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		Chapter One

		

	
		I usually hung out at the mall when I had nothing better to do. Hopping from store to store I would check out the makeup samples and try on clothes and under garments. I liked to try on teddies that other women, especially younger women, had tried on. In the dressing room I would smell the crotch to see if the scent of the woman was still in the crotch. Nothing better than the fresh aroma of an eighteen year old girl.

		An introduction of myself is in order. My name is Kaitlyn and I am a widowed 42-year old registered nurse that happens to be a lesbian with an eye for younger girls.. I am five-foot seven-inches tall. My hair is a straight sandy blonde longer than shoulder length with thin bangs. I think my ears are large and I cover them up with my hair. My eyes are brown. I have high cheek bones and when I smile I have deep laugh lines that turn up making my cheeks look like little rose balloons. My figure is thin and almost stick like. If it were not for my C-cup breasts I’d measure almost the same from chest waist and hips. When I say C-cup it is because they are too big for a B-cup but most C-cups are too large. You could say my figure is almost boyish like if it were not for the breasts.

		Even my vagina looks like the vagina of a young girl. I shave my pubis regularly and use a depletory cream to reduce the amount of hair growth and keep the skin as soft as possible. My legs look alright in high heels but in flats my calves stretch out and look to thin for my long narrow feet.

		This day I was doing my thing and happened to stop for a sandwich and a Coke in the center of the mall. The mall had a large fountain in the center filled with hardy goldfish in a variety of colors. They have a small playground with a variety of fiberglass animals for very young children to climb over.

		I had picked a table near the pond so I could hear the water fall and look at the fish. As I was eating I saw a stunning young girl that seemed to be wandering around as if she were lost. She was about the same age as my college aged daughter Alexa. I tried to ignore her, because I was sure that her friends must be in a nearby store and would come out of a store and find her any minute and I wasn’t going to waste my time on a lost cause.

		I went back to looking for something that I would just have to buy. But I kept look out the glass fronts of the stores to see what she was doing. She was wandering around like she was lost. So finally I boldly approached her and asked her if she was lost. She told me that her parents lived close by and that they had gone to visit her mother's sister for the weekend and let her stay at home by herself. She was home on Spring Break and she assured me that she could take care of herself for a couple of days. She just liked to hang out in the mall for fun.

		I was so excited thinking that she might even like to visit me for the weekend. She told me her name was Olivia. I told her my name was Kaitlyn and that I lived not far away and would love the company for a couple of hours. She gave me a warm smile and took my hand and started walking towards the exit. Of course I had to direct her to the right exit and to my car. I opened the passenger door and tossed in the packages of under clothes I had bought. I had even bought a couple of thong under pants far too small for me, thinking about this young girl.

		She climbed in to the front seat of my little Prius and I went around to the driver's side. I made a big thing about reaching across her body to pull her seat belt over and buckle it. After I buckled it and ran my hand under the shoulder strap as if to check to see if it were too tight. Of course I was feeling her nipples get hard under the palm of my hands. Then I did the same thing to the lap belt. I could feel the sides of her panties through her simple cotton dress and the bulge of her pubis. I could swear that I felt her lift her hips against the pressure of my hand.

		I turned around and pulled my belt across my body and buckled it and started the engine. For those that don't know what a Prius is, it is a little box of a car with small wheels and big rear windows and uses batteries. I pulled out of the parking space and soon had us at my home.

		I opened the door and asked if she would like something to drink. She said that she would like that. I told her to have a seat on the couch. I watched her plop onto the couch as I went into the kitchen to get some iced tea. I filled our glasses with ice and then with the tea. I sugared the tea and put some cookies on a plate.

		When I returned to the living-room and sat next to her on the couch I offered her the tea. I opened my shopping bag and took out the boxes of under things I had bought. I opened the boxes and showed them to her.

		She was very interested in them. I asked her if she would like to see me in them. She said she would love to see them one me. So I asked her if she would like to help me undress. She was more than happy to help me out of my clothes. When she saw my shaved pussy she showed surprise. She told me that she had seen her mother’s and her own pussy and they were hairy. She wanted to know why mine looked so smooth. I told her that I shaved mine every time I feel any hair stubble.

		Then I put on the sexy brown lace thong panties and the matching teddy. I had a couple of changes and ended in a sexy pushup bra that matched the lace panties and a see through negligee.

		At this point I told her that I had bought some undies that were too small for me by accident. “Would you like to try them on?” I asked.

		She was excited about trying on the sexy underwear. She stripped out of her simple cotton dress and under pants very quickly.

		I have to describe Olivia at this point. She was five foot two and slender. Her red hair was cut in a page boy style with dark bangs. I was surprised that she was so quick to undress before me. She had no hesitation about removing everything she had on. Her nipples were dark nubs on her apple sized breasts. Her bellybutton was what is called an outie. When she removed her panties she had a lightly haired pubis that matched the hair on her head and hid everything. Her clitoris was hidden deeply under its hood. Her feet had pink nail polish on her toenails that matched the color of her fingernails.

		I handed her some lovely blue bikini panties that made her blue eyes sparkle. They were a little tight on her and I pulled them high up onto her hips and ran the palm of my hand over the front of her pussy to smooth them out and feel her little cunt. She tried on all three of them and ended up in a sexy rose colored pair. I was dying to take her in my arms and kiss her. I didn't, for fear that I would scare her into wanting to leave. We sat and talked about college and finished our tea.

		I asked her if she wanted more tea. She agreed and I took our glasses back for refills. When I returned to the living room I saw that she was reading one of my lesbian magazines. I was a little apprehensive about her discovering my sexual preferences so soon.

		I handed her a glass and sat next to her on the couch. She turned to me and bluntly asked me, “Are you one of those women that seduce young girls?”

		I was a little shocked that she should be so forward. I said, "Would it bother you if I were?"

		She responded, "Actually no. I was looking for a woman like that today because I have been having sex with my roommate and I wanted to find out what it was like to be with a mature woman."

		That said, she scooted over next to me and asked me if my breasts looked like the ones in the magazine. I looked at the picture in her lap and saw that she was looking at a picture of a young woman sucking the breasts of an older woman that had large breasts and areolas to match. I grinned and assured her that my breasts were not anywhere near that large, as I chuckled.

		Olivia reached for my right breast. I almost fainted when her hand felt my breast. I had on the bra that pushed up on them to make them look larger than they were. But I almost climaxed from the thrill of such a beautiful young girl feeling my breast. I gathered her into my arms and kissed her on the mouth. Her mouth tasted of sugar from the tea as I pulled her up into my arms.

		I was beside myself as I ran my right hand from her knee up the inside of her thigh. It was so soft to the touch. When I reached the crotch of the new bikini panties I cupped them. I rubbed them and slowly parted the fold with my middle finger. The crotch of them got damp with moisture. Olivia was opening my negligee and pulling my breast out so she could suck on my hard nipples.

		I could not resist anymore and knelt between her legs and I pulled her to the edge of the couch and removed her panties. What a lovely cunt. When I held it open I could see her pink fold. I kissed her on the cunt and thrilled at the taste of her flesh. She moaned a little when I pushed my tongue against her clitoris. I pulled my tongue out and looked up at her face. She looked like she was the happiest girl on earth. I sucked on her clitoris until she had a climax and it ended with her kicking me on my back with her heels. When she was done I sat next to her on the couch and gathered her in my arms and kissed her softly on the mouth.

		She must have tasted and smelled her own pussy on my face and in my mouth as we kissed. She was crawling all over me. Reaching for my breasts and squeezing them too hard, but I would not tell her that because she might stop doing it. I helped her up and lead her to my bedroom. She grabbed her purse off the coffee table and carried it with her because her cell phone was in it. When she lay on the bed I let my negligee fall to the floor. All I had on was the panties now. She was totally nude.

		I lay next to her on top of the bed. She went right back to sucking my breasts. Then she kissed her way to my crotch. I was about to pee from all of my excitement. Her tongue felt like fine sand sandpaper as it licked my clitoris. When she put her mouth over my cunt and pushed her tongue into my vagina I actually did squirt a little urine into her mouth. She drank it and kept on sucking me. I never climaxed so fast in my life.

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		We lay there in each other’s arms resting for a while. Then she wanted more. I laid her on her back and straddled her head so that I was facing her cunt. We were soon moaning as we sucked each other's pussies. We were really enjoying it when her phone rang.

		Olivia reached for her purse and took out her phone and opened it as said, "Hello Mom." I just about fainted. Here I was straddling the head of this girl with my cunt just inches away from the phone.

		She was telling her mother that she was doing just fine. In fact she called just as she was getting ready to eat. The little stinker kissed me on the cunt as she said bye to her mom. I'm sure her mother thought the kiss was meant for her. She turned off her phone and laid it on the inside of my thigh. She went right back to sucking on my pussy. I went back to sucking on her pussy too. When I climaxed I must have filled her mouth with juices because she almost choked.

		We rested and finally took a shower together. We soaped each other and rinsed each other. Then we took turns kneeling in front of each other to suck each other’s pussies.

		As it was getting close to 6 o’clock Olivia said she had better be heading home. It was close enough she said that she could walk it. I told her she was welcome anytime, and hoped we’d see each other again. I closed the door as she headed down the sidewalk toward her home. All I could think about was the luscious young body of Olivia’s. The little minx had just whet my appetite.

		***

		It was late Saturday morning, two days since my visit from Olivia. I pivoted the overstuffed chair from its usual position in the corner of my bedroom so that it faced the large mirrors that graced the doors to my closet. Settling myself comfortably in the chair, I looked into the mirror and saw an extremely attractive sandy blonde clad in a loose, red satin top just barely held up by thin spaghetti straps, and a matching pair of bikini panties stared back. Some thought me narcissistic. That was true, but subject to qualifications!

		I knew I was beautiful! I knew it and appreciated it. But it was not the sort of blind vanity whereby I could not pass a mirror without pausing to check my hair or makeup. My self-appreciation was different. My obsession with my body and my looks were very specific and very sexual!

		I enjoyed sex. I definitely enjoyed sex. I enjoyed thinking about sexual acts. I enjoyed participating in sexual acts. I enjoyed watching sexual acts. I, by any interpretation, loved sex! It was therefore very natural that I enjoyed looking at my own body for it oozed sexuality. My lovers, mostly female, had always enjoyed looking at my magnificent body. Why should I be any different?

		There was certainly a lot there to enjoy! Without sounding conceited I was an athletically proportioned 5'7". My lush hair swept to just below my shoulders, ending just before the commencement of the swelling of my beautiful, rounded breasts. My breasts were like the rest of me, smooth and firm. My waist slimmed nicely before it flared into the softly rounded hips of a woman. My legs tapered gracefully to the ground and gave the impression of going on forever!

		The only thing that I enjoyed more than looking at my own body was having someone else enjoy looking at it. The only thing I enjoyed more than touching myself was having someone else touch me It didn't really matter if that someone were male or female, I enjoyed the delights that each sex could give me. Though truthfully, I mostly fantasized about females, young slender girls. And right now my only thoughts were of that sweet, sweet slender Olivia adoring my body.

		Only my husband, Fred, had ever been barred from the delights of my body. Whatever delights Fred found in the bottle most often obliterated any desire that he had for the delights of female companionship. Fred had once though made the mistake of coming home just horny enough to want sex and just drunk enough to think that I might tolerate his loutish, inebriated advances.

		The evening ended what might not exactly be called rape since it did occur between married individuals, but it certainly would qualify as non-consensual sex! When he was sufficiently sober the next day, I made it very clear to him that should he ever put his hands on me again he would forever face the world as a pre-reconstructive John Wayne Bobbitt.

		One night, several weeks later, Fred, in a drunken stupor, took the express route off River Road straight into the bottom of the Ohio River. That eliminated the muss, fuss, and expense of a divorce. His 'damage' was done though and eight months later I gave birth to a happy, healthy baby girl. Me and Alexa managed quite nicely together over the next nineteen and a half years. While mother and daughter, we also cultivated a very special bond as two females facing the world together! While I made mistakes, I tried to raise Alexa with love, respect, and total openness and honesty, an approach that in this case seemed to have worked wonderfully! Of course I had taken care over the years to avoid flaunting my love of sex in front of Alexa, but neither had I cloistered myself! In spite of all that, my lust for young girls did not extend to my daughter.

		Alexa was spending her spring break in Cancun with friends and I had the house to myself. And I thoroughly intended to enjoy myself! The fact that I didn't have a lover for the evening in no way would prevent me from achieving the sexual pleasures I so desperately desired by remembering the exquisite pleasures I had shared with the sexy coed Olivia.

		Frequently I found pleasure as well as relief in masturbation. I had never considered pleasing myself to be an act of desperation, something to be undertaken only as a last resort when the absence of suitable companionship had reached a breaking point. On the contrary, I had never been one to reject the pleasures that sex might offer, and who knew how to please me better than myself!

		I carefully studied the image of the temptress in the mirror. Only the shimmer of my long, lustrous hair surpassed the shimmer of my satin top. Though the top hid some of the rounded contours of my breasts, my hard nipples were quite apparent. I pressed the two protruding bumps with my fingers and shivered slightly at the delightful sensations that rippled through my body and telegraphed promises of greater delights straight down to my cunt. I could feel the twinge of tension deep within my womanhood that commenced the familiar climb to even greater and more delicious responses.

		I settled more comfortably in the chair and let my hands cup and cradle my breasts. With light, rhythmic motions I caressed my soft, sensitive chest treasures. Sometimes when I masturbated I paid a great deal of attention to my breasts. Other times I almost ignored them and went directly to my pussy for my pleasure. Tonight was shaping up as a breast night!

		The satin felt exquisite against my skin. Slick and cool on my soft, warm flesh. I marveled at how her mammary manipulation felt stimulating and soothing at the same time. The urge for flesh on flesh eventually won out. Sitting up slightly, I crossed my arms and slipped the top up and off. I settled back and my hands returned to cuddling my breasts. Now I could enjoy the sight, as well as the sensations, of my beautiful boobies.

		Light, feathery caresses alternated with firm, intense strokes as I squeezed and rubbed my gorgeous girl globes. When not playing with the full, rounded mass of my breasts, I was pinching and pulling on the hard little nipples that were standing so defiantly erect. Rhythmic contractions deep within my cunt grew stronger and faster as my tittie tantalizing created the desired result.

		I squeezed my breasts and pinched my nipples as a delightful little orgasm pulsed through my loins. The moist evidence of my arousal was soaking through the crotch of my sexy, red panties. My hands left my breasts and cupped the soft bulge of my mons. I closed my eyes and moaned softly as my hips rolled my mound against my hands. It felt so good!

		My fingers scratched lightly over the taut strip of panty covering my pussy. The sensations transmitted through to my female folds were wonderful! Up and down the length of my slit my fingers traced. A rich, earthy female scent filled the air. My hips raised slightly as I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my panties and slipped them down over my beautiful butt. I then wiggled that beautiful butt back into my chair and pulled my legs up towards me. Down and off my panties went. I splayed my legs apart and studied the wondrous little spot that was my pussy.

		I had learned so much about pleasing myself and others since my first tentative explorations of my pussy so long ago. From my earliest probing born of normal, natural curiosity about myself, I had been driven to push my sexual horizons. My discoveries about boys that summer with Tommy brought my first lessons about giving pleasure to, and receiving pleasure from, another and about the power I had as a female, over the male of the species. My discoveries with Janey, my best friend from elementary school right through high school, taught me that love and sex with girls could be wonderful too.

		As much as I enjoyed learning, I enjoyed putting what I had learned to good use! I knew from long experience the best ways to create exquisite sexual delights for myself as well as others. And I didn't intend to permit an opportunity to pleasure myself to slip away in idle reminiscing.

		My hand slid inward over my rounded hip and tight belly, heading relentlessly towards my lush, pouty sex lips. Down over these protruding folds my fingers danced. My body shivered in response as my pussy trembled under the tender tickling touch.

		My finger paused at the center of my slit, then drove inward, parting my dewy crevice and slipping deep into the warm tight sex cavern beyond. I groaned and held my hand tightly to my crotch as my wiggling finger created new sorts of pleasures from within my body. My free hand squeezed the firm orb of my breast and pulled and pinched my rigidly erect nipple. My body squirmed and my hips rolled as new waves of sexual delight grew and surged.

		

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		Lost in my self-induced garden of sexual delights, I failed to hear the front door open or the footsteps coming upstairs. Olivia had terminated her afternoon date quite early and promptly when it became obvious that not only was her date a loutish, ignorant pig, but that he also expected women to prostrate themselves to him figuratively, and literally to do virtually the same as he considered it his due! Olivia was certainly no stranger to sex and was certainly no prude, but she would be damned if she would ever permit herself to be basely used by some clod as a seminal receptacle without a hell of a lot of cash being involved! She nonetheless had a need and decided to drop in on me to get it satisfied.

		***

		Olivia heard the whimpering and throaty moans coming from Kaitlyn's bedroom and knew those sounds could only mean one thing: sex! She was a bit jealous Kaitlyn had found someone to please her and wondered if he was cute. Since Kaitlyn’s door was ajar, she had inadvertently left her one way to find out!

		Not expecting Olivia at all, Kaitlyn had neglected to close her bedroom door fully. And just as her self-induced passion had kept her from hearing Olivia, it likewise prevented her from noticing the cute teen face peeking into her room! Olivia stared bug-eyed and slack-jawed into the room. Kaitlyn wasn't with a guy! She was by herself! She was doing it to herself! And she looked like she was having a wonderful time!

		Olivia had wondered about Kaitlyn's sexuality. Was she exclusively lesbian or was she bisexual. She figured that someone as pretty and as sexy as her HAD to like sex. She didn’t have any definitive proof though. Kaitlyn in their time together had been pretty cool about sex stuff and had treated sex as something to be approached openly and honestly, albeit cautiously, and not something to be a source of needless guilt or embarrassment. But she had also been very discrete about her own sexual preferences. Beside the fact she liked having sex with young girls, Olivia felt maybe Kaitlyn’s sex life was not necessarily something a developing teenager like her could fully comprehend.

		Olivia was sure getting some questions answered now though as she watched Kaitlyn squeeze her boob and diddle her cunt. Unconsciously, Olivia's own hand closed over her breast and squeezed it in rhythmic imitation of the older woman’s movements. She could not help but get turned on by the show that Kaitlyn was putting on just a few feet in front of her.

		Olivia had recently become intimate with her roommate, Karen. That discovery had resulted in Olivia spending considerable time of late contemplating what it would be like to go all the way with another older woman. This had created a great deal of sexual tension within Olivia as well as a very receptive audience for Kaitlyn's inadvertent sex show. Very quickly Olivia was brought to a significant sexual simmer.

		As Olivia watched Kaitlyn, she gradually lost the acute awareness that this was a relative stranger masturbating before her and began to enjoy the incredible sexual display of a beautiful woman pleasuring herself. Running her hands over her breasts and body, Olivia's sexual simmer soon became a rolling boil! Without taking her eyes from Kaitlyn's writhing form, Olivia pushed her top and sports bra up to release her breasts from their tight confines.

		Normally Olivia hated her clothes in this position though she sometimes tolerated it when a date desperately wanted to get at her tits and she couldn't risk actually getting topless. Right now though the only fact that mattered was getting her tits naked to her touch! Roughly she pulled on her breasts and rolled and squeezed them, directing towards her own titties her desperate urge to grab Kaitlyn's beautiful round boobies that were on display before her.

		Olivia's cunt felt hot and confined within her tight jeans. Aching with need, Olivia opened her pants and pushed them down her legs. Not wanting to break herself away from the sights before her, Olivia pushed the pants and her panties down to mid-shin. Now at least they were far enough down that Olivia could squat slightly, opening her cunt up and giving her hand freer access to her hot sexual core. Her hand squeezed and rubbed the wet, open maw of her girlhood.

		Olivia's frantic masturbation paused as Kaitlyn paused her own ministrations and took her hand away from her pussy. Reaching for something hidden next to her in the chair, Kaitlyn drew forth a long, thick, flesh colored dildo! It was about eight inches long and perhaps an inch and a half in diameter. Kaitlyn cradled it between her hands and lifted it to her lips. Her mouth parted and her tongue flicked out and ran up the length of the dildo from its fat little mushroom head to the far end of its shaft. It was then that Olivia noticed that this dildo had a unique feature. Near the end, a hole, maybe three-quarters of an inch in diameter, had been drilled through the base.

		After anointing her phallic substitute, Kaitlyn lowered it and positioned the tip of the blunt mushroom head against the flowering wet lips of her labia. Slowly and gently Kaitlyn worked the dildo's tip around her honey pot opening the lips of her sex and lubricating her plastic lover. Once both her cunt and her cock were sufficiently prepared, Kaitlyn slipped the tip of the dildo between her sex lips and started to slide it slowly into her aching, receptive cunt.

		Slowly the head of the dildo parted Kaitlyn's folds, opening and spreading them for the length of cock shaft yet to come. Slowly the head disappeared into Kaitlyn's cunt. The full labial lips folded over on themselves slightly and was tugged inward by the friction being applied against them by the dildo's girth. Inch by inch the plastic pecker wormed its way into Kaitlyn's body. When only an inch or so remained outside her, Kaitlyn grasped the base of the shaft and began to withdraw it from her depths.

		After a pass or two in this manner had opened up her vaginal passage for the pseudo cock, Kaitlyn revealed the purpose of the hole in the dildo's base. Instead of holding the base of the dildo with her hand, Kaitlyn stuck her middle finger into the hole. She could then pivot and pump the dildo by moving her arm, but she could keep her wrist stiff and straight. This eliminated the awkward angles that a wrist was sometimes forced into in order to direct a dildo to just the right spot. Kaitlyn had invented an ergonomic dildo!

		In any event, it seemed to Olivia that Kaitlyn was more than satisfied with the design of her dildo and began to pump it into her cunt. Her hips and body bucked and twisted as she worked the cock to best advantage. Olivia meanwhile got more and more turned on by the sight of the older woman fucking herself on that big, beautiful plastic pecker. Her hips bucked against her probing fingers and she started to pant and moan as the excitement built within her.

		Unfortunately for Olivia, her excitement got the better of her. She lost her balance and stumbled. With her pants down around her ankles there was no way she could recover and she fell backward with a crash. Kaitlyn was abruptly jerked out of her passion-induced euphoria and leapt to her feet.

		The two women stared at each other somewhat stupefied. There was no way that either could hide or explain away what they had been doing. Olivia lay there on the floor with her clothes half-off and with her hand still glued to her slit. Kaitlyn was totally naked, flushed with sexual arousal, and with her dildo hanging from her finger, still glistening with her sexual juices.

		***

		"Are you OK?" An inane question but the only one I could think of as I stared at the half naked teen lying on her back in the middle of the hallway.

		Olivia nodded dumbly as I helped her to her feet. The jeans had been so wrapped about her legs that taking them off entirely had been the only way to get Olivia to her feet. We both felt embarrassed and uncomfortable and neither of us quite knew what to do next. Though I had always felt that guilt or embarrassment had no place in sex, I had never considered the current situation. Muttering something about needing to talk, I took Olivia's hand and led her into the room. We went over to my bed and for a moment just sat there looking a little sheepish. I finally looked up at Olivia and cleared my throat.

		"I hope you're not shocked by me. I would never have let you see me like this if I had ever known you'd be coming over."

		"God Kaitlyn! Upset with you? I was just hoping you weren't angry with me! After all, I was spying on you."

		We looked at each other and smiled. The worst was over! The affection and concern that each of us felt for the other had overwhelmed any tendency there might have been toward blame or recrimination. We each knew that we were still cherished and respected in the eyes of the other. There remained though another and perhaps more abstract problem.

		"That's the part I don't understand. Why were you spying on me? I mean we’ve had sex already!"

		"After the first minute or two it didn't even matter that you were a lover. It seemed more like you were just a very pretty, sexy woman enjoying herself! And you were getting yourself so turned on I couldn't help but get kind of turned on myself!"

		This, in its own way, made a great deal of sense to me. Dozens of times I had been aroused by the bodies of others or had used my body to arouse them. Maybe Olivia was just eighteen, but she was also a woman. And I could well understand the delights of female to female sex But knowing something and actually being presented with the half-naked facts was something else.

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		"I'm sorry I interrupted you Kaitlyn. You really seemed to be enjoying yourself. I bet you would have had a really nice climax if I hadn't broken your mood."

		"You seemed to have been enjoying yourself there too, honey. And I guess I can understand what you said about getting turned on watching someone. It's happened plenty of times to me. I guess it's just kind of a shock for me to have my own little girl being the one getting turned on by me."

		"I'm not such a little girl Kaitlyn! And there's plenty about you to turn someone on!"

		While saying that, Olivia's eyes were locked on my firm rounded tittie. Whether it was the fact that my boob was an exquisite bit of female mammary apparatus, or whether it was Olivia's realization that she had once drawn sustenance from a breast just like that, in either case Olivia suddenly felt an overwhelming draw to my breast.

		Olivia reached out and gently lay her hand on my breast. It was warm and soft and full and round. And Olivia just HAD to possess it once again. She leaned over and gently sucked my nipple between her lips.

		Then all the memories of Alex as a baby at that same breast flooded back to me. All the quiet hours Alexa had spent suckling at that breast! And the pleasure that I had often felt while nursing. Nursing might well be a normal, maternal function, but having your titty sucked is still having your titty sucked! Apart from an infant's occasional nip, having your breast sucked feels good! Remembering those sweet, intimate Mommy-daughter times suddenly brought an incredible serenity to me.

		"Oh yes baby. Suck my tittie."

		I closed my eyes and pressed Olivia’s face closer to my chest. Olivia kept kissing and sucking my breast while reaching up and caressing and holding the other. For Olivia too, the intimacy she was sharing with me seemed absolutely correct. She broke her contact with me and looked deeply into my eyes. Each of us could see the incredible love we felt for the other being reflected back. I laid back on the bed, sliding over so that Olivia would have room next to me, while Olivia paused only to slip off her top and bra which were still pushed up over her breasts and which were the only items of attire she still had on. Naked she slid into the spot I had left for her and into my arms.

		Someone observing us at this moment might easily, and quite justifiably, fail to identify us as lovers and instead mistake us for sisters! The true age difference between ua was not obvious since I had the body of a woman many years my junior. Olivia meanwhile appeared far more mature and finished than most other girls her age. Accordingly, for me it was as close to making love to a younger version of myself that I could achieve, while for Olivia it was like making love with a completely adult version of herself!

		The kissing and cuddling that we were doing was also doing a superb job rekindling our sexual fires. Those fires had been burning fiercely within both of us before our unfortunate interruption. Now the simmering embers were fast being fanned back to white-hot intensity. Fingers sought out the molten core of each of our womanhood’s. Digits plunged into each other's tense, wet vestibule. Tongues flickered in and out of each other's mouth in desperate imitation of the manual stimulation taking place slightly further south.

		Both of us were thrusting and grinding our pelvises together so enthusiastically that our hands were getting hurt! We grabbed each other by the butt and ground our pussies together eagerly. We each desperately sought a release of the incredible sexual energy that was building inside us. Face to face pussy rubbing just wasn't providing the intensity of contact that either of us needed to take us over the edge.

		Our hips shifted slightly in opposite directions to permit each to force a leg up between our lover's thighs and press firmly against her gaping engorged vaginal lips. With pussies rubbing against hipbone, both of us rolled and thrust our cunts against our lover's leg. Our arms locked each other in embrace while our lips locked together in a desperate attempt to become one.

		Within milliseconds of each other, our frantic quest to please and be pleased was rewarded. Each of us buried our face in the hair and neck of the other while sounds of primal moans and pants filled the room. Rhythmic pulses of pleasure swept through us as our bodies drained themselves of our accumulated sexual tension. Minutes that seemed like hours passed before either of us stirred from our lethargic, post-orgasmic glow. Even then, only tender kissed and soft caresses stirred us.

		"Oh Olivia. That was so wonderful." My sentiment was the first to be vocalized.

		"Oh Kaitlyn. It was! I never dreamed that it could be so absolutely, incredibly beautiful! I never felt anything like that ever, ever before!"

		Olivia stayed overnight

		***

		We went to bed in each other’s arms that night. In the morning I woke up and slipped out of bed nude. I peed and brushed my teeth. Then brushed my hair and went to the kitchen. I made coffee for myself and started breakfast. When the smell of cooking bacon filled the house Olivia came out rubbing her eyes. She was still nude and she climbed up onto a bar stool at the breakfast counter. I asked her if she would like some coffee. She told me she wanted milk in hers. So I put a lot of creamer in hers. It was very sweet and she was happy while I made eggs for the two of us.

		I came around and sat next to her as we ate. I left my apron on. When we were finished Olivia wanted to play. She turned my swivel chair around so that my back was to the counter and she stood on the floor and lifted my apron and spread my legs. The little minx put her face in my lap and ate my pussy for me. When I climaxed and squeezed her head between my legs. After I climaxed, she told me she had to pee. So as she went into the bathroom I put the dishes in the sink.

		I followed her into the bathroom and got there before she was finished peeing. I put her legs over my shoulders so that I could engulf her pubis with my mouth and she peed into my mouth. When she was done she wanted to find out what it would be like for me to pee into her mouth.

		We changed places and I sat on the toilet. I sat on the front edge of the seat and spread my legs. Olivia knelt between my legs and inspected my pussy. She ran her hand over the inside of my thighs. She found the mole on the inside of my left leg. It is a brown spot about the size of the eraser of a number two pencil. It is flush with my flesh and located about two fingers down the inside of my thigh and about midway between my cunt and asshole.

		Olivia kissed that spot on the inside of my thigh. With me sitting that far out on the edge she could see my brown starfish clearly. When I felt her breath on it I begged her to lick it. Olivia stuck out her tongue and licked my asshole. When she probed my rosebud with her tongue I was so excited that I squirted a little pee out and ran down between the crack and onto her tongue. She tasted it and since I had pee earlier the water in my bladder was full of coffee with creamer in it, so my pee was clear and sweet. It had a strong milk and coffee smell.

		Olivia tasted it and took her tongue out of my tight anal ring and put her mouth over my pubic mound in a way that took in my clitoris and vagina. When her mouth was in place I let loose with a stream of pee. She drank as much as she could as I sang her praises. Telling her what a sweet baby she was. Olivia could not keep up and soon pee was dripping out of the corners of her mouth and a trail led to a puddle on the tile floor. When I was done we kissed and tasted my on pee in her mouth. I cleaned the floor and we both brushed our teeth. I got out a new one for her to use and we brushed good.

		We lounged around my house most of the day. She wanted to know everything that women can do with each other. I showed her as much as I knew about what we could do with each other. By early afternoon I had her on her knees sucking my asshole and tongue fucking it like a pro. She turned into a sexual tiger when I did the same to her. I even taught her to pee on each other in the tub. Her oral sexual skills went from good to expert in that one afternoon. After that we dressed and we drove back to town. We passed St. Mary's Abby on our way to the Cheese Cake factory to buy some lunch before I took her home.

		***

		When we got to her home it was quiet and empty. She showed me her bedroom and everything she was proud of. It was a nice girl's room. She got out a box of stuff and pulled out a flash drive and put it in her laptop. She powered it up and the brought up some pictures she told me she and her roommate took with an iPhone camera.

		The first picture was of Olivia in a mini-skirt with her legs up and she had no panties on. The next couple was of her getting undressed. Then there was a couple of her nude and playing with her pussy. The last picture was of her bent over holding the cheeks of her ass open as she looked over her shoulder with a devilish grin on her face. Her little rosebud of an asshole was slightly darker that her flesh and that little pubis was bulging down between her legs.

		Then the next picture was of a blonde same age as Olivia. She was in turn getting undressed. When her breasts were exposed she played with them. With her skirt up and panties around her knees she was playing with her pussy. The girl was covered in freckles and her pubic area was covered in a tangle of light orangish hair. When she was nude she sat in a chair with her legs over the arms reached under her thighs to hold open her cunt.

		The next series of pictures were of the two of them. Olivia told me that her roommate used a timer on the phone camera to take these. They were pictures of them kissing. Then Olivia sucking the redhead's breasts. There were several one of them sucking each other’s pussies and some of them in a 69.

		

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		I was masturbating her as we looked at the pictures without thinking about it, until Olivia gave a moan as she climaxed on my hand. As I studied the pictures Olivia knelt on the floor between my legs and pulled my panties aside so she could suck my pussy.

		Olivia licked me lightly, and the way her tongue slid though my wet fold, made my thighs tremble. I took her face in my hands pulled her up and kissed her lips. She kissed me back and I felt real passion in her young lips.

		I couldn't wait any longer; it was something I needed to do. I gently pried Olivia 's hands off my neck, lifted the girl and put her down on the couch. Her knees were resting against the cushions and her feet dangled over the edge. Olivia 's hands grabbed the backrest and she looked over her shoulder at me with more curiosity than confusion in her eyes.

		Her gorgeously firm buttocks were pointing straight at my face as I knelt behind her. I reached up, grabbed her plump cheeks, and gently spread them. I heard her giggle as I took in the lovely aroma from her puckered anus. It looked so adorable there between her tender orbs. Olivia let out a surprised little shriek when I leaned in and kissed her rosebud.

		I kissed her again, this time gently pressing my tongue against her taut sphincter. Her young starfish tasted so magnificent and I cherished her musky flavor as my tongue glided around the crinkled opening. I made sure to clean her tushy completely, and while the taut ring of her sphincter resisted me at first, I slowly managed to press the tip of my tongue into her anal cavity.

		She sucked in a sharp breath and then let out a pleasant sigh as my tongue pressed itself further into her anus. I couldn't see her face, but I'm sure that it displayed the same type of amazement that had been on my face, the first time I had had a tongue in my anus. I pulled my tongue out of her, and I could tell that Olivia was completely relaxed when I kissed her gorgeous little anus again. I reached up for her hands and led them back to her buttocks.

		I was genuinely surprised when she grabbed her cheeks on her own volition and held them spread for me. Taking in the stunning view of Olivia 's exposed anus, I licked my finger and slowly let the wet tip circle her anal ring. The girl took in deep relaxed breaths as I tenderly massaged her tushy with my finger, and I could tell that Olivia was enjoying it.

		I desperately wanted to press my finger inside her anus, wanted to feel it slide all the way up her rectum, but I felt that Olivia would be too sensitive for that. I kissed her tushy a final time before carefully rolling her over again. She sat down and I grabbed her narrow waist and gently pulled her groin closer to my face.

		Olivia kept her slender thighs spread for me and I was now face to face with her adorable vagina. The sight of her genitals sent a delicious surge through my body, and I felt how my own juices were slowly starting to trickle down my thighs.

		I used my hands to part her puffy labia. They were still wet with lubrication and pee, and a breath got caught in my throat as I laid my eyes upon her perfectly smooth vaginal lips. They were still swollen with excitement and when I leaned in and ran my coarse tongue along the tiny length of them, I felt Olivia 's body tremble.

		The sound of her breathing got more audible, and she didn't try to hold back her moans any longer when I slipped my tongue in between her delicate lips. Her vaginal juice, her urine, tasted just as exquisite as I had imagined. I pouted my lips and gently sucked her gorgeous juices into my mouth. As I ran my tongue up to her engorged clitoris, I felt Olivia 's thighs shiver. She reached down for my hands and squeezed them as hard as her muscles could, while my tongue circled her gorgeous clitoris.

		I heard her breathing become more and more irregular as I stimulated her hardening love bud. I increased my tempo, ran my tongue across and around her clitoris with more intensity. Her thighs began to tremble and she was starting to buck. I focused all my attention on her stiff little clitoris, licking it as hard and fast as I could, feeling how she was losing control. I felt so proud of her, how she managed to keep herself from screaming out in pleasure was beyond me but when the orgasm suddenly detonated in her child loins, Olivia arched her back and I had to hold on to her narrow waist.

		Her entire body stiffened again and I felt Olivia 's thighs spasm uncontrollably. She held her breath, her lungs filled with air. Her fingers shuddered as if she was going through a seizure. Her young rigid body just hung there for what felt like minutes; heels dug into the cushions, back arched in an upside down `U', the top of her head pressing into the backrest.

		Then she screamed.

		Her tiny, high-pitch voice reverberated through the room, bouncing off the walls as she rode the orgasm to the finish line. When Olivia 's body finally relaxed, she slumped back down on the couch and emptied her lungs so quickly that spittle flew from her lips. She sucked in deep gulps of air, trying to get her trembling body under control.

		I grabbed her and pressed her against my bosom. Olivia quickly folded her arms and legs around me, and I could feel her heart galloping away in her chest as I wrapped myself around her. When we were finished Olivia got a call from her parents. Olivia told me we had some time before her parents got home. She didn't want her parent knowing she had been fucking me for two days.

		Olivia took a couple of pictures of me for her collection and promised that the only other person that would see them was her roommate. I kissed her goodbye and was gone before her parents got there

		END
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