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It was purely by chance that Meg happened to glance at the message board in the busy university coffee shop, and when she remembered the moment much later it always reminded her how the most trivial event could profoundly change the course of your life.

She’d looked at the board countless times before while waiting to be served, finding the ads for a miscellany of second hand items and the flyers for various events mildly diverting, but she had never found anything of any practical use on there. Today would be different, however. A small piece of orange card caught her eye, the words ‘Road Trip’ in large capitals sufficiently intriguing to make her read on. ‘Need to get back to the capital?’ was printed along the length of the card, and below that, in neat handwriting, were three sentences that made Meg forget her coffee for a moment and step out of the line to read the card a second time.

‘When the summer term ends I’ll be driving the three hundred miles on my own, but I’m looking for some company! If you’d like to share the fuel cost (and ideally share the driving too!) then ring me – I’m Billie! (No creeps or perverts please!!!)’ Billie had printed her number at the end of her message and Meg stared at it, feeling that fate had just handed her a challenge. She did need to make the same journey when her university course ended in a few days, but as she could not afford to run a car she had resigned herself to paying for an expensive train ticket. It was money that she couldn’t afford, and the prospect of hauling her bags to the station and putting up with an overcrowded carriage for several hours was something that she was definitely not looking forward to! Last time she made the journey the train had been inexplicably delayed too, and it was not an experience that she wanted to repeat if she could avoid it. She knew that sharing Billie’s fuel costs would be a much cheaper alternative, and the thought of being picked up from outside her accommodation, enjoying a relaxing and speedy journey, and being dropped off at the doorstep of her parent’s house was very tempting. After only a moment’s hesitation, she quickly unpinned Billie’s card from the board and headed for the exit, her coffee forgotten.
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At that moment, Billie was only a few hundred yards away, sitting on the edge of a desk in an office in the student’s union building. She had spent a lot of time sitting behind that desk in the last three years, helping to run the student’s gay and lesbian support group, but as her time at university had drawn to a close she had gradually cut her ties with them and now she felt like a spare part for the first time, realizing that the group was already part of her past.

She had called in to say goodbye to some of her fellow volunteers, but the office was deserted. It was obvious to her now that the support group’s end of term party last night would mean that most of her friends would be nursing a hangover, and a lucky few might have woken up with someone else! She smiled ruefully, having hoped to find a cute girl to spend the night with herself and end her time at university with one last wild night of no strings sex. The group had certainly done wonders for her love life over the last three years, and she had quite a few passionate encounters to look back on, though none of them ever seemed to develop into anything lasting, let alone long term. Helping to run the group meant that she had met lots of girls that were openly gay like her, but she had been surprised by the number of straight girls who had sought out the group’s social events to try sex with a girl for the first time. Often these one night stands had developed into a brief fling, but she had lost count of the awkward mornings she had woken to, finding that the enthusiastic lover of last night had suddenly realized that they weren’t into girls at all and were ready to blame anyone or anything but themselves for the events of the previous evening! Billie had never expected to find the love of her life at university, knowing that this was a time to have fun rather than look for a life partner, so these unexpected changes of heart had never upset her. She often found them amusing, and was not above having a little fun with girls that were too reluctant to accept that they had been very keen to make love with her a few hours earlier! She would always remember one girl who had tried to convince her shocked flat mates that the stranger that had sleepily stumbled out of her bedroom that morning had unsuccessfully tried to seduce her. Billie had enjoyed feigning confusion, waiting for the perfect moment to embarrass her in front of her friends. She had adopted her most innocent look before saying ‘but last night you spent ages licking my pussy – you said you loved it!’ The memory of the silence that followed, and the looks of her friend’s faces, still made her giggle.

Someone had already printed some photos of last night’s party and pinned them on the office wall, and as there was no one to chat with Billie decided to take a closer look. Sliding off the desk, she began to scan each photo, looking for familiar faces. The first face she saw was her own, big dark eyes staring back at her from the print. She had been letting her black hair grow longer recently, and was glad to see the photo confirming that the change suited her, the new style emphasizing rather than obscuring her pale but pretty face. Though she had not admitted it to anyone, the change was part of her preparation for her new life after university, and after so many years in education her normal self-assurance wasn’t helping her to look to the future with her usual confidence. In the photo she had an arm around a petite brunette, prompting more memories of the previous evening, but her thoughts were interrupted by a familiar voice.

‘Billie! What happened to you last night? I thought I wouldn’t see you again!’ A moment later Billie had flung her arms wide and embraced Marcy, who had helped her run the support group since she had arrived at university almost a year earlier. Marcy was a very curvy girl and Billie found herself enjoying the feel of her friend’s soft body on hers as they hugged, the perfume in her wild blonde hair surprisingly enticing. Once they had embraced fully they stood in each other’s arms as they spoke, both enjoying being so close and happy to flirt a little.

They had never been lovers, despite spending a lot of time together over the last year. Marcy had always seemed a little in awe of the slightly older Billie, and the dark haired girl had taken on the role of big sister rather than friend, Marcy never giving her any indication that she wanted a physical relationship. Billie preferred petite girls and though she was fond of Marcy she had never wanted to take things further either, and she had never really considered her as a possible lover. However, as they chatted and cuddled, she did have to admit that she liked the way their bodies fitted together! Somehow her hands had ended up on Marcy’s ample bottom, and Billie could feel the outline of her panties beneath her tight dress, making her mind wander somewhere very rude...

‘I’m so glad we’ve had the chance to chat one last time, Billie. I noticed you at the bar with that little brunette and I thought that she was just your type, so when I realized that you’d gone I just presumed you’d got lucky!’

‘I wish! You’re right though, I thought she was gorgeous – big brown eyes and a lovely little body. She seemed really up for it too, but when I put a hand on her arm she almost ran for the door! I just misread the signals.’

‘I saw her arrive with Emma, but I know Emma’s still with Jane, so I thought she was available too. I take it that she was straight?’

‘Very. Emma told her what a friendly bunch we are, and she decided to tag along.’

‘I guess you proved Emma right, anyway!’ Marcy released Billie as she laughed again, turning to the photos on the wall, though she surprised her friend by taking her hand and holding it in her own as she scanned them. ‘Oh, there you both are – you make a lovely couple!’

‘We did, for about five minutes!’ Billie found that she quite enjoyed holding Marcy’s hand, moving closer to the blonde as she pointed out another photo, enjoying her perfume and the unexpected feeling that something was about to happen.

‘And who’s this girl?’ Marcy had found another photo of Billie, this one showing her with her arm around a young black girl.

‘To be honest, I have no idea! I can’t remember her at all. It must have been very early, perhaps just after I arrived. When that brunette blew me out it annoyed me a little and I decided to give up on the evening. I did regret it later, though. I was hoping for a night of lesbian debauchery and ended up in bed with a good book by eleven!’

‘Well, if it’s any consolation, you weren’t the only one. I stayed there all night and still didn’t get lucky!’ Marcy turned to smile at Billie again and she knew then that she wasn’t the only one with some unfinished business from the previous evening. The unexpected prospect of having some fun with a platonic friend was suddenly on her mind, and once the idea had taken root it was impossible to shake. A small part of her mind briefly searched for a reason to say no, but didn’t find one. A twinkle in Marcy’s eye seemed to indicate that she had already had the same idea and had been equally unable to talk herself out of it, and suddenly the smile on her full lips seemed like an invitation.

‘It seems a shame to leave university without one last wild fling, doesn’t it?’ smiled Billie coolly as the girls turned to face each other, their free hands meeting to link too. 

‘Doesn’t it just! Got something particular in mind, sweetie?’ giggled Marcy as she moved closer, their bodies meeting again.

‘I’ve met lots of cute girls in this office, and sometimes...’

‘Tell me, honey...’ Marcy’s request was almost whispered, the girls so close now, and Billie knew a little more teasing would be a turn on for both of them.

‘Sometimes I’ve arranged to meet up with them, and sometimes things have got really hot...’ Marcy’s only response was to lean closer and plant an impossibly soft kiss on Billie’s neck, the slim girl’s body responding with a massive adrenaline surge that doubled her heartrate in a moment. ‘Oh God, that’s so nice,’ she muttered, shocked by her sudden arousal, her reward a second kiss closer to her ear and another whisper.

‘Tell me...’ repeated Marcy, and Billie suddenly realized that her promiscuous sex life had been fuelling the blonde’s fantasies for some time. You asked for it, she thought as she recalled some especially memorable encounters.

‘Do you remember that tiny blonde girl that we met on the first day of the new year, last summer? She was so cute!’ Marcy’s tongue began to slowly explore her ear and her knees weakened a little as her pussy began to demand attention. ‘God Marcy, that is such a turn on ... anyway, she was just eighteen, straight from some small town in the middle of nowhere. She’d known she was a lesbian for the longest time, and...’ Gentle fingers were moving over Billie’s pert little bottom now and at that moment she wanted Marcy more than she had ever wanted anything, but she knew that she had to finish her story. ‘She had always been too scared to do anything about it, but she’d promised herself that as soon as she got to university... She just wanted to get laid, to let a woman make love to her, to make love...’ Marcy pulled away a little, one hand reaching up to caress the side of Billie’s face, waiting for Billie to end her story. ‘I made her come, licked her pussy and made her come, but she couldn’t wait to go down on me. She ate my pussy for hours, I lost count of the times I came, and every time I looked down at her, at her sweet face as she licked my clitoris...’

‘I wish you’d been my first,’ replied Marcy, though it seemed that she didn’t realize that she had articulated her thoughts.

‘I can’t give you that – all we’ve got is right now,’ whispered Billie as they embraced again, her own hands on Marcy’s ample bottom once more. After a few more moments they sought each other’s eyes again, needing to see into each other’s souls.

‘You know, right now might just be all I need,’ smiled Marcy, and then words didn’t matter.

Their lips met at last, not in a hurried rush but in a slow and measured kiss, both women experienced enough to know that sometimes there was more pleasure to be found in savouring each moment. For an endless moment they simply let their lips touch softly together, enjoying the contact, before their desire began to take control. They took turns in kissing the other, tasting the other’s mouth, soon encountering a tongue and responding by pushing their own forward to meet it.

‘Very nice,’ smiled Billie as the kisses ended, meeting Marcy’s gaze again. ‘Why did we not do this earlier?’ Marcy responded by laying a palm on Billie’s chest, caressing a soft breast through her T shirt, prompting the dark haired girl to respond in the same way. ‘God Marcy, your boobs are so big!’ Another slow kiss, this time more sexual, delayed Marcy’s response. Lips and tongues explored, savouring the contact and growing more intimate, before Marcy paused to speak.

‘Should we go somewhere?’

‘We could, but there’s no one around...’

‘Oh Billie...’ Marcy’s hands moved onto Billie’s shoulders and urged her to turn around, so that Marcy was standing behind her. A moment later Billie felt hands slide under her T shirt, spending a moment enjoying the soft flesh of her tummy before moving up to roughly push her bra off her boobs so that the blonde could seize her prize, squeezing firmly enough to make her friend gasp, though she felt no pain. The blonde sighed too as she caressed the soft flesh, nipples stiffening under her palms. After a few moments she reluctantly released them, hands moving lower to unbutton and unzip Billie’s jeans before dipping into her panties, determinedly moving lower until she found the trimmed hair down there, pausing for a moment. Marcy’s tongue was exploring Billie’s ear again, but she paused to whisper.

‘I wanted you the moment I first saw you, you know.’ Billie groaned, the knowledge that she was so desired as much of an arousal as the hands on her body, even when Marcy’s fingers moved lower to stroke along her sex. ‘Nice?’

‘Oh fuck, yes, touch me there...’ Billie’s words dissolved into a groan of lust as a fingertip found her clitoris. Being taken so forcefully was a new experience to Billie, and she found that submitting to someone so prepared to take charge and dominate her surprisingly arousing. She abandoned herself to her then, knowing that her reward would be heavenly.

‘There? Oh my, you’re sopping! Let me just...’ Marcy’s fingertips skillfully gathered moisture, using it to lubricate the delicious friction on her sex and weakening Billie’s knees. She leant back slightly, surrendering to the blonde, turning her head a little to offer her open mouth, accepting a kiss as she felt her orgasm building, amazed at how quickly she had reached this moment. Marcy seemed to sense her arousal, supporting her as she pleasured her, whispering in her ear again.

‘Come for me honey, let me make you come!’ Her hand was still busy, taking her lover’s breath away, and as Billie gasped again she realized that Marcy had left the office door open. Anyone walking in now would be greeted by the sight of the two of them coupling in this unusual fashion and this thought, combined with Marcy’s magical touches, added something unique to her pleasure.

‘Oh yes Marcy, that’s it! I’m coming! Oh God...’ They kissed once more, Billie gasping into Marcy’s mouth as she moaned, not caring who might hear her.
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When she had recovered she found herself sitting in an office chair, knowing Marcy must have helped her into it but not able to remember it happening. The blonde was leaning against a nearby desk, looking down at her with a mischievous smile on her face.

‘Okay?’ she giggled.

‘Oh God, yes! That was incredible, thanks! I...’ Billie hesitated as she watched Marcy reach under her dress, shocked to see the curvy blonde pulling her panties down her full thighs, over her heels and off, tossing them onto a desk. ‘What...’ Billie’s mind had not yet cleared, though it was obvious what Marcy wanted.

‘You owe me, girl. I’m going to enjoy every moment of this!’ The two girls had become good friends and Billie had always thought of Marcy as a fun loving and adventurous person, but what she did next still shocked her. Pulling herself up onto the desk, she slowly spread her legs, her skirt obligingly riding up her full thighs. She leant back a little and when she lifted her feet to rest them on the desk’s edge she had exposed herself completely.

Billie was too shocked to react for a moment, almost hypnotized by the perfection of her friend’s secret haven. She was completely shaven down there, and her creamy skin looked delicious, curving perfectly from her tummy down between her legs, her beauty having an air of ripeness somehow, like a ripe fruit ready for picking. The flesh around her sex had a similar plumpness, adding to the beauty of the neat thin lips of her pussy. Marcy had supported herself against the wall behind the desk, smiling at her dazed friend.

‘Come on, it’s my turn now!’ she giggled, and though Billie had not yet recovered, the sight of her voluptuous body inspired an instant reaction. Her office chair was on castors and she simply rolled the short distance to the desk, placing two palms at the top of Marcy’s thighs, the warm skin below her hands so soft. Resisting the temptation to explore the sweet and glistening sex immediately, Billie began to plant a series of gentle kisses around it, making her friend gasp. ‘Oh Billie,’ she sighed, her voice betraying the blend of lust and frustration that the kisses were inspiring, her crotch lifting off the desk a little in a animalistic attempt to find the touch she needed. Billie was enjoying the taste of her friend’s skin, the soft feel of it on her lips, the musky perfume of the expectant pussy that she was so carefully avoiding, and again she wondered why she had not sampled this bliss earlier. The anticipation of the joy that she was about to give her friend was a pleasure to her too, and she took a moment to savour the intimacy that they were sharing.

Billie couldn’t resist her forever however, and after a few more teasing kisses she placed her mouth over her hungry pussy and began to lap at it, feeling her heart race with excitement as the blonde opened up for her like a flower. Each touch seemed to be reciprocated with heat and moisture, each sweep of Billie’s tongue rewarded with juice that she happily accepted, Marcy’s quim at last feeling the tongue that she had dreamed about for so long, the months of fantasy multiplying her pleasure.

Marcy reached down to put a hand in Billie’s hair, not forcing her down onto her sex but stroking instead, adding a little more intimacy to the moment, even as she began to sigh, every breath a moment of bliss. Billie redoubled her efforts, seeking out and concentrating on the places where she could create the most pleasure for her friend, the tip of her tongue never idle, gathering nectar like a butterfly.

When Marcy came she almost screamed, so great was her pleasure, and Billie glanced up for a moment, wondering if something might be wrong. She was met by a happy smile, the girls sharing a very special moment, Billie’s mouth and tongue helping to add to and prolong the heavenly sensations that were coursing through Marcy’s ample frame.
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Five minutes later they were both dressed and respectable again, though they couldn’t resist one last embrace. The kiss that followed was the kiss of satisfied lovers, though they both knew that what they had shared would not be repeated.

‘Thanks Billie, that was wonderful! I’ll miss you.’

‘I’ll miss you too, honey. I’m so glad that this happened though, I’ll never forget that pretty pussy of yours!’

‘Oh babe...’ Their last hug was interrupted by a knock on the frame of the office’s door, and when they turned to look they saw a slim brunette waiting nervously there.

‘Hi!’ exclaimed Marcy as the girls ended their embrace, ‘can I help you?’

‘I hope so,’ replied the brunette, ‘I’ll be studying here next term but I wanted to talk to someone before my course starts.’ She hesitated for a moment, and Billie was sure that she saw a blush on the newcomer’s face before she found the courage to continue. ‘You see, this is a new start for me, I’ve never been open about my sexuality before and I want to, but...’

‘You’ve come to the right place!’ grinned Marcy, briefly turning to wink at Billie before inviting the brunette into the room. ‘Come and sit down, would you like a coffee?’ Billie waved a silent goodbye, slipping through the doorway and heading for her new life. At that moment her phone rang and she fumbled in her bag for it, giggling when she heard the nervous brunette’s voice once more.

‘Is that a pair of panties on that desk there?’

‘Oh yes, don’t worry about that,’ replied Marcy, ‘let’s talk about you!’ Billie headed for the exit as she answered her phone, happy to leave her old friend with the brunette, hoping that she would get to know the newcomer well. It had been obvious from her reaction that she was certainly hoping to! Her phone’s screen told her that the caller was a stranger to her and as she stepped out into the daylight she accepted the call and lifted it to her ear.

‘Hello?’

‘Hi, is that Billie?’

‘It is, who’s this?’

‘My name’s Meg, I saw your flyer in the coffee shop and I was hoping that you were still looking for someone to share the cost of driving to the capital.’

‘Oh, yes, yes I am! I thought I’d be on my own to be honest, I’m planning on travelling in a couple of days and no one else has shown an interest.’

‘Really? So I could come with you?’

‘Sure, if you’re happy to share the fuel costs.’

‘Of course – it will be so much cheaper than paying for a train ticket, and probably faster too.’

‘Great! I don’t mind driving, but being on my own in the car for hours drives me nuts, so some company would be fantastic too. Do you want to meet up?’ There was a brief pause, Meg not quite understanding Billie’s question.

‘Sorry, what do you mean?’

‘I just thought it’d be a good idea to get together before we travel, just in case you hate me on sight. You’d have an opportunity to back out then, if you need to.’ There was a friendly tone in Billie’s comment, and though Meg was sure that they’d get on just fine she realized that Billie might have her own concerns about her too.

‘Oh, I see what you mean. I could buy you a coffee this afternoon if you’d like.’

‘That would be great. You’re not allergic to poultry, are you?’ Billie smiled at the uncertain hesitation that followed her question. ‘No, but ... why do you ask?’

‘I have twelve pet chickens, and they’ll be travelling with us, so I have to ask. I don’t believe in caging birds, so they’ll be loose in the car – don’t worry, they’re very friendly!’ After a few seconds of horrified silence Billie decided to end her teasing. ‘I’m joking!’ When Meg responded the laughter in her voice made Billie sure that she had found a good travel companion. She didn’t think for a moment that she had just spoken to the woman she would spend the rest of her life with.
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When Billie walked through the entrance of the university’s coffee shop a couple of hours later it suddenly struck her that she had no idea what Meg looked like. Indecision made her pause there, scanning the room for a solitary female, but there were several potential candidates. A very studious looking oriental girl was sitting nearby, reading a hefty text book, but she didn’t look up and gave no other indication that she was expecting company. An elegant redhead that looked more like a model than a student was at a table by the window, and though she was alone the fact that she was gazing out of the window indicated that though she was waiting for someone, it obviously wasn’t Billie. Her big blue eyes were scanning the passersby outside, still looking out for a friend or lover. The only other solitary female had dull greasy hair and skin to match, thick spectacles magnifying her eyes and giving her a rather owlish aspect. She was staring at Billie and it seemed obvious that this must be her travel partner.

Just my luck, thought Billie as she managed a brave smile and headed to the girl’s table. The girl by the door is cute, the redhead is absolutely gorgeous, but I get to look forward to spending hours in car with someone with a serious personal hygiene problem!

‘Billie?’ The girl Billie was moving towards had not spoken, confusing the young student, and she paused to look around the café. The redhead by the window had stood and was looking at her enquiringly. When Billie met her eye she was too shocked to speak for a moment, partly through surprise, but mostly because the young woman that she was looking at was even more beautiful than she had at first realized. Her face had an unusual delicacy to it that made it truly striking, yet her uncertain smile gave her an air of innocence that could break anyone’s heart, and Billie lost hers at that moment. The light from the window behind her shone through her hair, illuminating it and giving her an angelic radiance that stole Billie’s composure completely for a few heartbeats, though eventually she found her voice.

‘Yes, that’s me,’ she managed after a pause that seemed endless to her, ‘and you must be Meg.’

‘That’s right,’ confirmed the redhead, and her smile grew wider, eyes twinkling with a genuine happiness that only added to her beauty. ‘Hi! Let me get you a coffee.’ She reached for her bag but Billie hurriedly interrupted.

‘No, let me – do you want anything?’

‘No, I’m okay, thanks,’ replied the redhead, indicating the full china cup on her table, and with a last smile Billie turned to the café’s counter, glad for the chance to regain her composure. Meg was by no means the only attractive woman that she had ever met, but there was something about her that had completely overwhelmed her. As she ordered her coffee she wondered about what had just happened. Perhaps it was just surprise after wrongly identifying her travel partner, or maybe her recent encounter with Marcy had made her particularly vulnerable to a pretty face, she thought, but as she waited to pay she took another glance at Meg and she knew the truth. Even from the far side of a crowded café Meg’s incredible blue eyes, combined with another friendly smile, hit her with an impact that startled her and suddenly she believed in love at first sight. Meg was just her type, her pretty face and slim frame giving her an almost regal elegance, and she had an understated shapeliness that Billie found far more enticing than the move obvious charms of more curvy girls. It was impossible to know for sure at this moment, but she seemed like the friendly and happy go lucky sort of person that she normally found herself attracted to and, without realizing she was doing it, Billie took a deep breath in an attempt to calm herself before she picked up her drink and returned to Meg’s table. She was used to taking the lead, being in charge and watching amusedly as she robbed pretty girls of their composure, and she was struggling to cope with being on the other side of the fence for once. Feeling like a mouse between the paws of a mischievous cat, she sat opposite Meg and tried her best to act as cool as possible.

Meg wasn’t too sure what to make of Billie, the seemingly nervous young woman in front of her a marked contrast to the confident joker that she had spoken to on the phone a short time ago, but she seemed pleasant enough and she really needed that ride to the capital, so she decided that the quicker they got to know each other the better.

‘I’m really glad I saw your flyer – I hate travelling on the train. Last time it took me twenty-four hours to get home! It would probably have been quicker to walk instead!’

‘I’m glad you rang too. I wasn’t looking forward to driving down on my own. Do you live in the capital?’

‘Yes, well at least my parents do. I’ve finished my degree now and I haven’t got a job yet, but all the IT jobs are there so I’ll be living with them until I can afford my own place. What about you?’

‘I’m staying with a friend. I’ve been very lucky – as part of my design course I spent some time working for a big fashion company there and they offered me a job on the spot, as long as I completed my degree, so I’ll be starting work in a couple of weeks. I’ll stay with my friend for a while, but I want to get my own place too, when I can.’

‘Wow, you’ve done really well! I hope I can get something soon. I love my folks but after three years of university the thought of living with them again isn’t too appealing.’

‘You’ll get something,’ replied Billie, who was already imagining becoming friends with Meg, meeting her in the city for lunch dates, perhaps nights out... Coming back to reality with a start, she decided that she had to stop her little lesbian fantasy straight away before she said or did something stupid and instantly regretted it. ‘It’s going to be a bit strange leaving university and stepping into the real world. I think I’m ready for it, but I’ll miss the fun times I’ve had here.’ Billie decided to try to find out a little more about Meg, hoping to steer the conversation onto the subject of her sexuality, if only to put an end to her hopeful dreaming, and the redhead unwittingly obliged her almost immediately.

‘I can’t wait, to be honest. I’ve had to work really hard to get my degree – I went for an IT degree because I thought that there would be more chance of getting a job in that field, though I’ve not had any luck so far. I’ve lived like a hermit for three years, doing nothing but studying.’

‘Really?’ replied Billie, thinking back on the wild parties and even wilder sexual encounters that she had enjoyed during her time at university.

‘God, yes. I can count on one hand the number of times I’ve been drunk, and the nights out have been almost as rare. As for a sex life, forget it! I was surrounded by guys on my course, but I just didn’t have the spare time to commit to a relationship.’ A small part of Billie died as she accepted the inevitable. It would have been asking too much for this lovely creature to be a lesbian and at least she now knew that there was no chance of her fantasy becoming a reality. Part of her was a little relieved, knowing that they were destined to be friends at best, but as she absorbed the news Meg took her by surprise with a new question. ‘What about you?’ Billie hesitated for a moment, but her upfront nature took over and she decided to be honest.

‘Oh I’ve had some fun!’ she smiled. ‘I guess design is a less taxing subject to study than IT – God knows I wouldn’t have coped with your degree! I joined the gay and lesbian support group as soon as I got here and I’ve met lots of likeminded people that way.’

‘Well, at least one of us has got laid!’ laughed Meg in response, seemingly not fazed by Billie’s comment. ‘Hopefully when I’ve got my life on track I’ll meet a nice guy somewhere and start living a little myself!’ In Billie’s mind a door was slamming.
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Neither of the girls had any concerns about the other after their first meeting at the café, and the fact that they didn’t speak again before their journey to the capital was not a concern for either of them. When Meg received a text message letting her know what time Billie would be picking her up, a couple of days before they were due to leave, she sent a cheery reply back and made a mental note to ensure that she was up in time to be ready. Billie’s disclosure about her sexuality hadn’t concerned her in the slightest – though she was straight she had no issue with homosexuality and she was levelheaded enough to know that Billie was not likely to make any inappropriate suggestions during their journey. To her it was simply another part of Billie’s personality, and as she didn’t have any gay friends she thought it might be interesting to find out what it was like to have a different sexuality.

Billie had no concerns either, the knowledge that Meg was straight helping her to realize that there would be no prospect of anything more than good companionship as they both headed for their new lives. On the day of their journey she rose with an inexplicable feeling of optimism, looking forward to the future and happy to leave the world of education behind, and by the time she pulled up outside Meg’s accommodation she was keen to get moving.

‘Hello again,’ she grinned as she leapt from the car, ‘I hope you haven’t been waiting too long. Are you ready to roll?’ Meg had been sitting on a very large suitcase by the roadside, a smaller bag slung over her shoulder. She had been gradually moving less essential items back to her parent’s home over the last twelve months, and after throwing away, giving away or selling everything that she would no longer need she found that she had surprisingly little left. When she saw Billie’s battered old car she was glad that she was travelling light, as it looked like it would struggle to carry a heavy load!

‘Hi! No, I’ve been enjoying the sun, thinking about the future. I’ve enjoyed my time here, though it has been hard work, but now I’m keen to move on.’

‘I was thinking exactly the same thing myself!’ replied Billie as she helped Meg to lift her case and squeeze it into the car. A couple of minutes later they were on the road, and Meg was becoming increasingly concerned about their transport. They had quickly got onto the highway, but the other traffic was sweeping past them, Billie’s car seemingly unable to achieve the speed that everyone else was moving at.

‘No offence, but are you sure that your car will be okay travelling such a long way?’

‘It’ll be fine,’ smiled Billie, ‘it’s not really cut out for high speed travel, but it’s never let me down!’

Meg soon forgot her concerns, and as the car slowly but surely ate up the miles the girls relaxed and began to chat. They quickly found out a lot about each other, talking about their childhoods, their time at university and their hopes for the future, but Billie’s inquisitive nature soon led her to ask about Meg’s private life. She remembered the girl’s comment about sacrificing her personal life to focus on her studies for three years and it seemed that her time at university had been very different to her own. She couldn’t imagine being able to tolerate her studies without the escape of her adventurous sex life and she knew that she would look back on her student days as the most carefree and exciting time of her life.

‘Do you think you’ll have a little more time for yourself now that your studies have ended?’

‘I certainly hope so! It’ll be a challenge really, I’ve turned into a workaholic just to get me through it.’

‘Don’t you feel you’ve missed out, though? You must have been aware of all the fun everyone else was having.’ Meg paused for a moment before replying as she reflected.

‘Yes, but it was a price I had to pay. It’s a bit late for regrets anyway. If I’d spent any time socializing I’d have failed my course.’ A few moments of silence passed as both girls considered her answer. ‘Anyway, why don’t you tell me about all the fun I missed – it sounds like that group you joined did wonders for your social life.’

‘Social life, and love life too, to be honest,’ replied Billie, her naturally frank and forthright nature taking over and enabling her to discuss her sex life in more detail now that she knew Meg a little better. ‘It was just what I needed at the time. Moving away from my old life and being somewhere new where I could finally accept who I was and celebrate it, rather than deny it. I always knew I was gay, but I didn’t really address it when I was growing up. As my friends started talking about boys and then began dating I just followed suit, even though part of me always knew that I was kidding myself – my heart just wasn’t in it. I went on a few dates and eventually ended up dating a nice guy who I liked, though there was never any excitement or passion there. We slept together a few times and it was nice, but we both knew that something was missing.’

‘The sex life you’re describing sounds a lot like mine,’ commented Meg, ‘I gave up on men to concentrate on my studies, but after going to bed with a couple of guys at college it really didn’t seem like a big sacrifice!’ Both girls laughed at that, and Billie couldn’t resist making a cheeky comment.

‘Perhaps you’re a lesbian too, but you just haven’t realized it yet!’ She had been expecting Meg to laugh again in response before making a comment to confirm how much she liked men, but the redhead’s reaction was one of embarrassed silence instead and Billie quickly spoke again to fill the awkward quiet. ‘Me and my boyfriend ended up splitting up of course, but something happened just before I left for university that confirmed things for me and gave me the push I needed to make a new start. A few days before we all headed off to university, my friends and I all had one last wild night out on the town. I had been ill so I wasn’t drinking, but everyone else was completely wasted! We hit all the bars and clubs and ended up dancing the night away. Some of the girls decided to hook up with a group of guys we knew from college that we bumped into, some headed off home eventually and by the end of the night there was just three of us left – me, my friend Sammi and her cousin Jo. I didn’t really know Jo but when a guy asked Sammi to dance to a slow song Jo suggested that we dance too! She was so drunk that she could only just stand up, but suddenly there we were, hugging on the dancefloor.’ Billie was silent for a moment as she remembered, the only sound the road noise as they slowly headed uphill through the countryside, the university now far behind them. ‘Jo was a very cute girl and having her in my arms, feeling her body heat under my fingers, her breath on my neck and her body against mine was a real turn on. I knew then, and it was all I could do to stop myself kissing her, caressing her .... I went home alone that night, but I dreamt of Jo, imagined us together .... There was no going back after that.’

‘Wow, that’s quite a sexy story,’ replied Meg, making Billie begin to wonder again about her. Was she flirting with her? Was she not quite as straight as she had seemed?

There was an unexpected seed of doubt in Meg’s mind. She had never been in love, never found true sexual satisfaction in a man’s arms, but she had never been attracted to women. I’m obviously straight, she told herself, but the doubt lingered. If she opened her mind to the possibility, what would it feel like to embrace a woman as Billie had embraced Jo? If she stopped to think about it, what effect would the feel of a woman’s body have on her? Would the feel of a woman’s hands on her be a source of arousal, or an unpleasant intrusion? She looked across at Billie, imagining the two of them together, embracing and kissing, finding the fantasy strange, yet not unpleasant, and this discovery only served to create more questions in her mind.

‘I suppose every woman thinks about it,’ she said, her words more a thought spoke aloud than an attempt to take the conversation further, but what she said was enough to set Billie’s mind racing. She’s curious at least, thought the dark haired young woman as she kept her eyes on the road, a little afraid to glance across at her travel companion, unsure of what she might see. She could sense the redhead’s eyes on her as she drove, but would she see flirtation, interest, uncertain invitation or pure lust if she stole a glance at her?

Before she could decide on an appropriate reply Billie suddenly noticed her car was losing power, gradually but surely slowing. A quick glance at the dash told her that the engine was getting dangerously hot.

‘Shit!’

‘What’s up?’

‘We’re overheating – I’m going to have to stop soon.’ Now the landscape outside, which had previously looked so beautiful, took on a more ominous aspect. They had left their university town far behind and were now in the middle of a very remote and heavily forested area, and the traffic on the road had lessened as they left civilization behind. Suddenly they both felt very alone and the prospect of stopping by the side of the road in such a wilderness as night began to fall was far from welcoming.

‘I don’t suppose you’re a member of one of those organizations that rescue you if your car breaks down?’ asked Meg hopefully.

‘Nope!’ Just at the moment when they both began to imagine the worst a sign appeared in the distance by the side of the road. Billie had taken her foot off the gas as soon as they reached the peak of the hill that they had been climbing, letting the car coast along in neutral in a panicked attempt to travel as far as possible before surrendering to the inevitable and a few moments later they could make out the bold lettering on it as they rolled down the highway.

‘Gas, food and rooms – one mile,’ read Meg, disbelief in her voice. ‘Do you think we might make it?’

‘Maybe. If they sell fuel there may be someone there who can have a look at the car too!’

Luck was on their side as the road continued in a gentle downhill incline for some time, enabling Billie to nurse the car along without taxing the engine at all, and a few minutes later they were pulling up outside a small motel, complete with gas station and what looked promisingly like a bay for auto repairs, though the metal roll down door was firmly shut. Billie turned off the engine and they both stepped out into the darkening evening, heading for the welcoming light of the small motel’s reception.

The reception area was warm and clean, and though it was deserted, a few moments after they had entered a middle aged woman emerged from a doorway behind the counter, greeting them with what seemed like a genuine smile.

‘Good evening ladies. I guess you need some fuel – just give me a moment to turn the pumps and the lights on and I’ll be right with you.’

‘No, actually,’ replied Billie, ‘my car has just died and we need some help.’ A look of concern spread over the woman’s face as she took in their news.

‘Oh my! You’re really out of luck! My husband runs the garage and the gas station, but he’s shut everything down for the day. He’s had to go out with the tow truck to rescue someone who’s stranded in the hills, and I’ve got no idea when he’ll be back. I look after the diner and the motel, and I probably know less about cars than you do!’

‘Oh.’ Neither girl knew what to say to that, the unexpected shock of their situation rendering them mute for a moment. Luckily the owner provided a solution for them.

‘Why don’t you book into a room, I could rustle up a meal for you both, and I’m sure my husband would be able to have a look at your car first thing tomorrow? Luckily for you, I have just one room left!’ Billie paused again – she had no money to pay for the car repairs, let alone the cost of staying overnight in a hotel! Meg unexpectedly came to the rescue however, the redhead searching through her bag and producing a credit card.

‘Would it be okay if I paid for everything on this?’ she asked, offering it to the owner.

‘Of course, honey,’ she replied, taking it from her and tapping at the computer on the counter, ‘I’ll just charge for the accommodation and we’ll bill you for the car separately tomorrow once my husband has had a chance to look at it.’ Billie didn’t know what to say, but Meg turned to her to explain.

‘My parents gave me the card ages ago and made me promise to keep it on me, in case I found myself stranded or in trouble. They called it my emergencies card, and this is the first time I’ve had to use it!’

‘Thanks,’ managed Billie in response, ‘I’ll pay my half as soon as I can.’

‘Don’t worry about that now,’ smiled Meg as she took the keys that the owner had slid over the counter to her.
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Their room was not the biggest, but it was clean and warm and in the circumstances that was more than enough. The owner had taken their food order and even promised to deliver it to their room so that they didn’t have to walk to the deserted and rather uninviting diner, so they began to settle in for the evening, slowly getting used to the unexpected turn of events. They had recovered some overnight essentials from the car and they began to make themselves at home.

‘The bed’s a little on the small side,’ commented Meg as she looked around their home for the evening.

‘Don’t worry,’ replied Billie, ‘I’ll sleep in that armchair.’

‘Don’t be silly, it’s not that small! You’ll never sleep squeezed into that thing anyway! Listen, your sexuality doesn’t bother me at all. I’d rather you had a decent night’s sleep – you’ve still got a lot of driving to do tomorrow!’

By the time they had eaten and Billie had taken the plates back to reception it was getting quite late and they were both happy to go to bed. They both usually slept naked but in an unspoken agreement they decided to wear panties and T shirts to sleep in, both girls making an effort to avoid touching as they slipped into the slim double bed.

‘Goodnight,’ whispered Meg.

‘Night,’ echoed Billie, ‘and thanks for this. If I’d been on my own I’d be sleeping in the car right now.’

‘No problem,’ replied Meg in the darkness, ‘I guess it must be fate that I saw that flyer of yours!’ Billie laughed quietly, very aware of Meg’s slim form so close to her now. She turned to lie on her back, staring at the dark ceiling. It’s going to be a long night, she thought. I’ve done it again – let a straight girl get under my skin. The fantasy of introducing a girl to lesbian love was one which she had enjoyed in reality many times, but the frustration of being so close to a girl yet being unable to touch her was maddening. For all Meg’s comments of being curious and the ambiguous body language Billie had picked up on, there was no avoiding the fact that she was straight and Billie’s growing attraction to her could only stoke the fires of her frustration. Trying her best to focus on her new job and new life in the city, she closed her eyes and tried to drift off, but just as she began to slumber a bony knee in her thigh woke her again.

‘Ow!’

‘Oh God, sorry Billie,’ Meg whispered, her quiet voice so close.

‘It’s okay, this bed really is small!’

‘Listen, it’s just impossible, the two of us trying to keep still and not touch. How do you normally lie in bed?’

‘On my right side, normally.’

‘So do I, so let’s both do that.’ Both girls turned, leaving Meg lying behind Billie. In the confined space it was impossible for them to avoid touching, but again Meg had a solution. Moving closer to Billie, she whispered again in her ear.

‘Let me move closer, spoon against you – is that okay?’

‘Yes, that’s nice,’ replied Billie, trying not to betray just how nice it felt to have the object of her fantasy cuddling up to her. Their bodies seemed to touch from head to toe, the soft breeze of Meg’s breath on her neck, her soft little boobs warm on her back and her long legs against her own.

‘Good. This is nice and cozy, isn’t it? Goodnight...’

‘Night,’ whispered Billie as she felt a slim arm move over her waist, gentle fingers coming to rest on her tummy.
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Meg fell asleep almost immediately, fatigue suddenly sweeping over her, and though she slept soundly her mind busily tried to analyze and process the events of the day. In her dreams she was back in Billie’s car, yet still physically close, the strange logic of dreams leaving them both in bed together, yet still travelling. The heat of Billie’s body somehow evolved into a more spiritual warmth, a contentment and feeling of belonging, a sense that they were somehow destined to travel through life together. This vague sensation of sleepy happiness stayed with her all night.

Sleep didn’t come easily to Billie, though after some time she began to appreciate the unusual pleasure of sleeping in Meg’s arms, the knowledge that things would never go further helping her to enjoy the innocent intimacy for itself rather than as the first step to something more. When she woke she was surprised to find that they were both still lying in the position that they had fallen asleep in, Meg close behind her. She was much more surprised to find Meg’s hand gently cupping her left breast, holding it in the soft caress of a familiar lover. She knew that Meg must still be asleep, her steady breathing easy to both hear and feel as they were so close, but the intimacy of her touch was still an arousal and as she let her imagination wander her body responded. It was easy to pretend that they were indeed lovers and that, if she turned to face Meg, the redhead would respond with a sleepy smile. They would then kiss a morning greeting, enjoying waking together but both wanting something more... As Billie imagined making love with Meg her nipple stiffened under the redhead’s palm, and a familiar warmth began to spread deep in her crotch. There was one last surprise in store for her however, the familiar feel of feminine lips on her neck in a tender kiss made more precious by its unexpectedness. She’s still asleep, Billie told herself, but then what is she dreaming about now, and what inspired that little kiss? Just then a van noisily grumbled into life in the car park outside and Meg stirred, moving onto her back and ending her caresses. Something made Billie sit up, the end of their embrace making her keen to get up, knowing that they wouldn’t be together like that again.

‘Morning,’ smiled Meg from the bed, seemingly unaware of her earlier intimacies, and Billie couldn’t help but return the smile.

‘Morning!’

‘I slept a lot better than I thought I would, after all.’

‘Me too,’ lied Billie, ‘but if it’s oaky with you I’ll dive into the shower.’

‘Yeah, I’m feeling a bit lazy, so I’ll just wait here until you’re finished.’ With another smile, Billie stood and headed for the shower room and a moment later she had stripped and was naked under the hot water. The privacy of the bathroom was almost a relief and she found herself able to think more clearly about what had just happened. She knew that she had been much more turned on than she had admitted to herself, and the blurring of fantasy and reality had left her body anticipating a more real and physical contact, not the frustrating tease of an unfulfilled dream.

As she soaped herself she tried to put the night behind her, to look forward rather than back, but her body betrayed her, her own touches inspiring and arousing, hours of frustration giving her skin a sensitivity that she couldn’t help but enjoy. When she let her hands slide over her soapy breasts her nipples rose in response to her touch, the friction of her fingers inspiring a sexy tingle that thrilled. Moving a hand lower created a more primal urge however, her pussy suddenly demanding attention, unwilling to endure any more sacrifice. She simply had to touch herself and the thrill that she was rewarded with as fingertips sought out the most sensitive parts of her sex was a shock, many times more intense than she had anticipated.

‘Oh my God,’ she muttered as she stroked, the need to masturbate, to pleasure herself and bring on orgasm, almost too overwhelming to resist. When she pressed a fingertip at the entrance of her sex the digit was enthusiastically accepted, the walls of her quim already wet with anticipation. The sensation was overwhelming, Billie’s heart rate suddenly racing, and at any other time she would have surrendered to the urge to pleasure herself, but again she knew that she had to be sensible. Meg was on the other side of an unlocked door and she couldn’t be sure that her travel companion wouldn’t appear at any moment. The thought of being caught with her fingers in her pussy was scary enough to dissuade her for now, her common sense winning its battle with the urges of her body.

A few feet away, Meg was listening to the shower running and thinking about the previous night. In the time that she had spent with Billie yesterday she had grown quite fond of her and felt sure that they’d become close friends. Her sexuality had added something indefinable to their journey however, and Meg sensed that Billie was attracted to her. How she felt about Billie was a more difficult topic to consider. She liked her, and she was certainly very pretty, but the idea that she could be more than just friends with a woman was a hard one to accept. She had only ever thought about it in the most vague and general way in the past and though it certainly didn’t repulse her she had never had imagined herself actually having sex with a woman. However, now she had met Billie and got to know and like her something was different. She still thought of herself as straight, but the idea of fooling around with Billie had the unique appeal of something risky, something new, something exciting. She remembered cuddling up to her last night, the soft curves of her body against her own and the contentment that she had felt. It would be so different to being with a man, she thought, more intimate somehow, a meeting of minds and hearts as much as a meeting of bodies... At that moment Billie emerged from the bathroom, a towel wrapped around her body.

‘The shower’s free!’ she smiled as she grabbed her clothes, laying them on the end of the bed. ‘The water’s lovely and hot!’

‘Good – I like a hot shower,’ replied Meg as she sat up and moved to sit at the edge of the bed, her long legs stretched in front of her. ‘Are there more towels in there?’

‘Oh yes, there’s plenty.’

‘That’s good.’ Meg stood and stretched, her boobs pushing against her tight T shirt as she arched her back. Suddenly she was aware of Billie’s eyes on her bosom, the dark haired girl unable to resist stealing a glance at her breasts. Inspired by this flattering interest, the devil in Meg took charge for a moment, giving her the courage to do something both bold and out of character. ‘I guess I’d better take my turn then.’ Instead of undressing in the bathroom Meg slowly peeled off her T shirt where she stood, aware of Billie’s eyes on her. Her companion couldn’t help but stare, and Meg felt her nipples stiffen a little at the excitement of her exhibitionist striptease. Once she had discarded the T shirt she found that she was happy to slip her panties off too, taking her time, bending a little to pull them off, aware that Billie’s eyes were on her shaven pussy. When she stood straight again Billie’s eyes met hers, an unmistakable passion in them.

‘I’ll get dressed,’ said Billie, keeping eye contact as she removed her towel, but once she was naked Meg found her eyes equally unable to resist looking lower, taking in her pert boobs before glancing at the tiny triangle of black hair between her legs. When she met her gaze again Meg felt that her bluff had been called, the dark haired girl obviously aware of Meg’s interest in her body. She had enjoyed being the object of Billie’s desire, but her roving eye had told her friend that the feeling was mutual. Meg knew that Billie would not take things further and that as she had told her companion that she was straight she had to be the one that made the first move.

For a long moment the two girls stood there in silence, both naked and wanting the other, but Meg’s courage ultimately failed her and she fled to the safety of the bathroom.
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An hour later they were back on the road, having grabbed a quick breakfast in the diner. By the time they had both dressed and left their room Billie’s car had already been fixed, the owner’s husband having quickly assessed the problem and made the necessary repairs. Meg happily paid for the breakfasts and the car, again brushing off Billie’s apologetic offer to pay when she could, and they had swept back onto the highway in bright sunshine that contrasted starkly with the dark and uncertain cold of the night before.

The events of the last twenty four hours had certainly brought them closer, a natural friendship having developed quite quickly, but the sexual tension between them was a palpable thing now, Meg finding herself struggling with the decision it left her with. She had told Billie that she was straight and it was unfair to expect her to ignore that and make a pass at her. The ball was firmly in her court but as the capital grew ever nearer indecision continued to plague her. Had the moment passed? Should she have acted on her feelings last night, or this morning? Was she simply getting carried away, a victim of unusual emotions created as one episode of her life ended and another started? Were her feelings simply the product of a curiosity that had got out of hand? Should she just take the easy option and let it go?

Billie didn’t help her, keeping the conversation firmly on safe subjects and not referring to what had passed between them at the motel. Meg had no way of knowing, but the young lesbian’s heart was broken, the feeling that she had been given a glimpse of paradise only to have it snatched from her impossible to shake off. Though she’d enjoyed the casual sexual encounters of her student years, part of her had always longed for a woman that she could give her heart to, a woman with a mind to match her body, a woman who could return these feelings and love her just as deeply, a kindred spirit to share her life with. She had no way to know whether Meg could be that woman but something told her that fate had brought her someone very special, and now it was about to take her away again. She simply couldn’t bring herself to confess her feelings, needing Meg to tell her that she felt the same, needing to know that she could return her love.

They made good time and were soon pulling up outside Meg’s parent’s home, both of them wishing that they could change something, neither of them knowing how to. Billie helped Meg lift her case from the car and the moment that they had both dreaded had finally arrived, their time to say goodbye.

‘Well, that was a trip to remember,’ smiled Meg, though her grin felt very forced. A sudden hope that they would hug goodbye, and that the hug would naturally become something more, hit her and she resolved to make sure that she would not let her chance slip away.

‘Wasn’t it just! I’ll get that cash to you as soon as I can – I’m so embarrassed about it!’

‘Don’t worry about that. I’m hoping that we’ll keep in touch anyway.’ There was a pause then, Billie hoping that Meg would find the confidence to say something more, but when no words came she replied.

‘Yeah, I’m sure we will. Thanks for sharing the journey with me – I’ve enjoyed getting to know you. See you around, yeah?’

‘Of course,’ replied Meg, surprised to see Billie heading back to the car, realizing too late that the moment had passed. With a last wave Billie slid behind the wheel, driving away and leaving a heartbroken Meg to carry her bag to the door. Meg’s parents were on holiday so she let herself in and collapsed into an armchair, feeling that she had made a terrible mistake.
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After five minutes of driving Billie could go no further, pulling up in a nearby residential street and burying her face in her hands. She felt so ready to fall in love with Meg, but knew that without the redhead showing her that she had the courage to admit to her emotions there was nothing that she could do to force the issue. Her new life in the city had started with heartbreak, and she decided to give herself a couple of minutes to get her emotions under control before she resumed her journey. 

When she felt she was able to continue she reached for the ignition, but before she could turn the key her phone began to ring and when she saw Meg’s name on the screen her heart lurched in her chest. Taking a deep breath, she accepted the call.

‘Meg?’

‘Hi! Look, this is a bit embarrassing, but I’ve forgotten something. Could you pop back?’

Five minute later Billie was pulling up outside the house again, jumping out of the car and heading for the door, trying not to hurry, trying to keep her hopeful heart under control. Meg opened it before she could knock and they stood in silence again for a moment, just looking at each other, neither one sure what to say.

‘Sorry Billie, I...’ Billie could feel her heart being taken, the knowledge that, whatever happened now, part of her would always love Meg, and she finally found the right words.

‘Just say it, Meg.’ Those big blue eyes widened, the knowledge that her secret desire was acknowledged and returned overwhelming her for a moment, and she found her courage at last.

‘I .... I know this is crazy, but .... I think I’m falling in love with you, Billie.’ A moment later they were in each other’s arms, Billie closing the door with a foot as they embraced, holding each other so close.

‘Are your parents at home?’

‘No, they’re on holiday – we’re alone’

They kissed then, their first kiss so soft, hesitant and tender, yet emotionally overwhelming for both of them, Billie caressing Meg as the redhead’s hands settled on her back, holding her and never wanting to let her go. When the kiss ended another started, the feel of their lips meeting and parting a simple pleasure that gave them both so much, the contact uniting them emotionally as well as physically.

‘Can I ask a question?’ whispered Billie between kisses, Meg responding with a light kiss on her neck, happy to sample her friend’s soft skin. ‘I just wondered whether you were one of those girls who like to take things slow, date for a while, get to know someone really well, take their time, you know?’

‘Mmm, your skin is so soft...’ For a moment Billie thought she wouldn’t get a reply, Meg too absorbed in letting her hands slide over her body as she tasted the skin of her neck again and again, but she paused to speak for a moment. ‘If I don’t want to take things slow?’

‘You could take me upstairs and show me your bedroom.’

‘Sounds good...’

‘I could make love to you...’

They almost ran up the stairs, shedding clothes hurriedly as they went, and when they got to Meg’s bedroom they were both naked. They embraced in the doorway, hugging again but now able to enjoy the intimacy of their shared nudity, knowing now that nothing could separate them.

‘I thought I’d lost you, Meg,’ sighed Billie as she held the redhead in her arms, her soft warmth so arousing, ‘I thought I’d missed my chance this morning.’

‘No honey, I couldn’t have let you walk out of my life. I think I was just scared. This is the right time.’ As she spoke, Meg’s hands slid from the Billie’s back onto her bottom in a touch that was entirely sexual. There was no mistaking her feelings now, and to Billie her caress felt like a declaration of love. ‘Now, are you going to show me something new?’ 

‘Lie down.’ They broke their embrace and when their eyes met Billie could only see desire and anticipation in Meg’s gaze. There was no fear or uncertainty now and she happily lay on the big bed, her head resting on a pile of pillows so she could look between her parted legs and see, as well as feel, what Billie was about to do to her.

Billie lay between her legs, pushing one thigh down with a forearm and sliding her other arm under Meg’s other leg, reaching further and holding her lover’s hand, her face now so close to the beautiful pussy that she had only glimpsed that morning.

‘If you only knew how much I wanted this to happen...’ she whispered, in no hurry now.

‘I want it too, I can’t believe how much...’

Determined to take her time, Billie moistened two fingers with her tongue and gently massaged the flesh around Meg’s clit, enjoying the heartfelt sigh she inspired. Using the tip of her forefinger, she rubbed quickly there for a moment, Meg’s eyes closing as she gasped again, but only for an instant. She didn’t want to miss a thing, and Billie knew what she wanted to see. She wanted to watch a woman make love to her, to see her lick her pussy, and she was happy to oblige her. She dipped her head lower and licked at her sex in a series of brief but very wet lapping strokes, her own body responding with a surge of adrenaline that made her heart race.

Meg’s heart was racing too, the sight of Billie’s glistening tongue adding to the fantastic sensations that it inspired. She knew then that this would be an encounter unlike any other, more intense, more intimate and ultimately more satisfying than anything a male lover could provide. Billie’s dark eyes spoke without words as her fingers again caressed her flesh and the unmistakable sensation of a slim finger sliding into her sex literally took her breath away. She realized how wet she was then, and when the digit began to probe it felt like heaven, but Billie’s tongue returned to her clitoris and the combination took her to heaven.

‘How does that feel?’

‘Just .... amazing! Oh God...’

‘I’m not too deep?’

‘Oh no, I ... Oh my God!’ Billie had found her G spot and when her tongue returned to its labours Meg found herself coming, surprised at how quickly the moment had come, but more amazed at the depth and intensity of her orgasm as it overtook her. She was dimly aware that Billie had pushed a second finger inside her, and when her lover moved back a little so that she could fuck her with her fingers Meg put her own fingers on her clitoris, needing to touch herself, a slave to her body’s needs.

‘That’s right, come again for me,’ whispered Billie.

‘Again? But...’ Meg hadn’t understood, but when a second wave of pleasure crashed over her she knew for the first time what it was to make love with a woman, the bliss something beyond comparison. She felt Billie’s mouth kissing the inside of her thigh, but it somehow felt very far away, her mind taking her somewhere new, somewhere very far away. Two hands were working at her sex now, her hips rising off the bed to meet them as her orgasms rolled over her like waves on a beach, and it seemed to last forever.

When she began to recover and opened her eyes it was Billie’s smiling face that she saw, the dark haired girl supporting herself on her knees and elbows above her. Meg giggled happily as she pulled her down for another kiss, and as Billie rested in her arms the girls knew the true contentment that only satisfied lovers share.

‘God, that was fantastic,’ sighed Meg as Billie caressed a breast before stealing another kiss, an unspoken reminder that she would like to taste the joy that she had given so expertly.

‘I loved watching you come, it was so hot! I’m really wet...’ Billie kissed her again before briefly sucking a nipple that was still stiff with desire.

‘Really? I guess it’s time for me to return the favour, then.’ There was a brief flicker of uncertainty in Billie’s face.

‘If you’re sure... Listen, don’t feel under any pressure, I know it’s a big deal, your first time...’ Meg responded with a slow smile, a confidence there that had completely replaced the uncertainty of the straight girl that had become part of history a few moments ago.

‘I’m certain, I want to – I can’t wait!’ She sat up then and embraced Billie again, guiding her lover down even as she hugged her, the two girls swapping their positions. Kneeling over Billie, Meg leant down to kiss her inner thigh, working slowly towards her goal, but when she knelt up for a second to make herself more comfortable the sight of Billie lying naked on her bed was breathtaking enough to make her pause for a moment. ‘You look so wonderful.’ She had to kiss the smile she was rewarded with, but first she used the tip of her tongue to trace a line from Billie’s soft tummy, pausing to suck on a nipple for a moment. Only then did she kiss her, her lover passive, waiting for her pleasure. Billie was delighted that her lover was so comfortable in loving a woman’s body so quickly, but when Meg moved down between her legs again and, without a moment’s pause, began to gently lick at the lips of her sex she was overjoyed. In the past she had slept with straight girls that simply wanted to experience lesbian sex, and their hesitancy in tasting another woman’s pussy had always betrayed their true sexuality, but Meg simply began making love to her with a confidence and skill that belied her lack of experience. Her red hair fell across her face as she let her tongue move deeper and when Billie reached down to move it so that she could see her lover she was rewarded with a sight that would stay in her memory forever. Her pretty face, those incredible blue eyes, her little pink tongue, glistening as it worked away, wet with their shared moisture. Their eyes met and Meg smiled, though she didn’t pause in her feasting for a moment.

‘Oh Meg...’ Billie knew she had found a soulmate and each exquisite touch of her quicksilver tongue carried an extra significance, the pleasure deeper and more meaningful somehow. She sighed as she settled into the bed, knowing that she would come soon, enjoying the journey to heaven. ‘Put a finger in me, babe...’

‘Like that?’

‘Oh yes, just .... don’t stop licking there...’

‘You’re so hot inside!’

‘Hot for you, honey.... Oh fuck...’ Meg had taken the hood of skin covering her clitoris into her mouth and begun to suck on it, a wet heat to compliment the tongue still dancing over it, and Billie lost control. Her whole body tensed as she wetted Meg’s finger, and even as she spent she marveled at how wholeheartedly Meg had devoted herself to giving her this bliss, the abandonment of pleasuring someone she loved easily eclipsing any hesitation she might have felt.

Meg was kneeling up a little now, one hand fucking her as she used her mouth on her, and she wanted nothing but the satisfaction of inspiring ecstasy, needing to know that she could give the breathtaking, exciting pleasure that she had received, and when she realized that Billie was coming she felt that her heart would melt with happiness.

Once she sensed that Billie’s moment had passed she moved over her, into her arms and into a new world of happiness. They kissed again, content in each other’s arms, enjoying the feel of their bodies against each other, their kisses now slow and intimate, the tongues that had given so much pleasure now meeting and moving together. When Billie giggled quietly in mid kiss Meg smiled too, sharing her lover’s happiness, but curious about her laughter. She only had to glance into Billie’s dark eyes to prompt an explanation.

‘I was just thinking about that flyer – one of my better ideas, I think...’

‘Mmm, yes. It was lucky I had a sudden urge for a cappuccino at the right moment too.’

‘Must be fate...’ They kissed again then, in no hurry, knowing that they had all the time in the world.

‘You know, I never got that cappuccino – when I saw your flyer I rang straight away and then I kind of forgot about it.’

‘Don’t worry, I’ll buy you one, first chance I get. Until then, perhaps I can give you something else...’ When Meg felt a hand moving down her body she didn’t realize Billie’s intention at first, but when a gentle fingertip found her sex she understood. ‘Ready for an encore?’

‘You bet! Here, let me...’ There was a moment of awkwardness as they adjusted their position slightly but a few moments later they both had a hand on their lover’s sex. Now they could kiss again, their body heat rising with their passion as they slowly pleasured each other.

‘You’re very wet, Meg!’

‘So are you! Oh yes, like that...’

‘Mmm, I guess you must be turning me on... Push a finger inside again...’

‘God, that is such a turn on – you’re so hot inside!’

‘Yeah, in and out... Let’s see if we can come together...’

‘Oh yes, that would be so good .... kiss me again...’ They kissed with a renewed passion, their tongues eager to emulate their fingers, busily probing and exploring, seeking pleasure as they gave it, but as pleasure began to take them they both found themselves simply content to watch the other.

‘Are you close?’

‘Yes, it’s... are you?’

‘I’m coming, honey, oh...’

‘Oh God, I can feel – Jesus, that feels so good, don’t stop!’

It seemed that they would never tire of looking into each other’s eyes, seeing so much there. As they came together they could see their shared passion, see a shared future and see a mutual understanding that only comes once in a lifetime, but above all those things they saw the one thing they knew would be all that they needed – love.
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