully Vanessa actually felt China’s pain.  “I’m sorry.  You wanna talk about it?”

China shook off the sadness and said, “I want to taste your cunt.”

With her heart in her throat, Vanessa pulled her undershirt over her head.  China’s eyes glazed over when she got a look at Vanessa’s naked tits, and then again when Vanessa pulled down her underwear.

“You’ve got some sweet ink,” China said.

“Yeah, you too.  We’ll have to compare tats when you’re fully recovered.”

China rolled her eyes. “I told you I’m not hurt.”

“I don’t know...”  Climbing across the bed, Vanessa paused to breathe in the musky aroma between China’s legs.  “I think some girl hurt you bad and you need to take your mind off it.”

As Vanessa straddled her curvy body, China pleaded, “Stop teasing me.”

“Or what?”

She smirked, then bit her lip.  “If my arms didn’t feel like they were floating right now, I’d roll you over and pin you to the bed.”

“Oh, would you?” Vanessa toured the unfamiliar body, tracing her fingers over the girl’s skin, always just a kiss away.  “What if I suck your tits instead?”

China’s throat squeaked.  “Well, I guess I couldn’t stop you.”

“That’s right.” Vanessa leaned down and licked a nipple.  “You couldn’t stop me if you tried.”

“Do the other one,” China pleaded.

“Oh, so now you’re eager?”

“It’s not my fault! You made me want you.”

Vanessa licked her right breast, then the left again.  “And how did I do that?”

The model didn’t answer, not in words.  She threw her head to one side and moaned, like she’d never felt anything so good in all her life. For a brief moment, Vanessa wondered if the reaction was real.  After all, this girl knew how to act. Was she putting on a show?

No. Why would she?

When Vanessa sucked her tits, China squealed.  She writhed on the bed. Couldn’t fake a feeling like that.  The way she moved her body, Vanessa knew this was the real thing.  She pressed China’s sweet tits together and crushed her face against those hard little nipples.  She dragged her lips side to side across one, then the other.

“Come up here,” China said, in a voice close to orgasm. “Come and sit on my face, baby.”

And abandon those luscious-as-fuck tits?  How could she possibly?

“Please?” China asked, between moans. “Just turn yourself around and sit on me backwards. I need to taste your pussy, babe.”

How could Vanessa resist? She straddled the model’s head, but faced China’s tits, belly, cunt.  That way she didn’t have to stop playing just to be played with.

The moment Vanessa’s pussy landed on China’s lips, the model went nuts licking and gurgling.  By now, Vanessa knew the difference between a girl who liked eating pussy and one who just did it for the experience, or because she had to. Thank goodness the pounding music was still playing downstairs, because this was going to get loud.  She could tell already.

“Oh my god,” Vanessa cried.  “Oh, that feels so good.”

She’d spent the weekend seducing straights and sweethearts—the bride and two bridesmaids—but none of those girls were pros. China was the real deal.  She knew what to do.

Grabbing Vanessa’s hips, China forced her to rock back and forth.  Fuck, that felt good.  Every time she moved on the model’s warm tongue, it struck her clit in just the right place, bringing her one step closer to a screaming orgasm.

China pushed and pulled on Vanessa’s hips, taunting her with every quick thrash of the tongue. Vanessa responded by tweaking the girl’s tits, making China cry out against her throbbing pussy.  God, she was going to come quick. No question.  Her orgasm rose up out of nowhere and shrieked through her chest like a banshee.

Was China as wet as Vanessa?  Only one way to find out.  Releasing one nipple, Vanessa slipped her hand between the girl’s thighs, finding a wealth of juice right at the surface.  She rubbed with her whole hand, rubbed that engorged clit, rubbed those swollen pussy lips, rubbed and rubbed until China was screaming against her slit.

“Fuck yeah!”  Vanessa ground her pussy on China’s mouth, harder and faster as they howled to beat the band.  The music was loud, but no match for their shared climax. 

Vanessa couldn’t stop herself. She pummelled the stranger’s mouth with her cunt, forcefully, relentlessly.  She didn’t stop until her pleasure peaked so hard it hurt. Then, she withdrew her fingers from between China’s legs and fell to the side, crashing down on the bed, exhausted.

“Wow.”  China stared up at the ceiling.  “That was...”

“I know,” Vanessa replied, though she could barely catch her breath.  Staring at the ceiling, she said, “Wow.”

China sat up slowly and leaned against the headboard.  “Weird that Brad didn’t come to check on me with all that noise.”

“Maybe he didn’t hear us over the music.”  Vanessa sat up too.  “Although, we were pretty loud.”

“We were very loud.”  China eased herself off the bed and crept toward the railing. And laughed.  “Oh my god, Brad!”

“What’s he doing?” Vanessa asked, but she had her answer before the words were even out.  “Holy shit! Would you watch him go!”

“I am,” China said with a laugh.  “This is a little different.  Usually he’s going at me.”

Vanessa’s post-coital jelly legs gave out and she folded down on the floor, gazing at the scene through the gaps in the railing.  She didn’t even look up when China joined her.  She was too mesmerized by the three naked bodies climbing all over China’s partner-in-crime.

“I always wondered what a reverse gangbang would look like,” Vanessa said with a chuckle.

Downstairs, Kristen fought Shonette over who would suck Brad’s dick.  They both lost, because he buried it in Pippa’s pussy.  Every time he pulled out, the girls dove at his shaft, wrapping their lips around it or licking it like a popsicle before he could ram it back in Pippa.

“Dang,” China said.  “That man’s got moves.”

“You’re looking at him?” Vanessa laughed. “I’ve got my eyes on another prize—well, three other prizes, to be exact.”

“The girls are okay,” China conceded.  “But look at the ass on Brad.  He is fine with a capital F.”

Vanessa shook her head.  “And you call yourself a lesbian.”

China’s brow furrowed.  “I call myself a lesbian because I am a lesbian.”

“Relax,” Vanessa said.  “I’m only joking.”

“I don’t think you are.”

Springing up from the floor, China crossed the loft and pulled on her sex show lingerie.  Vanessa knew she should probably say something, but she’d just met this girl and who knows?  Maybe China was a little nuts.  There were lots of crazy chicks out there.  She didn’t want to get into a whole thing with a stranger.

Instead of engaging, she watched through the rails as Brad held Pippa’s light brown hips and thrust into her slick, wet pussy.  The angle from above was pretty neat—not your typical porno shot—but Vanessa wished she could get the close-up view that Kristen and Shonette shared.  

In fact, the only way Vanessa could tell just how juicy Pippa’s pussy had become was by the voracity with which the other two girls cleaned his dick.  Every time he pulled out, they were there like cats on cream.

When China sat beside her wearing a Gothic black dress, Vanessa said, “See those girls licking Brad’s dick?  I fucked them yester... wait, no, it was just this afternoon.  Holy shit, I get around!”

China bumped her playfully, shoulder to shoulder.  “You fucked them separately, or both together?”

“Together,” Vanessa said.  “They’re a couple, but they’re super-super-closeted.  I bet they’re just licking a dude to be like, ‘Look at us! We’re totally not gay!’”

China’s brow furrowed for a second time. “I don’t know. They look like they’re enjoying themselves.  You don’t think they are?”

Vanessa looked again, watching the anticipation in their eyes as Brad slammed into Pippa.  Pippa arched and cried out, though Vanessa couldn’t hear her voice over the music.  Anyway, Pippa always struck her as the demure girl who’d be quiet in bed.  Good on her, having a fourway with a sex show performer and two bridesmaids.

When Brad pulled out, Shonette pounced, licking the pussy juice from his shaft.  Kristen ducked down, disappearing between Brad’s legs.  At first, Vanessa couldn’t tell what the girl was up to.  When she saw the gasping look of pleasure on the guy’s face, then she realized Kristen must be sucking his balls.

“Wow, you’re right,” Vanessa said.  “They do look like they’re enjoying it.”

China shrugged.  “I’m a dyke and I like dick.  It’s not that weird.”

“Yeah, but it’s different with you.  You’re paid to do it.”

“Paid to do it,” China said.  “Not paid to like it.  I like it because it feels good.”

Vanessa didn’t know how to respond.  If a girl liked sleeping with guys, didn’t that make her bi?  How could China identify as a dyke and still enjoy getting hammered by cock?  How could those girls down there, Kristen and Shonette, be in a long-term relationship and not identify as lesbians?

The queer world wasn’t so cut-and-dried as Vanessa wanted it to be, sometimes.

“What feels good about it?” she asked.

China shot her a hot grin.  “What, you’ve never tried dick?”

“No.”  Now she felt like a child, like an innocent.

“Watch.”  China pointed to the junction of Brad’s cock and Pippa’s pussy.  “See the way he slams his hips against her like that?  His dick is filling her right and his balls are slapping her cunt.  That’s why her legs are shaking.  She’ll probably fall on the couch in a second.  It feels so good she can barely stand.”

“Sounds like you’re up for a little wham, bam, thank you ma’am.”  Vanessa wasn’t sure if she meant that ruefully or if it was just a casual prod.

“I’m up for anything, any time,” China said.  “Honestly, I just love sex.  And getting paid to put on a show?  I don’t know why anyone does the nine-to-five thing when they could fuck for a living.”

“Hmm...”

Tilting her head, China asked, “Have you ever done porn?”

“Me?”  Vanessa laughed more than was necessary.  “No.”

“You should!  You’ve got the right look for queer porn.  I mean, anyone could, I guess. It’s really about enthusiasm more than appearance.”

Vanessa couldn’t believe her ears.  “It’s not all blonde bimbos and little licks?”

China let out a low chuckle.  “You haven’t watched a lot of porn lately, have you?”

“I watch porn all the time!” 

“Well, then, not the right kind. Mainstream porn hasn’t changed, except it’s gotten rougher, but there’s this whole new subculture of stuff made for queers, by queers.  That’s what you want to get in on.”

“Do I?”  For some reason, the thought of fucking on camera resonated so deeply it actually scared her. Scared her so much she looked away from China, and stared at the fuck party going on one level down.  Suddenly, it dawned on her... “Hey, where’s Maggie?”

“Hmm?”

“Maggie’s not down there.  It’s her bachelorette party.  Where did she go?”

China shrugged.

Pulling herself up from the floor, Vanessa raced halfway down the stairs before realizing she was naked.  She found her clothes, pulled them on, and rushed away before her shirt was buttoned.  She didn’t even turn to see if China had followed her.

If they hadn’t been in flagrante delicto, Vanessa might have asked the writhing heap what happened to Maggie.  She wasn’t sure what drove her out the door, but when she closed it behind herself, the rapturous night was filled by the hum of activity from the party tent.  Other revellers, the guests who hadn’t been invited to either Ed’s bachelor party or Maggie’s bachelorette, carried on in a drunken stupor. The DJ’s sound carried all the way across the still lake at the centre of the resort.

But there were sounds coming from somewhere closer than the party tent, and they weren’t terribly musical.  Vanessa wasn’t sure why she chose to approach the animalistic grunts, but they led her straight to the source: Maggie with her dress up around her hips and her chest pressed against the side of the cabin.  Ed rammed her from behind, same way Brad had been doing Pippa indoors.

Pippa and Brad hadn’t fazed her, but this sight did.  Maybe because she’d been in love with Maggie for as long as she could remember.  Try as she might to cast her lust aside, it clung to her heart like a hobo on a rail car.

She walked away in a daze, trying not to see what she’d seen and yet unable to cast the image from her mind.  Her homeless heart ached for everything she would never have.  It ached for Maggie.

When Vanessa returned to the front of Maggie’s cabin, China was just stepping out with a cigarette in her mouth and a lighter in her hand.  Cupping her fingers around the cigarette, she lit it quickly and took a long drag, like the nicotine had just saved her life.  Puffs of smoke wafted out her nose as she asked, “Find the bride?”

“Don’t ask.”

China held out her cigarette and raised an eyebrow, but Vanessa shook her head.  As China brought the blazing stick back to her lips, Vanessa changed her mind and cut in for a quick drag. Their cheeks met as she breathed in her salvation, regretting it only momentarily before finding Nirvana in the smoke.

“Maggie’s fucking her fiancé,” Vanessa said. “I guess she has every right to, but...”

“I know.”  China took another drag, then blew smoke into the night in a whispered shot.  “Take me for a walk, Master.”

Vanessa chuckled.  “Where’s your leash?”

“Left it at home, along with my collar.”  The girl in black led the way down the stone path, toward the man-made lake.  “You ever done that? Puppy play?”

“Me? No.”

“What are you into?” China asked, sauntering along the stones.

“Like kinky stuff, you mean?”

She shrugged.  “Anything.  What do you like?”

“I can be kinky,” Vanessa said.  “But I can also be pretty vanilla.  Depends on my mood, and on her mood.”

“Her who?”

Shrug, shrug.  “Whoever her happens to be.”

“You got nobody special in your life?”

Without meaning to, Vanessa looked over her shoulder, to where Maggie was busy fucking Ed behind the cabin.

China obviously noticed, because she said, “Gotcha.”

Vanessa crossed the dirt road, holding China’s hand as they descended an incline.  “We can’t always have what we want.”

When they landed lakeside, they stood together.  Hand in hand, they stared across the starry lake.  The dark water reflected a pock-marked moon that glowed ghostly white.  It was hauntingly beautiful.

“I’ve got no right to be jealous,” Vanessa went on.  “I mean, I’m the one who’s always saying girls are too sensitive, you know, like when I go and sleep with someone else.  They get so agitated about it, take it so personally.  And look at me!  I’m doing the same thing.”

“That’s love, I guess.”  China puffed her cigarette. “What do I know?  I’ve got no heart, according to my ex.”

Vanessa didn’t know what to say, so she continued on the lakeside walk, her dapper shoes sinking in the sand with every step.  “Whose bright idea was this?”

“Sorry.”

“I’m kidding,” she said, lest China take her derision of beach sand to heart.

“Have you ever gone skinny dipping?” China asked.

“Yeah.  With Maggie, when we were younger.”

“Yikes.” Another long drag on that never-ending cigarette. “You’re really hung up on that chick, eh?”

What was the point in answering a question like that?  What was the point in talking at all?  They’d reached a tree-lined region of the beach and there was no one around, so Vanessa swept her suspenders down her arms and let them hang at her sides.

China laughed, tossing her extinguished cigarette in somebody’s burnt-out fire pit.  “Hold up!  I want to get this on film.”  She pulled her phone from a pocket in her black dress and focused on Vanessa tearing off her unbuttoned shirt.  “Damn. It’s too dark out.  I thought we could make you an audition tape.”

Vanessa pushed down her pants.  “Maybe another day, when you’re in the city.”

“I live in the city!” China hollered as she tucked her phone back in her pocket.

“Me too.”  It was like kismet.  She stared into China’s deep, dark eyes for a moment before kicking off her shoes and socks. 

After Vanessa had folded her shirt, folded her pants, and arranged everything on a rock, China said, “You are quite the dapper dandy, aren’t you?”

“I’d like to think so.”  Wearing only a sleeveless white undershirt and a pair of men’s shorts, she swaggered across the beach and wrapped an eager arm around China’s waist.  “And what about you, sweet thing?  You want to be my girl for one night?”

China’s smoky breath escaped in a gasp.  “Just one?”

Vanessa’s heart raced as she found the zipper on China’s dress.  “How are your shoulders feeling?”

“Oh, fine.”  But when Vanessa slid the dress from her body, she winced.

“Doesn’t sound fine to me.”

“Maybe not a hundred percent,” China admitted. “But they’re better than they were.”

Taking China’s hand, Vanessa led her to the water.  “No swimming for you.”

They dipped their toes in the lake.  The summer’s warmth hadn’t heated the water to quite the air’s fine temperature, but it wasn’t too bad.

In her silky purple camisole and shorts, China waded in.  Vanessa felt like a bit of an old man as she tiptoed out, letting the water disrupt her leg hairs.

“This feels good,” China said.

“Uh-huh...”

“Don’t you think so?”

Vanessa latched on to China’s swinging hips and swept her into a kiss that would defrost the Arctic. China’s smoky tongue whipped across hers as Vanessa’s jagged edges joined with China’s luscious mounds.  When lust finally weakened their knees, they collapsed into the lake, splashing warmish water though their underclothes.

When they rolled together in the shallows, Vanessa felt like a movie star.  Maybe she should make queer porn with China—then she would feel this heroic all the time.

The lake soaked her undershirt, exposing her sharp, tight nipples through white cotton.  Sopping fabric clung to her skin, but China’s satin chemise bunched and bled.  As China rolled in the water, her full, gorgeous breasts escaped and Vanessa bowed to consume them.

China gasped, then giggled.  “There’s sand in my crack.”

“Oh yeah?”  Vanessa rolled the girl over.  If China wanted kink, she’d be as kinky as she dared.  “Pull those knees up.  I want your ass in the air.”

Her dark hair stuck wetly to her back as she lifted her face out of the water.  “What are you doing?”

“You’ll see.”  With China on all fours, Vanessa shifted the wet silk of her shorts across one cheek, exposing her crack.  The purple fabric was so waterlogged it hung heavily and rested where it was laid.  “Wow.  You’ve got one hell of an ass.”

“Umm... thanks?”

“I’m serious.  It’s gorgeous.”  It really was. No hair, well taken care of, the prettiest asshole Vanessa had ever seen.  “I don’t think I can resist.”

Splashing water down that sandy crack, she made China giggle and squeal.  But that wasn’t the whole of her plan.  Oh no.  She was only getting started.

In her see-through cotton underclothes, Vanessa knelt between China’s legs.  She placed a hand on either cheek and took in the invigorating scent.  China’s ass didn’t smell like ass at all.  It smelled clean and natural, just like the lake.

“I can’t wait to run my tongue between these cheeks.”

China gasped.  “You’re gonna lick my ass?”

“You’ve never had your butthole licked before?”

“Only on camera,” she said. “And never in a lake.”  

“Well, there’s a first time for everything.”  Vanessa imagined the thrill of playing to a camera as she bowed between China’s sweet cheeks.

With the tip of her tongue, she found the base of China’s slit and started licking from there.  Slowly, she drew pussy juice up that glistening crack, tasting nature, tasting lake.  When she arrived at the girl’s purple pucker, she traced circles around it.

China’s long moan echoed across the lake. “Oh wow, that’s good.” She arched like a cat, offering more of herself to Vanessa.  “Do whatever you want to me.”

If she didn’t have her tongue stuck out of her mouth, Vanessa would have grinned eagerly.  Instead, she found China’s pussy with her fingers and entered.  She slowly fucked that swollen, saucy slit while she licked up and down the girl’s perfect asshole.  She could never get enough sex.

How could any one woman keep up?

“Feels so good,” China purred as Vanessa licked her hole.  “Keep going.  Don’t stop.”

How could she possibly stop when China’s asshole tasted so good, so earthy?  A bit of grit from the lake bed, but that’s life.  That’s sex.  If it’s clean and perfect, who needs it?  Gritty and dark—that’s what Vanessa wanted.

She kneaded China’s cheek against her face as she ate the girl’s ass.  So good.  So good she couldn’t stop fucking that sopping wet pussy while the waves lapped their nearly naked bodies.

“Fuck it,” China grunted.  “With your fingers.  Fuck my asshole, baby.”

Vanessa didn’t hesitate for even a moment before withdrawing her fingers from China’s snatch.  Getting her face out of the woman’s ass crack?  That was a little harder.  She moved her head to the side.  Her fingers glistened. When she slathered pussy juice across the purple pucker, it opened like a mouth.

China turned her head. Her eyes pleaded, “Fuck my ass.”

Who could say no to a request like that?  Not Vanessa.  She pressed one finger into the centre of the pucker, feeling its thick elastic muscle stretch and give.  She pushed another one in, letting the lube from China’s pussy do the work.

Making a sound like a lamb, China arched her back, driving her front into the sand. Vanessa made a V of her fingers, opening that hole, peering inside, spitting.

“Oh!”  China’s asshole clenched around her fingers, but she wasn’t dissuaded.  “You are one dirty chick, Vanessa... Vanessa... I don’t know your last name.”

“I don’t know yours,” Vanessa replied.  “I probably don’t even know your first name.  I doubt it’s China.”

China went heh heh heh, but she must have swallowed water partway through, because she sputtered and gagged hard enough she had to roll over and sit up.

“Are you okay?” Vanessa asked.

She patted her chest, then held up one finger as if to say, “Give me a second.”  She coughed again, then shook her head.  “I’m fine.  Just swallowed some lake.”

“I wasn’t finished punishing your ass.”

“Maybe it was a sign,” China said.

“A sign of what?”

Reaching for Vanessa’s crotch, China cupped her mound and squeezed.  “A sign that it’s time for me to give you a blow job.”

“A blow job, eh?”  Vanessa felt that word in her crotch, throbbing against China’s warm hand.  “How you gonna do that?”

Inching Vanessa’s shorts down her thighs, China said, “Easy as pie.  I just take your dick in my mouth and I suck.”

“Oh yeah?”  Vanessa rose to her feet, brushing wet sand from her knees.  “I guess you’d better show me how it’s done.”

Vanessa's clit bulged rudely from between her pussy lips, and China capitalized on that.  Wrapping one hand around Vanessa’s hairy lips, she pulled down on them like a pair of balls.  Getting on her knees, she put one arm around Vanessa’s trim waist and planted her hot mouth around that naughty little clit.  It perked up even more when she started to suck.  In fact, it perked up so much her clit felt like an erection.  It felt like an erection growing huge, hard, launching itself down China’s throat.

“How are you doing that?”  Vanessa gasped for breath as she held China’s shoulders for balance.  “I’ve never felt anything like it.”

China didn’t stop sucking to answer.  She went at Vanessa’s clit hot and fast, tugging her labia.  God, what a fantasy.  What she wouldn’t give to grow a cock and try it out on some unsuspecting femme, or go at China all night.  Oh, if only she could sprout a real cock and fuck that girl’s snatch.  The closest she’d come would be to fuck the hell out of China’s throat right now, while her clit felt gigantic and her lips felt like balls.

“I’m gonna come,” she warned the girl.  “I’m gonna come in your mouth, baby.”

“Mmm-hmm!”  China sucked harder, yanking Vanessa’s balls.  “Mmm!  Mmm!”

Every sound that came out of China’s mouth was so urgent Vanessa wondered if they might come together.  Maybe China was the sort of girl who could achieve orgasm through nothing but her partner’s pleasure.

But Vanessa obviously thought too highly of herself, because when she looked down, she realized China’s free hand had pulled aside those sopping silk shorts and was busy stroking off.

“Mmm! Mmm!”  China was coming, not because Vanessa was close, but because of the four fingers scouring her pulpy clit.  “Mmm-hmm!”

Slamming China’s face against her crotch, Vanessa mashed her makeshift cock down the girl’s throat.  “You love it, don’t you?”

“Mmm-hmm!”

“You love sucking cock.”

“Mmm-hmm!”

“You love cock.”

“Mmm!”  China pulled harder on her balls, sucked faster on her dyke dick, and brought her hurdling down from space, down into the water and the sand, where they writhed in orgasmic ecstasy and kissed and kissed and kissed.

“I must admit,” Vanessa said, panting and laughing as she lay beside China in the sand.  “That was my first blow job.”

“I’ll have to train you to give one,” China said.

“To you?”

She laughed.  “To Brad, maybe.  Or someone like him.”

“I don’t know.”  Vanessa wrinkled her nose as they crawled like rats from the shallows.  “I’m not big on dudes.”

“Well, what about a girl with a dick?”  China fished her lighter out of her dress pocket and lit some kindling that had been left on someone’s extinguished fire pit.  “There are some great girls at the queer porn site I work for, and a few of them have cocks.  Would that be easier for you?”

Vanessa’s heart raced as she tossed a split log on the burgeoning fire.  “Yeah, I can see myself hooking up with a girl who’s trans.  My aunt is, you know.”

“Trans?”

Vanessa nodded, and stood beside China as they let their underclothes drip dry in front of the flames.  “I’m not one of those dykes who thinks you have to have a pussy to be a girl.”

“Good,” China said. “Because you wouldn’t fit in at our queer collective if you did.”

Staring into the sizzling orange flames, Vanessa asked, “You really think I could do porn?  Because I’ve always wanted to try.”

“You’re a natural.”  China squeezed her hand.  “If you’ve got a girl at home, I hope she’s more understanding than mine was.”

“Don’t worry about that.  Nobody’s waiting for me in the city.”

“I will be.”  Another squeeze.  “Brad and I are heading out in the morning.”

“Maggie’s wedding is at noon, then there’s tea and whatever.”

China let go of Vanessa’s hand and sat on the barkless log by the fire pit.  “I’m sorry the girl you love is in love with a dude.”

Vanessa laughed, wryly.  “I’m sorry the girl I love is getting married in the morning.”

“Yeah, there’s that too, I guess.”

For a moment, they were quiet.  When Vanessa broke the silence, it was with laughter.  China joined in giggling as Vanessa sat on the log and put an arm around her.  She kissed the girl’s shoulder, and China kissed her cheek, and they kissed each other’s faces and noses and lips.

Vanessa had never envisioned herself dating a porn model.  Maybe she’d never thought of them as real people with real lives, but China was certainly for real.  A girl who liked sleeping around needed to share her life with another girl who liked sleeping around.

And if they got paid for it, so much the better. 

Wasn’t life wonderful?
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Kinksters: 12 Stories of Wild Group Sex, Bisexual Fun and Kinky Pleasures

By Giselle Renarde

KINKY COUPLES ARE GREAT, but nothing beats a big group of kinksters!

In this anthology by kinky queer Canadian Giselle Renarde, a Domme and sub share their fetish with an old friend while a sword collector pays five young men to fulfill her sex swing fantasy. Geeky grad students chase tornadoes and tail while an unapologetic cougar gets licked by three college girls. 

A gorgeous restaurant manager plots to take down her boss, only to discover he’s two steps ahead. There’s an all-girl waxing session, a vintage clothing enthusiast who’s shocked to discover her lover’s “other woman” is actually a man, and a bureaucrat whose male escorts happen to be angels. 

Six socialites switch partners for a Rainbow Night to remember, but not before an athletic team takes bondage to the next level. To top it all, a room full of lesbians lose it over a tattooed femme in Lesbukake.

Twelve sexy stories are ready and waiting. On your mark... get set... KINK!
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Giselle Renarde

Canada just got hotter!

Want to stay up to date? Visit http://donutsdesires.blogspot.com!

Sign up for Giselle’s newsletter: http://eepurl.com/R4b11

Weekly Audio Erotica at http://Patreon.com/AudioErotica
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