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For J

You know who you are


Jenna’s Choice

by Belinda LaPage and edited by Lyricalli

Throbbing music

pounds through me

so hard my fingers tingle

all rhythm, no melody

Lights flash

twined bodies fill the dance floor

grind together to form

a single organism

sleek, lithe

feline

A club with no men: Jenna's choice

The vacation together: that was mine

Barbados: Jenna

The Sapphire Hotel: me

I wanted the spa, a facial

braids in our hair

Brazillians for two? Our outfits?

I had never!

They were Jenna's choice as well

Wet, faux-leather short-shorts

outerwear bras

hers with a breathtaking panel

cut into each side-swell

Jenna's choice is next

I know what she wants now

maybe I always have

I'm ready!

I'm yours!

I could scream the words aloud

and she wouldn't hear

There's safety in the dance

but I can't bear safety any longer

Senses overload

sight

sound

smell

all meaningless

in the writhing beast

There is only touch

Jenna's touch

her hip, an elbow

The tips of her breasts

brush across my back

I lift my braids to cool my neck

Jenna's finger slides beneath my bra strap

It's your turn

Your choice, Jenna

God help me

Choose while my answer is still yes


Book 1 – Note to Self


I

───Ξ───

I’m Straight

Private journal of Anna Volakas


Monday September 22
nd
, 2014


I feel strange writing this down. No, not strange … guilty. I don’t know why I feel that way, because it doesn’t make sense, but I do
 know what’s causing it and maybe if I put it on paper then it won’t be in my head any more. Then maybe I can sleep again at night. Let the damn paper feel guilty.

But here’s the thing: I’m not completely sure I want
 it out of my head. How’s that for messed up? The truth? I haven’t felt this excited … this alive
 … since my honeymoon. I think that’s why I feel guilty; not because what I’m feeling is wrong – I don’t think it is – but because these feelings should be reserved for Nick, my husband.

──────

Shit. I just re-read what I’ve written so far and I sound like a lying, cheating bitch. Even to myself. But I’m not … at least, I’ve taken a long, hard look inside and I don’t believe
 I am.

What if someone reads this? What if Nick reads this? Holy crap, Nick, are you reading this, baby? I can picture it so clearly; I left this thing lying open, or you went looking in my drawer for my keys, or any one of a million other things that could put this in your hands. Maybe I got killed at work and you’re sifting through my stuff, trying to make sense of the insensible, and this is what you find! Now I feel like an utter turd. Part of me wants to tear out this page and burn the fucking thing.

But I have to go on. I have to. Nick, baby, if you are reading this then please keep an open mind. Know that I love you. Always have, always will. Nothing has changed there. There is something new, though; something inside me that I have to deal with, and it doesn’t affect the way I love you. I’m not trying to make something happen with Susan, but if it did – and I know you probably won’t believe this – then it might actually be good for me. Good for us. I feel that very strongly.

──────

Damn, clock’s ticking, Anna. Forty minutes writing this and so far, all you have is a page full of bullshit and innuendo. Maybe it’s time to take a concrete pill – as they say at the station – and harden the fuck up! Okay, here goes: I think I’m a lesbian. A rug-munching, fuzz-bumping, clam-digging, scissor sister! A fucking diesel-dyke copper; what a cliché.

I thought that would make me feel better, but it didn’t. It makes me feel worse, not least of all because it’s not true. I just made myself cry. Good job, Anna.

I’m straight; I like guys.

I like the way they look and I like the way they feel.

I love my husband.

I don’t go for chicks.

I don’t check out their tits or their legs.

I don’t undress them in my mind.

I don’t find them interesting … except for Susan.

Susan!

Susan is …?

… ?

Interesting.

For the life of me, I don’t know what’s interesting about a middle-class white woman in suburban America.

──────

It’s not guilt. I just worked that out. I think it’s shame, and that burns so much hotter than guilt. If it were just the incident at the kindergarten barbecue, then maybe it would
 be guilt. Maybe I could deal with that more easily. Heck, maybe I would have forgotten about it by now. Forgotten about her
 by now.

It was the dream; that’s what feels shameful … even though it shouldn’t. Nothing that feels that good should feel shameful. If only ‘good’
 was all it felt, but it felt right
, too.

Shit, I’ve been at this for over an hour now and I’ve gotten exactly nowhere. Are you still reading, Nick? Are you bored yet? Confused? Disgusted? How could you be? I haven’t actually said anything – not anything of substance. Is there even anything substantive to tell? There must be, I can still feel it inside me. I started this wretched journal to get it out where I could deal with it, so let’s have at it.

‘The Incident’, capital-I, inverted commas, the whole enchilada. Geez, chill-pill Anna; it’s not one of those apocalypse TV dramas like Revolution, where they refer to some shadowy event in the past that wiped out civilization. It was nothing so macabre. I feel like saying something trite like ‘but it rocked my world’, but it sounds so … well, trite! Even reading it back, it sounds ridiculous, but it’s how I feel. Is that weird? Can a stupid, clichéd phrase perfectly describe such complex emotions? Is anyone still reading? Is Anna ever going to grow a set and actually write down what happened rather than every single fucking girly emotion that courses through her estrogen-soaked walking corpse?

──────

It was the kindergarten barbecue. It’s Jimmy’s first year at kinder; geez, it seems like he was a baby just last week. The parents’ committee put on the barbecue as a getting-to-know-you sort of thing. Most of the moms turned up and about a third of the dads – that’s modern parenting for you. Nick was there. I’m proud of him for that. He was probably just networking and drumming up local contracting business. I know how he loves local jobs. He gets to sleep in (until 6:30am! But that’s contracting and he walked into it eyes open) and sometimes he comes home for lunch. I do shifts, so sometimes I’m home when he is, and if I’ve just come off a late-shift and Jimmy is with his Nona, then I might still be in bed and … well … I guess I love it too when he has local jobs.

A few of the moms introduced themselves. I remembered all of their names, but that’s the police training, not because I clicked with any of them. Most of the ones there without husbands were stay-at-home types whose lives revolve around their kids. I’m not judging them as more or less worthy than me, we just don’t have a lot in common.

Often at that type of thing, you don’t get to socialize because you’re busy supervising kids, but that’s one attraction of a kinder function, the kids know each other, they’re locked in, and the play equipment is all age appropriate. I followed Jimmy around for a little while but he didn’t seem to need me, so I drifted away. Like every barbecue in North America since Columbus first lit a fire under a buffalo, the guys gravitated towards the grill, and the women moved far enough away so they wouldn’t hear the foul language. And of course, they prepared way more salad than would actually be eaten.

So of course I grabbed a brew and stepped up to the grill.

Some of the others looked rattled but Nick didn’t bat an eyelid; he knows I work with guys all day and he knows the way cops talk. Heck, we’ve had enough of them around to our house over the years. I was wearing what Nick calls my ‘off-duty uniform’, navy-blue tee-shirt, jeans and sunglasses. Exactly the same as the rest of them, in other words … except my jeans were a bit tighter. The tee-shirt too, if we’re being honest. God made me petite everywhere except up top, and if you can’t hide ‘em then you might as well flaunt ‘em. All the guys had sunglasses, so I couldn’t see their eyes, but sometimes you don’t need to see to know where they’re looking. And I don’t mind that; it can be creepy when a guy feels you up with his eyes, but it’s kind of sweet when they’re just enjoying the view and think you can’t tell. Nick doesn’t mind, thank God; he’s proud of my body, small but toned.

I could tell I was cramping the conversation, but then Nick told them I was a cop and one idiot asked if I had my off-duty piece. In a kindergarten, for fuck’s sake!

“What do you think, smart guy?” I laughed to keep it friendly – even though I thought he was an idiot – and held out my arms, turning right and left; my tight tee and jeans made it obvious I wasn’t carrying. “Where do you think I’ve got it stashed?”

Unconsciously, his eyes dropped to my waist – I had invited it after all – and even with the sunglasses on everybody saw him do it.

“Geez, it’s a Beretta, not a fucking Derringer!” I said with mock surprise. “It’s not going to fit up there! I mean, Mom warned me to carry protection when I started seeing boys, but maybe I misunderstood what she meant.”

The guys all cracked up, and I was happy to see the idiot a bit red-faced. Pretty soon they were back to normal and I was one of the guys. Just like on the job.

──────

I just re-read all of that. Funny how it doesn’t mention Susan. I’m such a coward. I’ve run out of time and my shift starts in a couple of hours, so I’ll have to finish this tomorrow.


II

───Ξ───

Do You Want a Hand with That?

Private journal of Anna Volakas


Tuesday September 23
rd
, 2014


New development. I just got an IM.

Hi Anna, sorry again about Sunday.

Drinks Fri night? Sus x

@Susan.Richards.MD

Shit, what does that all mean? ‘Sorry’
? Is she into that kind of thing and just made a mistake? Or is she hetero and thinks I took it the wrong way? Either way, she knows I’m straight. Drinks? Sure, straight girls do that. Even if they do get off on the wrong foot. It’s not like we parted angry, but we didn’t exactly become BFFs either. Obviously she got my details from the kinder contact list, so she remembered my name. That’s interesting. Unless she picked the only Greek surname off the list and rolled the dice; the black hair and olive skin is a bit of a giveaway. So what does all that add up to? Jack shit, that’s what.

But ‘x’
? Not an initial, so a kiss? People sign-off like that … I think. Cops don’t. Nobody I know does. Maybe teenagers. But doctors? What does that mean? Want to get some drinks and finish up with some hot tongue action? Shit, I just read that back … I didn’t mean … I just meant kissing. For fuck’s sake, who blushes when they’re alone?

I can’t think about it now; I still need to write out what happened.

──────

I’m a cheap date. At 114 pounds, one beer is about as much as my system can handle, and ten minutes after I put it in, it wanted to come out the other end. Seems like the only time I can control my bladder is on patrol – because I have to – but any other time …? It started when I was pregnant, peeing every ten minutes, but Jimmy was nearly five years ago, so things should have returned to normal. It’s a bitch to be me. Pity party for one.

Surprisingly, the kinder actually has a decent adult bathroom. The building isn’t new, so it probably wasn’t always a kindergarten and the two-stall ladies bathroom is a legacy of a previous age. I did my thing and then stood washing my hands in front of the long mirror, looking at my reflection and checking for lines and grey hairs, making sure nothing was sagging that should be firm. I was washed and dry and everything else was five-by. I still looked great.

I was looking at my breasts – hey, I had to keep up with the guys who had been staring all afternoon – and realized they weren’t tender. I’d never had pre-menstrual breast-pain until recently, but probably from the beginning of this summer I’d noticed it, the last day or two before my period. It had returned right on cue the day before the barbecue, but it was gone again and that was weird. I felt them to make sure; gingerly at first, but there was no pain.

“Don’t mind me, I just need to pee.”


Holy fuck, where did you come from?
 Stealth-mom! I didn’t even hear the door. She was early thirties like me, about my height or an inch taller, and a similar petite shape without the muscle-tone. But that’s where the similarity ended. She had styled blonde hair that she wore down, just past the shoulder, and she was dressed in a white, sleeveless blouse and soft-pink skirt with pantyhose and a pair of white, wedge sandals.

She looked at me holding my breasts and I saw a slight change in her eyes, a mix of curiosity and maybe concern. “Do you want a hand with that?” she asked without inflection.

What the fuck? Do I want a hand feeling my tits? Jesus!

“Do you want to go fuck yourself?” I shot back deadpan. It was out of my mouth before I could take it back; it was the sort of thing I’d say at work if a crack-whore made the same offer, but this middle-class mom had surprised it out of me.

That same look of curiosity and concern stayed on her face for a two-count while she processed what I’d said, then her blue eyes bulged comically for a second and her face dropped in horror. Poor thing had probably never heard language like that. And then she surprised me, she burst out laughing. It just exploded from her – this sudden burst of hilarity – and her face transformed from horror to outright glee. God only knows what my face looked like; I’d just been lesbo-propositioned in a kindergarten bathroom, told a soccer-mom to fuck herself, and now I was getting laughed at.

“Oh shit! Whoops!” she clutched her groin, still giggling uncontrollably. “I almost peed myself. Give me a moment.” And then she ran into the stall and slammed the door.

I heard the sounds of cotton and nylon as she did battle with her skirt and pantyhose, talking the entire time in broken half-sentences.

“I’m so sorry,” she began. “I don’t know how that must have … I mean, I’m not … I didn’t … Oh fudge, now I can’t pee. Shut up a minute …”

I don’t know why she was telling me to shut up; I hadn’t said anything since I told her to fuck herself. A moment later, she got started and I heard a soft sigh of relief.

“I’m Susan,” she said through the door. “Zack’s mom. I think I introduced myself earlier.” (She hadn’t) “I’m so sorry, I can’t imagine what you must have thought. It’s just … I saw you doing a breast exam and it looked … well it looked like you hadn’t done one before.”

That was actually true. Nick examined them regularly and in minute detail, though possibly not for lumps or anomalies. Since Jimmy was weaned, I’ve pretty much left them to their own devices. I was deeply regretting what I’d said at this point; how could I have thought she was propositioning me?

“Um … no, I’m … um sorry,” I stumbled through an apology. If it was my son doing it, I would have made him start over.

“What do you have to be sorry for?” she laughed. I heard the sound of tearing toilet paper and then she paused again before resuming over the flushing toilet. “The look on your face was priceless, and I completely deserved it.” She stopped talking again to do battle with the pantyhose and to get her skirt back down over her hips.

She came out smiling with roses in her cheeks and looked at me in the mirror. I felt a little pang of jealousy at her blonde good-looks; petite and feminine, she was the quintessential yummy-mommy.

“I’m a doctor,” she explained. “I have women parading around in my exam-room with their boobs hanging out all day, so showing them how to examine themselves is the most natural thing in the world for me.” She shrugged as she dried her hands with a ‘what-can-you-do?’ gesture. “I just spend so much of my life with patients, sometimes I forget how to relate to real people.” Then she smiled again, “So when I ask to feel your boobs, it’s just how doctors say hello.”

“Right,” I said flatly. “Well I’m a cop. I spend my days with crack-whores and dealers, so when I tell you to go fuck yourself, that’s just how cops say hello.” I couldn’t help a smirk at the end of that. We’d just both done what comes most naturally, and in retrospect, it was kind of funny.

“I’m sorry, I don’t remember your name,” she said. I hadn’t told her yet, but doctors probably weren’t as good with names as cops; they dealt with one person at a time and had all their details on a clipboard. Or so I believed from watching TV dramas.

“Anna Volakas,” I said, still looking at her in the mirror. “Sergeant.”

“Susan Richards,” she replied, smiling. “M.D.” There was a little flicker of ironic acknowledgement in her eyes, suggesting we both knew it was absurd to be using titles at a kindergarten barbecue, but still we couldn’t help ourselves. Curse of the career woman. Obviously I had mischaracterized her as a soccer-mom.

“So did you …” she searched for the words, “… um, want to?”

“Want to what?” I asked, genuinely confused.

“Learn how to do a self-examination,” she smiled. And then, holding up her hands, “I won’t touch. Promise. Learned my lesson the first time.”

I didn’t really want to talk about breasts with this unusual woman, but she had completely disarmed me with her wit and that almost hysterical outburst of laughter. Part of me was curious; I knew it was something I had been ignoring for a long time that I really should learn, but it wasn’t like I was ever going to have an idle moment when I would decide to look it up for myself.

“Fuck it,” I breathed. “Okay. What do I have to do?”

“What? Oh, okay,” she smiled. “I didn’t think you were going to. You just had that look.”

“I wasn’t
 going to,” I admitted.

“Right, well. First thing: you don’t just feel,” she began in a brisk tone, unbuttoning her blouse and pulling it untucked from her skirt. “You need to look as well, and you can’t do either properly wearing a bra.”

Shit, I didn’t see this coming. I just met the woman, I wasn’t really planning on having a titty tea-party with her. I felt a moment of reluctance when an icy shiver went down my back, but then I had to smile inwardly; how many times had I had them out when Jimmy was breast-feeding? That was a few years ago now, but it seems that some of the dignity that fled my life the day I lay on a bed with a doctor, Nick, and two midwives staring up my twat was finally growing back. What the hell, I said to myself, I could get the girls out for another public performance. Just this once, by popular demand.

“I teach a three-step exam, rather than the five-step,” she explained. “A lot of women promise to your face that they’ll do weekly exams, but then life takes over and they forget, so simpler is better.”

Susan was pulling off her blouse already as she talked to me in the mirror, revealing an expensive, lacy white bra. Such a typical suburban yummy-mommy. The pink skirt hugging her slim hips contrasted with the creamy, white flesh of her stomach, perfectly flat and not a hint of muscle. How did she get it that flat without crunches? Everywhere else was soft curves. Her waist wasn’t angled like mine; it was just a continuation of the gentle curve of her hips that flowed smoothly out again at her breasts – petite like the rest of her, snugly tucked into a pretty girlie bra that she picked out precisely for the reason that it could be shown off through the blouse.

“I’ll just show you number one and two,” she went on. “One is in the shower and two is in the mirror. Three is in bed, so we can leave that one until we get to know each other a bit better,” she joked. At least it sounded like a joke.

Throwing modesty to the wind, I pulled my tee-shirt over my head to reveal my highly practical and comfortable black Lycra bra, just as she was reaching behind to unclasp that Victoria’s Secret page three special.

Susan shrugged off her shoulder straps, and cupping it in both hands she lowered it to reveal her breasts, full at the bottom with a gentle ski-jump curve on top. With my fingers working at the clasp on my own bra, I froze, an unfamiliar shiver pricking goose-bumps on my arms and making the little hairs stand on end.

Oh my God. They match!

The thought was so clear and real, I wondered for moment if it had come out of my mouth. Her areolas were tiny, about the size of pennies, with small, slightly upturned nipples at the center of each – so small and perfect, it was hard to believe they’d ever seen the inside of a baby’s mouth. But the thing that stopped me was the color; it was the exact
 shade of pink as her skirt.

My own skin is a Mediterranean olive brown – almost dark enough for skinhead Nazi punks to call me ‘colored’, but really no more than the deep tan that an Anglo can go if they see a lot of sun. I guess I’ve seen white girls’ tits before – mostly at night busting street walkers who won’t get a fucking room – but I haven’t ever been affected like that. It was actually scary; I could feel my jugular throbbing in my neck.

I managed to get my bra off and put it on the counter, hoping that Susan hadn’t seen my reaction to her breasts. I inspected my own in the mirror; full and round at the tops and sides, the extra weight made them sit a bit wider than Susan’s. My areolas are much bigger, smooth and brown and the size of a baby’s hand. I suppose I was so used to my own shape and color that Susan’s had caught me off-guard, but that difference made them seem exotic somehow, maybe forbidden. Looking at them gave me the same feeling as seeing something you’re not supposed to, or not accustomed to, like when a guy has his feet up and you can see right up the leg of his shorts to his underwear.

But I think most of all it was the color, not that it was different to mine, but that it matched her skirt. Those smooth curves of pink that clung to her hips and stretched across the parting of her legs were the color of sex, and there was so much of it, it hurt my eyes to look.

“Number one you can do in the shower, because it’s just by touch, not by sight,” she began, holding her left arm in the air and nodding at me to copy. “So working from the outside to the center,” she continued, pressing into her breast with all four fingers, “move the pads of your fingers in a circle, feeling all of the flesh of your breast. You’re looking for any lumps or thickening of the tissue. And don’t forget the armpit area.”

I copied on my own body, but although I was ostensibly watching her to see what she was doing, I was staring at those tiny button nipples, pink and sexual and perched in the middle of that creamy, soft and somehow virginal flesh. All the while, that expanse of the same pink down below pressed at the periphery of my consciousness like a flashing neon sign saying, “Sex: down here!”

My nipples peaked, but I was able to cover one with my hand and as soon as I rubbed it out, I quickly swapped breasts to conceal the other one.

“What if someone comes in?” It was the first thing I had said since the half-assed apology; Susan had been chattering on enough for both of us.

“One of two things,” she said with a smile, swapping breasts. “Either that we’re doing a breast exam …” I saw her eyes flick down to my nipples, which despite my best efforts had peaked again and stood out thick and proud about a quarter inch.

“Or?” I encouraged her to continue.

“Or we’re a couple of lessos about to get it on,” she finished with a straight face.

I was still aroused and confused and not prepared for that, and I snorted laughter through my nose. That got Susan going, and soon she was giggling, which got me going again. With arms still in the air and feeling our breasts like some kinky topless rendition of Swan Lake, every time we both almost got the giggles under control, one would break – usually Susan – and we’d both be going again like a couple of schoolgirls.

“You know I’m never going to be able to do this again without laughing,” I said, catching my breath and getting myself under control.

“What about me?” she asked earnestly, but still with a big grin. “What if I’m examining a patient and I crack up feeling her boobs?”

I pictured that and it made me laugh again, because it was something that might really happen.

“What’s number two?” I asked. “And don’t say we need to get our panties off for that!” I added sternly.

She almost cracked-up again, but the professional doctor inside took over.

“Okay. Number two is in the mirror. This one is just with the eyes, so do it when you get out of the shower.” She stood with arms by her side, staring straight ahead at her breasts while she talked. “Raise your arms above your head.” We both did. “And look for any dimpling or puckering, especially if it’s just on one side.”

I watched my breasts lift as I reached up, taking it seriously and looking for any differences, my eyes flicking involuntarily to Susan’s pink nipples and then down to her skirt, making my breath feel hot in my throat, and my nostrils flare as I exhaled.

“Good!” she encouraged me. “Now, last one: hands on hips …,” we both did it, staring straight ahead. “… and flex your chest. You’re looking for the same thing, puckering or dimpling as your breasts move.” I watched her do it first, her breasts lifting slightly and minutely closing together. I copied her, but I work my pecs pretty hard with barbell curls, and my breasts leaped up so hard they bounced, closing together almost to the point of forming cleavage.

“Holy cripes!” Susan blurted, “Do that again!” She was watching me, eyes wide and mouth open in what might have been horror or amazement. Showing off a bit, I flexed one side and then the other, making them bounce independently.

Susan took a stunned half step towards me with her hand reaching out before she realized what she was doing and pulled back with a start, like she’d touched something hot.

“Oh God, I’m so sorry,” she apologized, blinking, but looking directly at me now while I still watched her in the mirror. “Shit, I nearly reached out and touched them … Shit! I said ‘shit’!”

“Yeah, clean up that potty mouth,” I laughed. “You can’t use that kind of fucking language in front of me.”

I watched in the mirror as she looked up at my face and laughed nervously. I flexed my chest on the side closest to her one more time and the breast jumped again, startling a surprised “Oh” from her.

I was still buzzing from the laughter and arousal, and I was charmed by her girlish reaction to my showing off; the next thing I said just came out before I could edit it.

“You can touch them if you want,” I invited.

“What?” She looked back up at my face. “Are you sure?”

I wasn’t sure, but my heart had just kicked up a notch and I was too proud to back down.

“Go ahead, knock yourself out,” I said with a casual note that belied the tension I felt. “Just no tongue, you lesbo bitch.”

That disarmed her and she laughed again, double-checking my smirk to make sure I wasn’t serious.

I kept facing forwards, watching in the mirror as she stepped towards me, looking down gravely at my breasts. Moving like molasses, she brought one hand slowly up, hovering uncertainly below its target before she found a new surge of courage – or maybe it was that professional instinct kicking back in – and closed her palm beneath me with her thumb above the nipple, my C-cup too big for her small hand to support completely.

Oh man, it most definitely did not
 feel like a doctor holding me. I was standing in a body-builder pose with my feet apart and arms out to the side – although my lean, cut muscles are nothing like a body-builder’s – and Susan had come closer than she probably intended, so now my arm was nestled between her soft breasts, sending confused tingling messages shooting through my body. She seemed at least as nervous as me, and I could feel tiny twitches through her fingertips as she gently cupped me; it was like she was concentrating on trying not to squeeze.

“Okay, go,” she said softly. I gave it another hard flex and startled her again, involuntarily squeezing me and making my large nipple bulge out between her fingers and thumb. “Oh jeepers! Your boobs have muscles!”

“It’s just the pecs,” I explained. “They’re behind and a bit above your breast. You can build them up with …” The expression on her face stopped me. She was still cupping me, but now she was looking up at my face, her brows drawing together and a smirk curling at the corner of her mouth. “… a-a-a-a-n-d … you’re a doctor,” I said slowly, a blush spreading up my cheeks as I realized my mistake. “You’ve sat through more anatomy classes than I’ve busted drug dealers.”

“Uh-huh,” she smiled. “It was a figure of speech.”

“I feel like a dork,” I said, rolling my eyes.

“You feel like a ripped
 dork,” she said, impressed. “Do it once more for me and I’ll forgive you.” She smiled again and placed her other hand warmly on the bare skin of my back just above my jeans. I flexed once more and held it, then popped it quickly a few times. She squeezed me gently as it almost jumped from her fingers. “That is so cool,” she laughed, letting me go. “I so
 wish I could do that. Michael would go mental
!”

“Michael’s got absolutely nothing to complain about,” I complimented her as we both reached for our bras. “And guys aren’t as impressed by that as you’d think.”

Her pale cheeks looked flushed as she slipped back into her pretty bra.

What had just happened? Was that two women making friends and sharing personal health advice? Was it a seduction of some kind? Or did we both just discover something about ourselves that we never suspected?

──────

God, I’ve been writing furiously all morning and missed lunch. And I still have to pick up Jimmy and drop him at Nona’s before my late-shift, so I won’t get this finished today, either.

I read through everything above and felt those same confused feelings all over again. Some of what I’ve written is colored by the dream I had on Sunday night. I guess I was thinking those things at the time – about her nipples and her skirt, and the touch of her breasts on my arm – but I wasn’t conscious of it while I was doing it, and I didn’t walk away thinking about sex or my own sexuality. It’s hard to explain. I was
 aroused, but I wasn’t thinking
 about being aroused. I wasn’t thinking about much at all, except how strange it felt … but fun. Susan was fun, and I made a friend. The lesbian jokes we were both making were real; we were joking around and having a laugh; they weren’t just a smokescreen for homoerotic thoughts, although that’s the way it sounds when I read it back.

It wasn’t until after the dream that I replayed everything through a different lens and it made me wonder what Susan was thinking. I know she felt something, but was she ahead of me or behind? Had she felt that way before, or was it her first time, too? And more importantly, has she admitted to her feelings like I am having to? Or are they still bottled up inside that stern-but-pretty doctor’s façade?

I still have one thing to do before I pick up Jimmy; I need to answer her IM about drinks. I don’t drink on work-nights, but I’m back on early shifts from Friday and I have Saturday off. So I guess I’m going … I guess.

Drinks sound good. Anna

@SgtAnna24415

I haven’t pressed Send yet. I’ve been staring at that for a minute or two, knowing I have to leave and I don’t have time to dither. I think she took a chance with her message. I want to, too.

Here’s what I just sent:

Forgiven.

Yes drinks, Fri night.

Wear something sexy ;-) Anna

@SgtAnna24415

Oh crap. What have I done? The wink smiley was meant to say ‘I’m joking,’ but it could be taken another way. I think part of me knew that before I hit send.


III

───Ξ───

You Go First

Private journal of Anna Volaka


Wednesday September 24
th
, 2014


I feel sick. Susan hasn’t replied to my IM. I’ve been re-reading my journal and comparing it to my memory, and now I’m not sure what was real and what I made up. I think it was all real. I think I felt something and I think Susan did too, but I didn’t start
 thinking that way until Monday. What really
 happened?

And we were
 joking around! My IM was no worse than any of what we said face-to-face, but it’s hard to convey tone in text. That’s why I added the smiley; just kidding! Shit, now she thinks I’m a lesbian.

But what was I trying
 to say? I don’t think I know any more.

I’ve been looking at that last line for twenty minutes now. I do
 know what I was trying to say. I was trying to say ‘I’m game, but you go first.’ What a coward.

I don’t have time for writing today. I need to think about this some more.

Or maybe I need to forget about it…


IV

───Ξ───

Something Will Happen, One Way or Another

Private journal of Anna Volakas


Thursday September 25
th
, 2014


Sorry surgery day 4me yest and missed ur msg.

8pm at ShangriLa tmrw. Sus x

@Susan.Richards.MD

That just came through. I have a late shift tonight and an early tomorrow, so I need to do housework now instead of thinking about her. No time for writing.

Shit. I’ve been sitting here thirty minutes. I need to get moving.

What does she mean? An excuse for not replying earlier; can I take that at face value? Let’s say yes, so there’s nothing in that. There’s nothing about my joke, so that’s bad. If she took it as a joke then she’d joke back. If she took it seriously and wanted to go further, she’d joke back – maybe thinly veiled. But nothing? Did it upset her? Or is she still thinking about it? And then ‘Sus x’; it’s probably just her standard signoff, but would you blow a kiss to someone who just made an inappropriate sexual advance? (If that’s even what I did …)

Anyway, we’re still going out. I think something will happen, one way or another.

I’m not sure what I want any more. But then I never was …


V

───Ξ───

Shots Fired

Private journal of Anna Volakas


Friday September 26
th
, 2014


I just came off shift and a workout and I’m pumped. Shots fired today; not at me, and nobody hurt, but it always gets me buzzing. Nick is picking up Jimmy and they’re eating at Nona’s, so I have the rest of the afternoon to myself before I meet Susan. I need to get the rest of this down; maybe then I’ll know what to do. If we’re going to spend the whole evening together alone, then Sunday is going to come up. What it meant to her. What it meant to me. It has to.

I dreamed again last night; the same one. I must have been thinking about what would happen tonight.

Phew! This is intense. I’m trying to think how to start, and that thought is all it took to kick my heart back up to high gear. I can feel my cheeks burning too, with shame or excitement, I’m no longer sure. This process has helped already. I’m more certain of my own feelings towards Susan, even if I can’t yet validate them with her or reconcile them with how I feel about Nick and about my own sexuality.

Maybe this will help.

──────

It’s hard to get the dream straight enough in my head to describe, because like all dreams, it jumps around a lot and lacks the consistency of real memories. The two dreams weren’t identical, but now they’re starting to merge in my head into one single narrative.

It doesn’t really have a start, but it’s set in the kindergarten bathrooms again. I’m standing in front of the mirror alone – as I was in real life – but this time I’m naked. And horny! I’m squeezing my breasts as I realize it, and I feel a sense of disappointment that I’m not in a place private enough to tend my needs. One hand drops between my legs regardless. Unlike real life, the mirrors are lower, and the way I’m standing I can see everything I’m doing.

I want to touch myself, but I can’t – or I just don’t, or won’t – I’m not sure; it’s like a kind of paralysis. I wear panties to bed and I was probably following along in my sleep, which would explain why I couldn’t touch my pussy properly. But I could
 feel the heat pouring from me, and I knew I needed to find somewhere private. Soon!

“Do you want a hand with that?” Susan asked. I didn’t know she was there, but I guess my subconscious did, because I wasn’t startled.

“I want …” I think I said the first bit, but it was like I finished the thought in my head. She seemed to understand, anyway.

“I saw you doing … it looked like you hadn’t done it before,” in real life she had said ‘breast exam’, but this time it was something else. Nothing would have made sense, of course, except maybe masturbation, so my mind edited it out of the dream. But whatever she said, it wasn’t sexual; it was just an innocent observation that I was doing something perfectly normal.

“I can’t seem to …” I wanted to say ‘touch myself’ or ‘satisfy myself’, but it came out as something else, something that Susan would think was completely innocent and not masturbation.

“Let me show you,” she said, stepping towards me.

I turned to face her and now she was naked too, those tiny pink nipples all but incandescent with arousal. I looked down, wanting to compare the color to her skirt again, but this time she was naked. Her pussy was shaved smooth and open like a tulip, and it was every bit as perfectly pink as her nipples. It sounds erotic, but I didn’t have feelings either way about it, just that the color was beautiful.

Susan cupped my pussy in her palm and I could feel the warmth and pressure of her fingers against my lips, but I could also feel the bulge of a pussy in my own hand. When I looked down again, my hand was cupped over her mound, soft and warm beneath my palm. It was as though she didn’t even notice, and I was curious. I liked the way she felt in my hand with my middle finger running down the length of her open slit. How could she not notice I was almost fingering her? But it was true. I don’t know how my hand got there. I certainly didn’t put it there, but I didn’t want to take it away, either. I just wanted to see what would happen. Would she get wet with me touching her? Even if she didn’t know I was doing it?

“I think I see the problem,” she told me. Her hand was still over my pussy but she hadn’t been trying to finger me, and now my pussy was aching for release. “I’ll have to …” her explanation trailed off because it was never going to make sense – even in a dream. She lowered her head to my breast and took my nipple into her mouth, and that made all the sense I needed.

Looking down on her from above, I could see her mouth around my nipple, her lips the same perfect pink as her pussy, and smooth locks of blonde hair spilling across her face and draping down over the olive skin of my breast. It was breathtakingly beautiful and erotic. I could tell she was licking and sucking me, and that it should have felt amazing, but I couldn’t feel anything – at least not in my nipple. Her hand was still cupping my sex though, and I felt the pressure and heat down there building, hotter and heavier, her finger pressing between my lips until finally with a breathless gasp from me, she slipped smoothly inside.

“There, that worked,” she came back up smiling, completely oblivious to the pleasure she was giving me, her middle finger now lodged tightly in my entrance. I wanted her to move it inside me and rub my clitoris, but I was tongue-tied and paralyzed; I couldn’t think what to say that wouldn’t let on that I was using her to masturbate me.

Somehow my hand was still on her pussy and now I realized that my finger was inside her as well. I instinctively knew that we were linked; whatever I did to her, she would do to me. I tried moving my finger, but that same paralysis stopped me. All I could do was press into her, grinding against her clitoris while of course she ground against mine, her juices now flowing hot and wet over my palm.

I could feel the orgasm building inside me but with my hand frozen, I just couldn’t get it to peak, and I was getting frantic for release.

“Please,” I breathed. “Help me.”

“Here,” she said, offering her breast with a free hand. “You try it.”

I bent down and gazed at her nipple, still marveling at the impossible color, pink and glowing, like icing on a cupcake. Up close I could see all of the little bumps and I wanted to feel them on my tongue. I closed my lips over it and an electric charge hit me; it tasted like putting my tongue on a battery, and then everything started to work again. I was able to slip my finger deeper into her and simultaneously I felt her open me up, driving deeper with that one finger, but wetly sliding over my clitoris with her thumb; teasing my love button until she drove me over the top.

It was all I needed. With her hard nipple setting off lightning bolts on my tongue, my thighs clamped together over her hand – and of course her thighs closed on mine, too – and I came with a sweet, long, shuddering orgasm, my entire body twitching uncontrollably with Susan’s nipple still between my lips, powering the continual, flowing climax that seemed like it would never end.

At that point, predictably, I woke up with my hand down my soaking wet panties and realized with a guilty shudder that I had just come in my sleep with Nick lying beside me.

I think Susan came, too.

──────

Oh boy. I did NOT expect that. I wrote this to maybe get it out of my system, but I didn’t expect … this … euphoria! It’s not out, it’s in! More in
 than it ever
 was! I feel full to bursting. With what though? Lust? Anticipation? Excitement? I’m so confused.

I just re-read the dream and it’s not quite right – it’s hazier in my mind, jumpier, with incomplete thoughts and images and confused feelings. But it’s powerful; oh my God, it’s powerful! It hardly seems like I wrote it. It reads like some racy bodice ripper. No, check that, it reads like fucking porn
! I’m ashamed to admit (am I though?) that I was masturbating while reading it, and my orgasm was every bit as powerful as the first time, the one I dreamed. God, I want to read it again.

I need to get ready to go out now. I can’t wait to see her … but I still don’t know what I’m going to say. Or do. I’d give anything to know what she was thinking.

───Ξ───

Belinda LaPage

Sydney, Australia (2016)


Book 2 – Hypnotryst


I

───Ξ───

Anxiety?

From the Patient Case History of Susan Richards

Dr. Tamara Watkins, PhD, ABPP, APA


Tuesday September 16
th
, 2014


(Transcribed from voice recording)

The time is 3:15 PM and the date is Tuesday September 16th
, 2014. This recording is for the case history of a new patient, Susan Richards, case number 2014-133-TW.

Susan Richards M.D. is a thirty-three-year-old woman who lives with her husband and two young children. She presented to me for a routine psychiatric evaluation after a surgical incident resulted in the near loss of life of one of her patients. The hospital Morbidity and Mortality Board of Review found no fault on the part of any of the surgical staff, and after consultation with Dr. Richards, I believe she harbors no guilt over the incident and see no indicators of resultant anxiety or depression. In my opinion, the incident has not impacted upon Dr, Richards’ ability as a doctor and surgeon; I recommend that she continues her work uninterrupted.

Dr. Richards also complains of irregular periods of heightened anxiety (not aligned to her menstrual cycle) resulting in a sense of reduced well-being, which she claims is chronic and unrelated to the abovementioned incident. Although she has previously treated the anxiety through the use of prescription pharmaceuticals, she expresses a desire to explore an ongoing therapeutic treatment through counseling.

──────

This is an interesting case. Let me see if I can get the facts in order, because depending on how this plays out, there may be a Case Study in it. Freud is often discredited and lambasted for maintaining that all neuroses are rooted in sex. I have a little plaster bust of ‘The Father of Psychoanalysis’ in my consulting room, so it’s gratifying to at least occasionally come upon a case where he turns out to be right!

Let’s start with the woman herself. Susan is a thirty-three-year-old Anglo-European woman. She has a petite build – about 5’3” and 115lb – and since it may bear on a case involving sex and self-image, I would describe her as strikingly beautiful. She has blonde styled hair cut just beyond shoulder length, dainty features, and a classically elegant sense of personal grooming.

Susan is a bright and engaging conversationalist with a sharp wit and a playful sense of self-deprecation, which she used to advantage to alleviate the potentially awkward first meeting with a psychiatrist. She articulated herself clearly using clinical language familiar to medical professionals, and she answered questions spontaneously without displaying any symptoms of the anxiety of which she complains. Actually, that’s not entirely
 true. She did exhibit some symptoms of thought-block when recounting her early … but I’m getting ahead of myself. For now, let me present the facts in the order they were presented to me.

The exchange that follows occurred after the initial psychiatric evaluation when Susan explained that she would like to discuss her irregular bouts of anxiety. At this point, I had laid to rest any question of lingering psychological stress from the incident that precipitated our meeting, and had judged her very well equipped to handle the stresses of a life in medicine.

──────

(TW plays a recording from the consultation with Susan Richards.)

DR. TAMARA WATKINS: If you had to theorize, Susan, what would you say is causing your feelings of anxiety?

SUSAN RICHARDS: I was hoping you could tell me! (laughs)


TW: I know. But I want the complete picture of your experience. I promise you I’ll make my own deductions using everything I learn.

SR: Well, I don’t know that I’ve thought about it that much, but I guess I’d say it’s work. That’s not very creative though, is it? I suppose everyone moans about work.

TW: Why do you think work would make you anxious?

SR: Well, you know, it’s stressful, I guess. It’s probably the same in your field. Every day you have to deal with seriously sick or injured people. And I do surgeries once a week, so I’m placing patients in potentially life-threatening situations. That’s gotta weigh on you, right?

TW: Sure. Like last week? You almost lost a patient in surgery.

SR: I suppose so … I mean … it was stressful; it always is when a surgery doesn’t go to plan. But it was just one of those things, not something that any of the team could have anticipated. But we followed a process – everyone knew what they had to do – and we got a good result … under the circumstances.

TW: But it could have been worse.

SR: A lot
 worse, yeah! There wasn’t much wriggle room between life and death. We could have done everything right and still lost the patient; it’s not like it’s never happened before.

TW: So you have lost patients. And have those situations brought on the anxiety?

SR: Um? I’m not sure. I don’t …? I don’t think
 so. I mean, if you’ve got a good team and follow the process, make the right decisions and you still lose the patient then there’s not a lot more you can do. You can’t beat yourself up over it. Sometimes you just have to accept that bad things can happen. Those risks are always present and it’s the price of being a doctor.

TW: Susan, I’m going to ask you a question and I want you to answer straight away with the first thing that comes into your head. Don’t think about it first, okay? Just a quick answer. Are you ready?

SR: Shoot.

TW: Do you enjoy your work?

SR: I love it.

TW: Tell me about that.

SR: Well, there’s a lot of job satisfaction. It’s probably the same for you. You see people at their worst and then help them get better. And it’s not exactly thankless either, people don’t much like being sick or injured so they’re very appreciative of the person who makes it go away. I’ve got a whole cupboard full of champagne bottles that were gifts from patients and a drawer full of perfume. The only thing I can keep up with is the chocolates, and that’s because my boys know where I put them.

TW: So the rewards are the main thing?

SR: Well, they’re one thing. But there’s the variety of meeting new people, solving new problems, and there’s always new science to learn. So it’s stimulating and it never gets old.

(EDIT: There is a short pause in the recording at this point while I allow Susan time to reflect on her answer. TW)

SR: What is it?

TW: What’s what?

SR: Why are you smiling?

TW: I was trying to reconcile your description of your job with what you said earlier about it being the cause of your anxiety.

SR: Oh! I guess I didn’t make it sound all that horrible. But it can
 be stressful.

TW: Oh, I don’t doubt that. Not every procedure goes to plan and not every patient can be cured, but stress needn’t be debilitating. If we have the right coping mechanisms then it can be affirming. Stress challenges us. It drives improvement and makes us better doctors.

SR: And you think I have the right coping mechanisms?

TW: I think if you didn’t then you’d probably describe your job differently.

SR: So what do you think is causing it?

TW: Your symptoms? Well, I haven’t observed them yet. You told me you’re suffering from anxiety; tell me more about that. Can you describe it?

SR: The anxiety? I just don’t feel happy, I suppose.

TW: Do you mean depression?

SR: Oh, I see. No, it’s not depression; I don’t feel down. I just feel … worried?

TW: Worried about what?

SR: That’s the thing, nothing! Nothing I can put my finger on, anyway. Sometimes I just feel like everything’s not okay … like I should be doing something about it.

TW: But nothing specific?

SR: No. Nothing specific. Just … worried.

TW: So, a decreased sense of well-being, would you say?

SR: Yes! Oh, you’re good! That’s exactly how it feels.

TW: Or a decreased sense of self-worth?

SR: No! The first one! A decreased sense of well-being. I don’t feel worthless; I feel like I could do something about it if only I knew what it was.

──────

Just listening to that exchange again reinforces to me that there is no causal relationship between Susan’s work and her anxiety. At this point, I was considering two possibilities: either a generalized neurosis such as Anxiety Disorder, or a proximal cause that I was yet to discover.

Like I said earlier, it was Freud who tried to connect all forms of neurosis to sex. I wasn’t trying to make that connection in the exchange that follows; I just got lucky when Susan misunderstood my question.

──────

(TW plays a recording from the consultation with Susan Richards.)

DR. TAMARA WATKINS: Susan, can you describe the impacts of these feelings on your life or your work?

SUSAN RICHARDS: Hmm. I don’t know that they do
 have any real impacts. I can still function, if that’s what you mean.

TW: What about work? Can you still do your job properly? Do you make any mistakes? Or have difficulty relating to patients?

SR: No, not at all. It’s almost the opposite; if I’m feeling worried then work is like a calming influence. I think maybe it distracts me from whatever I’m worrying about.

TW: Really?

SR: Mmm. You know, the idea that work was causing it is starting to sound silly now. I don’t even know why I thought that way anymore.

TW: Sometimes it’s hard to see clearly when we stand too close. What about socially? Can you still relate to other people? Communicate? Empathize?

SR: Umm? Sometimes I don’t feel much like socializing. I guess I need to be in the right mood to go out and have fun.

TW: Would you say the anxiety impacts your ability to experience enjoyment?

(EDIT: There is a protracted pause in the recording at this point. TW)

TW: Susan?

SR: I’m sorry? What was the question?

TW: Do you think your anxiety impacts your ability to experience enjoyment?

SR: I don’t think so. I mean, I like going out with girlfriends and having a few drinks and a few laughs. It’s fun.

TW: But not when you’re anxious?

SR: I don’t know about that. Not feeling like going out isn’t the same as not enjoying yourself. I think I probably would enjoy myself if I socialized when I was symptomatic, but I choose not to.

(EDIT: There is another short pause in the recording at this point while I allow Susan time to reflect. TW)

TW: Is that all?

SR: Umm? Yes, I think so. Why?

TW: You paused for a while earlier when I asked whether you could experience enjoyment. What were you thinking about?

SR: Oh, it was nothing (laughs).
 I just misunderstood the question.

TW: What did you think I meant?

SR: Oh … it’s … um … embarrassing.

TW: Promise I won’t laugh.

SR: You’d better not! (laughs)
 Not at your charge-out rate!

(EDIT: Another short pause while Susan reflects. TW)

SR: I thought you meant sexually.

TW: That the anxiety affects your ability to enjoy sex?

SR: Mmm. Silly, right? Must have it on the mind.

TW: Does it affect your ability to enjoy sex?

SR: No … maybe? No, definitely no. Sex isn’t any different when I feel anxious.

TW: Why the ‘maybe’? Is it usually good or usually not so good?

SR: Umm? That’s a difficult question. You know how they say sex is like pizza?

TW: Even when it’s bad, it’s still pretty good?

SR: Right. So I’m not saying I don’t like sex, because I do like it. It feels great.

TW: But not as great as it could? Or as great as you think it should?

SR: Mmm.

TW: So you’re heterosexual?

SR: Uh-huh.

TW: And sexually active?

SR: Well, not right at this minute! (laughs)
 But yeah, my husband and I have sex once or twice a week.

TW: But you don’t always experience a climax?

SR: No.

TW: What percentage of the time would you say you orgasmed?

SR: Um … about zero.

TW: “About” zero?

SR: Well … exactly zero.

TW: What about masturbation?

SR: What about it?

TW: Do you often achieve orgasm through masturbation?

SR: I don’t really masturbate. I mean, I know people say that and it’s supposed to be a lie, but I don’t. I just … I guess I just can’t find the right motivation.

TW: What do you mean by that?

SR: Well, you know how you’re supposed to think of something sexy or watch porn or something? There’s nothing that really interests me enough to do it. I mean, I’ve tried, but no … outcome, if you take my meaning.

TW: So have you ever experienced an orgasm?

SR: I don’t …? I don’t think so.

TW: You don’t sound sure.

SR: Umm? It’s not the sort of thing you’d forget, right? And I’m quite sure I haven’t, but somehow it feels like I know what I’m missing. Like I know what it should
 feel like. Is that weird?

TW: Everything to do with the human brain is at least a little bit weird. That one no more than most.

SR: Do you think it’s important?

TW: Whether or not you’ve ever experienced an orgasm? No. But whether or not you experience them regularly? Yes, it’s important. I’m not saying it’s the cause of your anxiety – that would be taking it a bit far – but sexuality is a very important part of what it means to be you, and when your sexuality is compromised, then the impacts could be unpredictable.

SR: Please tell me you’re not writing out a referral to a gigolo.

TW: (laughs) No! Oh my goodness, I wish I could! I’d self-prescribe myself to an early grave. No, I think there are other things to try before calling in the big guns.

SR: Like masturbation? I don’t think that’s going to work. I think the inclination has to be there first.

TW: Actually, I agree. No, there’s something else I want you to try; something that might help address the inclination issue. Have you ever read any erotica?

SR: What, like Barbara Cartland? Steamy romances and bodice rippers?

TW: Kind of. But knock it up a notch. Short stories with a simple plot and a lot of graphic sex.

SR: Um, sure. I guess I’ve seen that kind of thing, but not a lot of it.

TW: Have you ever tried writing a sexy story?

SR: Never. (laughs)
 Have you?

TW: Well I’m going to give you some homework. I want you to write a short story, a fantasy. Just make up some sexy characters and then let them do whatever they want to do. Don’t let them be constrained by relationships or societal norms or the risk of pregnancy or disease. Just let it flow without thinking about it too much.

SR: What do you think that will do?

TW: What I hope it will do is allow your subconscious to let you know what it finds sexy. By making it about characters on the page, I want you to be able to disassociate with them, and since it’s about them and not about you, you might be able to break through whatever is blocking your fantasies.

SR: What if I don’t have any fantasies?

TW: Then we’ll deal with that. But can you try this first?

SR: Hmm. I suppose. Do you want to read it?

TW: Not if you don’t want me to. I think it’s a good exercise just on its own, but I also think it might be instructive if you let me read it. And on that note, Susan, our time is up …

(EDIT: Playback terminated. From here we just closed up the session and made a new appointment. TW)

──────

I would like to have had more time to pursue this thread, but I suppose it can wait until next week. A woman who does not experience orgasms isn’t all that noteworthy, but one who has no sexual fantasies is curious indeed. I think it is very worthy of further exploration. Of course, it may turn out not to be the case; she may well harbor fantasies and she’s just unwilling to share them. But somehow I don’t believe that to be the case.

This is an intriguing case, all right. I look forward to shedding some more light on it next week. I hope she takes my assignment seriously.


II

───Ξ───

How Did That Make You Feel?

From the Patient Case History of Susan Richards

Dr. Tamara Watkins, PhD, ABPP, APA


Tuesday September 23
rd
, 2014


(Transcribed from voice recording.)

The time is 3:45 PM and the date is Tuesday September 23rd
, 2014. This recording is for the case history of Susan Richards, case number 2014-133-TW, follow-up consultation number one.

This is very exciting! To have a breakthrough on just our second session is more than I could have hoped for. It’s not a breakthrough yet, of course; I haven’t shared my conclusions with Susan, but I am very confident that I’m on the right track.

I want to find a way for Susan to discover this knowledge herself. It’s strange that she hasn’t done so already, and points to possible repression and thought-block. Sexual identity is integral to our sense of who and what we are. Right now, she still identifies as heterosexual, and if I force the truth upon her then I risk jeopardizing her continued cooperation, and I may actually set her condition back even further.

Argh! I’m getting this out of order again! Today’s session coincided with one of her anxiety attacks so I was able to witness it first-hand. How lucky – for me, that is, not Susan. It didn’t seem to affect her thought stream or speech, but it was noticeable in her general bearing and manner; she had lost that free and witty vitality that I noted in our first session.

The exchange that follows was recorded today. I was anxious to take the opportunity to discuss her symptoms and look for a possible causal link. Sadly, I deferred last week’s line of questioning on her sexual history and fantasies, but having now read her first attempt at erotica, I shall return to that subject on her next visit, because I am quite certain that the root of her condition lies there.

──────

(TW plays a recording from the consultation with Susan Richards.)

DR. TAMARA WATKINS: So you’re feeling symptomatic right now?

SUSAN RICHARDS: Uh-huh.

TW: And are you feeling saddened?

SR: No, just worried.

TW: Worried about what?

SR: I don’t know. But that worries me too.

TW: Kind of a vicious cycle.

SR: I know it sounds like that, but it’s really just this other thing; the thing I can’t put my finger on. I feel like I should be doing
 something. Like an opportunity is getting away from me.

TW: When did the symptoms start?

SR: It was yesterday. I just woke up feeling like this.

TW: Monday? The twenty-second?

SR: Uh-huh.

TW: Did you have anything planned for Monday?

SR: Just work. A regular day.

TW: And you went to work?

SR: Uh-huh.

TW: And how did you function? Did you feel impaired?

SR: No, not really. It felt better, in a way. You know, to have something else to focus on.

TW: And you had no other plans for yesterday?

SR: None. But I couldn’t sleep last night and ended up working on that story you asked me to write.

TW: Oh really? Good for you. And how did you feel when you were writing?

SR: Better. It was fun, actually. I haven’t written fiction since high school. I think I might have gotten better at it since then.

TW: I do want to talk about the writing project, but it might have to wait until next week, because we should explore this episode while you’re still symptomatic. So you had no plans for Monday that might have been worrying you. What did you do on the weekend?

SR: Nothing much on Saturday, just some housework. And Sunday was the kindergarten family day barbecue.

TW: You volunteer on the committee at the kindergarten, don’t you? Was that stressful?

SR: Not at all. I’m Secretary, so I didn’t have any responsibilities on Sunday. I just brought a salad and gossiped with the other moms.

TW: And how do you feel about those sort of functions?

SR: I look forward to them, and this one was fun. I met some new people. I haven’t laughed so hard since I was a teenager.

TW: Ha! I think I’m going to the wrong kind of kids’ barbecue. Mine aren’t anything like that much fun.

SR: Oh, this one wasn’t either. It was just one person: Anna. The first thing she said to me was to tell me to go “eff” myself. (laughs)


TW: And how did that make you feel?

SR: I almost wet myself laughing? (laughs)


TW: You thought it was funny?

SR: You had to appreciate the context. She thought I’d just propositioned her. Sexually, I mean.

TW: And had you?

SR: No! (laughs)
 That’s why it was funny. She was doing a breast exam, but she wasn’t doing it properly and I offered to help. It just came out wrong.

TW: And how did it turn out? Is it troubling you?

SR: Oh, God no! We had a laugh about it. We giggled like a pair of schoolgirls, actually.

TW: And you parted on good terms?

SR: Uh-huh.

TW: Did anything else out of the ordinary happen?

SR: Umm? No, I don’t think so.

TW: Don’t think so? Are you sure?

SR: No, nothing unusual. We just had a laugh.

TW: And then you woke up the next day symptomatic.

SR: Yeah. Strange, huh?

(EDIT: I sensed there was more to Sunday than Susan was telling me, but at the same time I didn’t believe she was lying to me, so I felt a continued direct approach was unwarranted. TW)

TW: Let’s talk about your history. You told me last week that you’ve been experiencing these episodes for a long time.

SR: Uh-huh. Since before I was married. It would have started at college, I suppose.

TW: Do you remember the first episode?

SR: Not specifically, I don’t think.

TW: Did you move away from home to go to college?

SR: I did. I was eighteen when I moved out. Then I lived in a sorority for a couple of years before I got a place with some friends.

TW: Moving away from home can be very trying. Were you worried about it?

SR: Not really, I was excited to move out. I loved college life.

TW: Do you think your symptoms started about the time you began college?

SR: Hmm? I don’t think so. The first time I can remember noticing that I didn’t feel right, my roommate was telling me I’d been a sourpuss for weeks. She wanted to set me up on a date to snap me out of it, so it must have been after I broke up with my first boyfriend, and that was in third-year.

TW: Was it a traumatic breakup?

(EDIT: There is a pause in the recording at this point while Susan considers the question. TW)

TW: Susan?

SR: You know, I don’t remember. I think we just drifted apart. I’m not holding a candle for him or anything. To be honest, I can’t even picture him.

(EDIT: Playback terminated. The interview continues in this vein for the remainder of the session, however there are no revelatory moments or points of interest to the case. Before she left, Susan reminded me about the writing exercise and offered to let me read her story. It was most revealing, and I will attach it here in the transcription of the case file. TW)
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“The Warrior Queen”

by Susan Richards

Sasha made her way through the camp with her message, conscious of the many eyes upon her – some with suspicion and some with lust, though she feared none. Every warrior knew she was the handmaiden of Anja, and whether out of respect or fear – or possibly both – none would dare to waylay her and risk the warrior queen’s wrath.

In a camp of a thousand olive-skinned soldiers, Sasha was doubly conspicuous – not just for her sex, but also her blonde hair and clear, milky skin. As a foundling left at the gate of the old king’s fortress, Sasha’s pale features were more than rare in Gennaíos, they were unique; although some travelers claim to have seen her like in lands far beyond the mountains to the north. Adopted by the old king’s servants and a companion to Anja since birth, Sasha lived a protected life enjoyed by few women in this land torn by war and ruled with a bloody sword.

With the last light bleeding out of the day, she found the soldier she sought. He was no more than twenty summers out of his mother’s womb – so barely more than a boy – but with the broad, muscled chest of a man and those narrow hips that appealed to her mistress. Conversation around his fire ceased as Sasha approached, and while his companions stared hungrily at her bare legs and midriff, the boy himself looked into her eyes – another quality that no doubt singled him out to the warrior queen.

She pressed the medallion into his hand and whispered into his ear. “When the evening star has set, and not a moment before.”

He nodded his understanding but said nothing, and Sasha again felt many eyes witness her retreat, and she heard a great many whispered suggestions of how she might be used should she choose one day to stay and entertain them rather than returning to the security of Anja’s rooms. Sasha considered what might happen to her if her mistress was ever felled in battle; what the men might do if she was no longer protected by the mightiest sword in Gennaíos. She shivered at the thought, but not with any real sense of fear. It was said that Anja was invincible. Sasha didn’t believe that to be true; she had seen Anja disarmed by her teachers many times as a child and knew it to be possible, but she also knew that no man had knocked the sword from her hand since her first time of blood – now almost twenty summers past.

Sasha returned to the abandoned cottage. With just three rooms and no doors, it was badly in need of repair, but it was also the only permanent structure for miles and set at the top of a rise, so it was easily defended. The accommodation was really no better than Anja’s tent, but if she did not use it then some soldiers would, and it was difficult enough to keep the peace in a thousand strong army without petty in-fighting. Walking straight past the posted guard, Sasha stopped before the door.

“I return, my queen,” she announced to the shadows within.

“Come in, Sasha,” called her mistress. Sasha entered; she noticed that Anja had already removed her bracers and shoulder armor. “Will he come?”

“I think so, my queen,” Sasha smiled inwardly, knowing that this façade of seduction was a game that existed only in Anja’s imagination. In truth, no man of her army would dare to deny her. “Do you wish to bathe before he arrives?”

“I do.” Her eyes showed the satisfaction of having her wishes pre-empted. “Thank you, Sasha.”

Anja rose and walked towards her blonde companion. Although lithe and slim and the same height as Sasha (a full head shorter than most of her soldiers) the two women were in no other way alike. The warrior queen had waves of lustrous black hair that fell to her shoulder blades; it was tangled now from her day’s exertions, but later Sasha would brush it to a sleek and glowing river of darkness.

She worked to loosen the laces of her mistress’s battle corset, pulled to its tightest about her tiny waist, but open almost to the garment’s limit at the top to contain the musculature beneath her arms and the fullness of her breasts. Sasha slid her long and clever fingers beneath the corset, gently peeling the leather away from the flawless olive-brown skin before lifting it over Anja’s head, leaving her naked to the waist with just the Valkyrie’s skirt of leather straps to cover her sex. Not for the first time, Sasha wondered what effect that sight had on her enemies as her skirts lifted with whirling and leaping swordplay. She admired her queen, but felt she herself could never be so brazen.

She drew a dipper of hot water from the pot in the hearth and added it to the cold she had drawn earlier for bathing, then kneeling face to face, Sasha wrung out a cloth and began to gently wash her mistress’s body. Starting at her brow, she wiped slowly around the dark pools of Anja’s eyes, knowing they were staring into her own even though Sasha was unable to meet her gaze. Wetting the cloth again, she smoothed it over high and regal cheekbones and back behind the dainty shells of her ears, and then following the strong line of Anja’s jaw, she cleaned forwards again, finishing softly around the queen’s full and parted lips.

Sasha washed the warrior queen’s smooth, toned curves, lifting her full breasts to wipe the day’s sweat from the creases beneath them, and when Anja parted her thighs, Sasha dipped lightly and efficiently beneath her Valkyrie’s skirt to wash that part of her which would no doubt be introduced to the young warrior this very night. She finished by anointing her mistress with an oil of her own concoction – made from olives and jasmine and just a breath of rosemary – which she rubbed with practiced ease into Anja’s lean muscles until her brown skin shone in the candlelight like the harvest moon.

“Will that be all, my Queen?” Sasha asked, hoping to be dismissed before the boy arrived.

“Thank you, Sasha,” she said, touching the blonde woman tenderly on her upper arm. “I know the travel is hard on you, but it is such a comfort to have another woman to care for me.”

“Thank you mistress,” Sasha bowed and retreated. Loathe to waste warm bath water, she took it to her own chamber where she bathed quickly before it cooled, and then enjoyed a modicum of luxury by dotting some of her own scented oil on her neck beneath her ears.

Sasha heard a challenge from the guards outside followed by a short conversation in which she could not pick out the words, and then the muted tread of sandals on wood as the soldier entered Anja’s temporary home. The ruinous state of the cottage played to Sasha’s advantage; leaning to a hole in the wall over her pallet bed, she was able to peek through into the main room where Anja – bare breasted and shining like polished bronze – rose to meet her visitor.

“My queen,” the young man fell to a knee, holding out the medallion. “I came upon this coin in the camp. Since it is not mine, I have come to add it to your royal treasury.” Sasha noticed his hair was slightly wet and finger-combed. She silently congratulated him for having the good sense to bathe before presenting before the queen.

“Rise, warrior,” Anja commanded softly, standing before him. The young man did so. Sasha had not noticed his height when she saw him seated earlier, but the top of the queen’s head reached barely to the shelf of muscle across his chest. With one hand on that broad expanse, Anja reached with the other beneath the leather straps of his battle skirt. “Many men covet my treasury,” she said in a low contralto. “Is that coin the only treasure you offer for me to place inside it?” Sasha saw the cords along Anja’s forearm flex as she squeezed and massaged what she had found beneath the soldier’s skirt.

The young man took a quivering breath. “I am your servant, my Queen,” he said in a remarkably even voice. “Anything I have is yours.”

“Well I should like to earn my prize, warrior,” she said, releasing him and taking a step back. “As you shall have to earn yours.”

“My Queen?”

“Do you find me beautiful, my warrior?” she asked, combing her raven hair back from her temples. “Would you not have me as a man has a woman?”

“I find you exquisite, Majesty,” he whispered. Sasha waited for more but was not surprised when nothing came; no man before him had dared give voice to his desire for the warrior queen.

“Well draw your sword,” she commanded, stepping back further and drawing her own weapon from the scabbard leaning beside the hearth. “Cut me or disarm me and you may have anything else of your choosing. My body is yours to take in any of the ways men speak of in hushed tones.” Sasha saw the young man step back into a defensive pose with his right hand on the hilt of his weapon. “But should you lose,” Anja smiled, “then I shall take you in a way of my choosing.”

“My Queen,” he said, his hand still on the hilt of his sheathed sword. “But I dare not cut you.”

“Then you’d best hope to disarm me,” she said, stepping forward with her blade raised, pointing it at his neck. No doubt having heard of the queen’s games around camp, the warrior quickly adapted and drew his own weapon, touching it to Anja’s to begin the bout. “But you needn’t spare your blade,” she continued, “for Sasha will patch up the loser while the winner reaps her spoils.”

Sasha had not witnessed Anja fighting on the field of battle, but by all accounts her duels were rarely as long as this one, itself no more than two dozen strokes of each sword. Giving away massive advantages in reach and strength, Anja pirouetted away from the boy’s blade where she could, and deftly deflected it away from her body where she could not. Biding until a moment when he was off-balance from a deflected blow, Anja stole forward and nicked the outside of his thigh in a place where Sasha had shown her, a place from which it was almost impossible to bleed to death. Anja pounced again as he stumbled backwards, and with a flick of the wrist almost too fast to see, she twisted the sword from his grip and then propped the flat of her blade between his ankles, sending him sprawling to the floor after his weapon.

She stood hipshot and victorious over her fallen opponent’s chest with the point of her sword a finger’s breadth from his neck, and even in his peril, Sasha saw his gaze flick from Anja’s eyes to the shadows beneath her battle skirt.

“The difference between victory and defeat can be just a single stroke,” Anja told him in the voice of a master instructing a wayward pupil. “And the same measure may separate the agony of frustration from the ecstasy of fulfillment. That shall be your second lesson tonight, my warrior, for a single stroke is all I require of you before you are dismissed.” The young man listened with interest, but limited understanding, entranced as he was by the almost-naked, glistening beauty of the warrior queen standing over him.

“Loosen your skirt,” she commanded. From his supine position on the floor, the young warrior unbuckled his battle skirt and laid it open, revealing an impressive manhood that was rapidly firming to peak hardness. “And now mine,” Anja husked, standing over his chest as she peeked behind at her prize. His arms the length of the small queen’s legs, the warrior reached up and unbuckled her skirt with shaking fingers. He drew it aside and placed it on the floor, his eyes never shifting from the glistening slit of Anja’s sex, open and ready from the excitement of the swordplay.

Naked now, Anja turned her back on the young warrior and dropped to her knees straddling his stomach backwards, the tip of his shaft twitching with anticipation before the wet and open entrance of her sex.

“Sasha,” she called. “My soldier is cut and in need of your attention.”

Sasha jumped with surprise from where she observed the naked couple in secret, but long service to her queen had conditioned her response. In an instant, she collected up the clean dressings and tools she used to treat Anja’s very occasional wounds and rushed to her queen’s side, her cheeks burning with embarrassment to be in the presence of their very obvious arousal.

The wound was no more than a scratch, and Sasha had no doubt that was exactly what Anja had intended, such was her skill and accuracy with the sword. Sasha quickly wiped away the blood and then washed the wound with a clear spirit that she distilled from rice wine, causing the boy to flinch from the sting of the alcohol.

“Hush,” Anja commanded, bucking her hips and squeezing her thighs as if coaxing a horse to gallop. The movement brought the tip of his throbbing shaft to her entrance, her soft pink lips closing greedily around the head. The soldier couldn’t see what either woman was doing, but he was not insensible to the warm wetness closing over the tip of his manhood, and it reared and bucked with anticipation, stretching Anja’s opening and nestling deeper inside.

Sasha pressed a clean cloth over his wound, which had all but stopped bleeding. Anja placed her own hand over the top, her brown skin contrasting sharply against Sasha’s milky complexion in the candlelight.

“Now, a single stroke of my sheath is all he has earned,” Anja explained. “I should like your assistance to make sure I keep that promise.” She took Sasha’s free hand and brought it to the soldier’s shaft, guiding her fingers to close around the girth with her thumb extended; that digit followed the line of his member pointing directly towards the head, now invisible and buried between Anja’s supple folds.

Sasha drew a shuddering breath. Anja had never involved her in the love-play, and although she had seen the warrior queen with naked men before, she had never been with a man herself, so this throbbing, rearing bar of flesh in her hand was easily as frightening as it was exciting.

Rocking slowly forwards onto her knees, Anja allowed herself to be impaled, the first two inches of his thick shaft sliding effortlessly into her steaming core. The young man gasped and flexed his hips in passion, and Sasha’s fist – now pressed into the soft pad of Anja’s lips – was the only thing stopping him from entering further.

Sasha looked up into her mistress’s face. With eyes lightly closed and lips parted, the warrior queen wore a beatific expression of ecstasy and desire as she gently rocked her hips to feel the soldier’s shaft stirring inside her. Sasha saw that the pad of her extended thumb was almost touching that special place at the apex of Anja’s slit, a place Sasha had discovered with delight on her own body, and knew to be wonderfully sensitive to erotic contact. She moved her thumb slightly in service of her mistress’s pleasure and the effect was instantaneous and beyond her expectations. Releasing a low, plaintive gasp, it seemed to knock the queen’s breath from her body as if from a blow. Her spine loosened and she fell forwards over Sasha, balancing her forearms on the blonde woman’s shoulders and resting her cheek against the top of her head. Rhythmically, she ground her sex against Sasha’s thumb, finally allowing it to slip inside her. She hugged Sasha tighter as her delicate sheath stretched to accommodate both warrior and handmaiden alike.

Sasha’s dedication to her queen was complete, and to see her taking such pleasure from the small assistance she provided was exciting beyond measure. She could hear the telltale signs of an approaching climax in Anja’s labored breathing, and as the queen rocked and arched her back, it brought the dark, pointed peak of one full breast to Sasha’s lips. With thoughts only of serving her mistress, she took the nipple into her mouth, sucking it between her teeth and gently nibbling the tip. Anja’s arms closed around her neck; she cried out in passion, pressing Sasha’s face into the soft embrace of her breast, unleashing a ragged, inhaled cry as her climax crested.

Feeling that this was the moment she had been asked to facilitate, Sasha released the soldier’s shaft and allowed Anja to fall back onto it, filling her to the hilt with its rearing, throbbing power and driving a raw, lustful scream from her laboring chest. Sasha held her queen tightly in both arms as her body twisted and bucked in the uncontrolled throes of orgasm, allowing her to keep her promise that the warrior would be permitted just one stroke of her silken sheath. But the young soldier needed no more than one; the heat and pressure of the queen’s sex and her tiny writhing, form impaled on his shaft was enough to bring him to his own climax. Sasha heard his hitching breaths and then as he cried out, she pushed back on Anja’s almost limp body, just in time for him to spray his seed in great arcing ropes over her naked breasts and stomach.

Locked in each other’s arms, Anja focused briefly on Sasha’s blue eyes with a grateful look and then softly kissed her lips in thanks. Sasha smiled back at her Queen. This was an unexpectedly intimate moment; she wondered whether anything would ever be the same between them.

──────

(CASE NOTE: TW 9/23/2014 – My interpretation of this story; the Sasha character from whose perspective the story is told is clearly Susan. Sasha/Susan is for the most part unemotional through the course of these events, however the passionate and evocative descriptions belie this detachment. That Susan is repressing homoerotic thoughts (fantasies?) is obvious. Is she also repressing some previous homoerotic experience of her own? Such repressed memories might explain her feelings of anxiety. And what of this latest anxious episode? What was the name of the woman she encountered on the weekend? Anna? I must tread very carefully in our next session.)
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I May Have Misread the Signals

From the Patient Case History of Susan Richards

Dr. Tamara Watkins, PhD, ABPP, APA


Tuesday September 30
th
, 2014


(Transcribed from voice recording.)

The time is 3:35 PM and the date is Tuesday September 30th
, 2014. This recording is for the case history of Susan Richards, case number 2014-133-TW, follow-up consultation number two.

I think I had a breakthrough with Susan today. The erotica that she wrote last week indicated some internal conflict between heterosexual and lesbian fantasies. Even though the story contained a man and woman engaged in an ostensibly heterosexual act, the flavor was definitely lesbian – or bisexual at best. The male character of the soldier was a mere shadow compared to the vivid and colorful descriptions of the women – especially Anja – and the narrative was at pains to point out that Anja’s orgasm was achieved almost completely under Sasha’s ministrations.

It is interesting that a woman who declares herself to be heterosexual would write such a fantasy, although it is by no means unheard of; the fantasies we like to think about are not always aligned to those we would actually like to perform. This writing exercise really only becomes significant in light of Susan’s other symptoms, namely the periods of anxiety as well as the episodes of thought-block that I witnessed during our interviews.

Since re-reading her fantasy I have listened again to the tapes of our two previous sessions to review the context around those incidents of thought-block. The first when she was confused about whether she had ever achieved orgasm, and the other about the breakup with her college boyfriend. Prior to today’s session, I had no inkling that these two were related, and I would probably still be in the dark had I chosen not to follow up on the first one.

Combined with her confused sexuality, these thought-blocks pointed to probable episodes of repressed memories – or at least repressed thoughts – which were manifesting in anxiety as they clamored for the attention of her conscious mind. With Susan’s agreement, I wanted to see what she would remember or reveal under hypnosis.

What follows is the recording of that session, beginning immediately after I had induced the hypnotic state.

──────

DR. TAMARA WATKINS: How are you feeling, Susan?

SUSAN RICHARDS: Mmm. Good.

TW: Relaxed?

SR: Uh-huh.

TW: Any anxiety.

SR: Mmm. No. I feel good.

TW: That’s great. I want us to talk about some things that maybe you don’t want to think too much about. Will that be okay?

SR: Umm. I’m not sure.

TW: Well just remember that you’re in your very safe place and nothing can hurt you. Okay?

SR: Okay.

TW: Do you remember in our first session, I asked whether you had ever achieved orgasm?

SR: Uh-huh.

TW: Do you remember what you told me?

SR: Uh-huh. I said ‘no’.

TW: And then you told me something else. Do you remember what that was?

SR: I said that I know what it should
 feel like; like it was familiar.

TW: That’s right. Do you still feel that way about it?

SR: Uh-huh.

TW: I want you to think about that feeling for me. Concentrate on what you think an orgasm should feel like. Can you do that?

SR: Mmm. Okay.

TW: Tell me about it.

SR: Um … it’s sort of a breathless, flying feeling. Like when you lean back on a chair past the tipping point, that weightless, scary feeling in your chest? It’s like that, except it starts in your groin, and you can feel it spread out through your thighs and your bottom and your stomach as you go past the tipping point.

TW: That’s actually a pretty good description. Did you read it somewhere?

SR: Nuh-uh. I’ve felt it before.

TW: When was that?

(EDIT: There is a pause in the recording as Susan does not respond. TW)

TW: Susan? Do you remember when you last had that feeling?

SR: I don’t think I want to remember.

TW: I think it would be good for you to remember. I think not remembering might be one of the things causing your anxiety. Now, are you still in your safe place?

SR: Uh-huh.

TW: Nothing can hurt you in your safe place. Not even memories. Okay?

SR: Okay.

TW: Susan, I want you to try to remember for me; when did you have that feeling of an orgasm?

SR: It was … at college. At a party.

TW: Were you with your boyfriend?

SR: Uh-huh.

TW: And did the two of you have sex?

SR: Umm? I think so, yes.

TW: You think so?

SR: I was pretty drunk. It’s not very clear.

TW: But you remember the feeling of an orgasm.

SR: Uh-huh.

TW: And you were with your boyfriend?

SR: Uh-huh.

TW: And did he do something you especially liked?

SR: Umm … I’m not sure. I don’t think so.

TW: Did you do anything different? Something you don’t do with your husband?

SR: I … I don’t think so. It’s blurry … confusing. It’s hard to concentrate on.

TW: Hmmm. I want to try something different now. I want you to take a trip with me.

SR: Where are we going?

TW: We’re going to go back to that party to help you remember what happened. Is that okay?

SR: Um … can’t we just watch from here?

TW: Not if you want to remember. If you want to get better, then I think we need to go there to remember what happened. But there’s no need to worry, I’ll be right there with you.

SR: (sighs)
 Okay.

TW: How old were you then?

SR: In third year at college? Um … twenty-one, I think.

TW: Okay Susan. I want you to imagine you’re holding a huge bunch of helium balloons, okay? You’ve got so many of them they lift you up into the sky. Can you feel that?

SR: Uh-huh.

TW: Now you’re going up, high up into the sky. And the higher you go, the further you can see. But it’s the past you’re looking at, and as you go higher, you can look further and further back in time. Okay?

SR: Okay.

TW: You can only see last year right now, but you’re still going higher. Now you can see your kids being born …

SR: Oh, yeah!

TW: And now your wedding. But you’re still going higher. Now you can see your graduation. We’re nearly there. In another moment, you’ll be able to see your time at college, when you were twenty-one. Can you see it yet?

SR: Um … yes. I can. I can see it.

TW: That’s great. Now we’re going to drift on the wind. We’re going to drift toward that time. Okay?

SR: Okay.

TW: Good, Susan. That’s great. As you drift, I want you to let go of the balloons one by one. And with each balloon you let go, you’ll be a year younger and a year closer to twenty-one. So have you let one go?

SR: Uh-huh.

TW: Now you’re going down. Slowly down towards twenty-one. Can you let another one go?

SR: Okay.

TW: You can still see all the way to twenty-one, but now you’re closer. Keep letting go of the balloons one by one and we’ll drift, and we’ll get lower. Are you getting closer?

SR: Uh-huh.

TW: Okay, I’m going to count down from ten, and when I get to one we’ll be there. We’ll be at your college when you’re twenty-one. Okay?

SR: Okay.

TW: Here we go. Let go of some more balloons. Ten … nine … eight … seven … we’re getting close now … six … five … four … almost there … three … two … one … and here we are. It’s the day of the party, and you’re getting ready to go out. Are you ready to do that?

SR: I guess.

TW: Take a look in the mirror. Tell me what you see.

SR: Oh wow, I’m so young! My hair’s still long and I’m wearing way too much make-up. Oh, and a to-die-for little black dress! It’s short and slinky and makes me look like I have hips. The bodice is really low-cut in a shallow vee that stays up on its own, but it has these sheer chiffon shoulder straps so you can dance without having your boobs pop out.

TW: Wow, it sounds sexy. Are you planning on having a good time tonight?

SR: I hope so. I think …

TW: What do you think?

SR: I think tonight might be the night. Last night I let Ryan put his hand under my dress. And I felt his cock through his jeans.

TW: You haven’t had sex with him before?

SR: I haven’t had sex with anyone
 before.

TW: But you think now the time is right.

SR: I think so. We were both pretty excited last night. It was hard to stop, but I wanted it to be special.

TW: It wasn’t special last night?

SR: Not really. We were just making out in his car.

TW: Okay. Now I want you to fast-forward to the party. Tell me what’s happening.

SR: Oh, umm, okay. Well, there are lots of people and it’s at someone’s house. There’s music playing – it’s The Rolling Stones, Sympathy for the Devil
 – and there are lots of couples dancing and more on sofas and arm-chairs, necking and feeling each other up.

TW: What are you doing?

SR: We’re dancing. Slow and sexy. Ryan has both arms around me with his hands on my backside. I’m holding him tight and I can feel his cock pressing into my stomach. I go up on tiptoes to kiss him, but I really just want to feel it move against me. I’m so horny.

TW: Do you think you’re going to have sex?

SR: Uh-huh. I’m just waiting for him to ask.

TW: What do you think it will be like? Do you have any expectations?

SR: I’m not sure. I’m expecting some pain. Everyone says it feels good, so I guess I’m hoping it does … but I’m a bit frightened.

TW: Frightened? Of what?

SR: Oh, of everything and nothing. What if I do it wrong? What if I can’t get him hard? What if he can’t get it in? Stupid things that suddenly don’t seem so stupid.

TW: So what happens next?

SR: He finally asks. He leans down to put his lips next to my ear and then just loud enough for me to hear over the music, he says, “Let’s go upstairs.”

TW: For sex?

SR: I sure hope so. So we stop dancing and he lets go of me except for one hand, and without him to hold me up I suddenly realize how drunk I am. I sway on my heels and my vision does a lazy loop. Ryan sees what’s happening and he puts an arm around my waist to help me. I say something cute like “Oops-a-daisy” and smile at him; he just smiles back and kisses me again, then we walk together for the stairs while the Stones sing “Woo who” to our backs. By the time we get to the top, he’s almost completely holding me up; I probably would have tumbled back down if he let go.

Now we’re kissing again. Not slow, lazy smooches like on the dance floor, these are hungry … fierce. Ryan lifts the hem of my little black dress and holds my bottom. I’m wearing these tiny little gauzy panties and I can feel his warm hands just like they’re on my skin. I’m so excited and his cock is pressing into me, so I slip a hand between our bodies and hold it through his pants. Oh God, it’s wonderful. Thick and hard, and the knowledge that it was me who made it that way is making me dizzy with excitement.

We back into a bedroom, still kissing franticly. Ryan has one hand down the back of my panties and the other on my breast, feeling me through the layers of my dress and bra. It’s frustrating, and I want to feel him on my skin. I reach back and fumble with my zipper. He sees what I’m trying to do and helps, pulling down the zipper. The straps slip off my shoulders and the bodice falls to my waist; I have to shimmy it over my hips and then it drops to the floor.

Ryan’s hands are both down the back of my little panties again, each one perfectly cupping a cheek. He squeezes me gently and lifts me onto my toes, and now I can feel the hardness of his cock pressing into my pussy, and it’s hard to get my breath. I want to rub against him, but I also want us naked. I want nothing to be between us, so I unhook my bra and start to pull up his shirt.

Everything starts moving too fast. All of a sudden we’re both naked and I can feel Ryan’s cock, hot and hard, pressing against my bare stomach. I still haven’t seen it and I want time to get used to it, to hold it and imagine what it will be like going into me. But he backs me up to the bed, I fall backwards and … OW!!!

TW: What happened?

SR: My head hit something. I look behind me and it’s … a leg? There’s someone already on the bed. A woman. I don’t recognize her, though.

(EDIT: At this point in Susan’s narrative, she slides down lower in her chair and lifts her skirt. When she opens her legs I can see a moist spot on her panties. She slips her fingers beneath the waistband and begins to masturbate – slowly at first, but with increasing vigor as the heat of her narrative rises. TW)

TW: What’s the woman doing?

SR: Nothing. It looks like she’s passed out. Ryan pulls me back away from her and lifts my ankles over his shoulders. I look down and I see his cock for the first time, the head swollen and purple, twitching and throbbing against my open pussy lips. I don’t know whether I’m ready or not, but I know I only have a few more seconds to decide. Ryan is stroking my breasts and lightly pinching the nipples. I can’t think straight and I’m having trouble focusing, but I know I want more control of the situation, so I reach between my legs and grab his cock around the middle.

Oh my God, it feels heavy … dangerous almost. So hard, and throbbing in my hand; I can almost feel his heartbeat in its veins. He pulls back to give me room to put it inside me, but I don’t want to yet, I just want to hold it and get used to the weight. I touch the end to my clitoris and a bolt of sensation – not entirely pleasant – makes me jerk and squeeze his cock. Ryan moans and tries to push it into my pussy, but I don’t have him in my entrance yet and he just skids off, the soft underside of his shaft gliding through my open lips and across my clitoris. This time it feels better, and tingly sparks of pleasure fire off in my pussy.

(EDIT: I’m going to have to remove this notation later, but right now I need to capture my own thoughts so I can refer back to them later with some objectivity. The sight of this beautiful woman in my consulting rooms, her breathing elevated and a light sheen of perspiration on her face, has begun to make me aroused as well. Susan’s legs are wide apart and her loose skirt is pooled in her lap so I can see all the way up the smooth flesh of her trim thighs to the pink lace of her panties.

She has the two middle fingers between her lips, spreading herself so wide that I can see the soft pads of her outer labia – now pink and engorged – either side of the lacy gusset of her panties and plumped between the two outer fingers. Watching the shadow of her fingers moving beneath that sheer, pink fabric, I can see the moment she breaches her entrance and releases a soft moan in the middle of her narrative.

The eroticism is beyond anything I have experienced in therapy … beyond anything that I could have been prepared for. In her hypnotic state, Susan is aware only of my voice and I know that I have the privacy to do as I please, physically. In a moment of weakness I unzip my jeans and my own hand steals desperately into my panties, finding me every bit as wet and open as Susan. I continue listening to her … story? … confession? … timing the strokes of my own sex to those of the erotic, blonde vision in front of me. TW)

SR: Ryan pulls back and I slide his length down through my open lips again. This time the pleasure is the same but reversed, like the sound of a bow drawing backwards across a violin. His cock is all wet now and the feeling is different against me. I can feel the heat and need building up again, and it’s breaking down the nervousness of losing my virginity. Holding his cock loosely, I swirl it through my open slit, lazily, casually, enjoying the wet, frictionless glide of his smooth cock-head over my pussy lips. I’m about to send him skating across my clitoris again when I stray too low and his cock-head slips into my wet opening like a ball-and-socket, two parts of a machine that were made to connect – and to STAY connected. There’s a breathless moment of anticipation, a feeling almost like panic rising in my breast. Part of me wants to pull him out, to feel him sliding between my lips some more, building up the heat inside me. Another part can feel my hymen stretching, stretching, and like it’s watching a bloody roadside accident, that part wants to see what will happen when it stretches further.

And then all of a sudden the waiting is over. Ryan pushes forward and with a sharp stab of pain he drives his cock into my open sex. A whole new world of sensation explodes through me: the friction of his cock sliding through my straining labia, his smooth cock-head parting the wet, rippling walls of my vagina, and the breathless, endless feeling of being filled to the brim and then spilling over as his throbbing shaft pushes beyond the limits of my untrained, virgin pussy.

(EDIT: Susan seems completely immersed in the narrative at this point, and the breathless passion she uses to describe the loss of her virginity is intoxicating. I’m lost in the pace and cadence of her voice, it’s almost as though she is trying to arouse me. But I’m way beyond that; I have my legs spread wide apart and have been dipping into the hot core of my sex and drawing my wetness back to dance and swirl around my clitoris as I follow her voice. Listening to her describe Ryan’s cock settling into her opening, I follow along, cupping myself tightly and using the middle two fingers to better simulate a cock. As she describes the sweet breach of her virginity, my own fingers slide smoothly inside, and I squeeze them with my secret muscles, imagining the thick manhood of Susan’s memory doing double-duty and stealing away my virginity right along with hers. TW)

SR: Ryan begins stroking firmly and deeply into my pussy, and as the initial panic and adrenaline rush of losing my virginity abates, the pain and discomfort begin to reassert, making it hard to concentrate on the pleasurable fullness of his cock inside me. I try opening my eyes, but I’m so drunk and the spinning room is making me dizzy – almost nauseous – so I squeeze them closed again and try to recapture that moment of him entering me in my imagination.

It’s not working. The hard, rhythmic thrusts into my pussy are more mechanical than loving. Where’s the romance? This was about as special as getting felt up in a movie.

I’ve all but given up the pursuit of my own pleasure and I’m just lying back and waiting for him to finish, but then he surprises me with a kiss. It caught me off-guard and at first I don’t respond, but it’s delicate and soft, gently plucking at my lips, and then when I respond in kind, he touches his tongue to mine, pointed and furtive, stealing quickly into my mouth and then retreating, begging for me to follow. So I do! Oh, and the contrast of the hard tongue between soft and supple lips, mirroring the soft folds of my sex stretched around the thick, driving shaft of his cock – it’s divine. It brought me back into the game and now I feel my pussy buzzing again with real pleasure as I struggle to get my breath.

I cry out softly when his lips pull away, but a second later they close around my nipple and I feel a warmth building inside me as he teases and licks my breast with that darting tongue, gently nibbling the point of my nipple and firing off sparks of electric pleasure that fizz through my entire body. He switches to my other breast, sending fresh bursts of ecstasy through me, and now I feel something soft pressing at my lips. What …? OH MY GOD!

TW: What is it?

SR: It’s not Ryan kissing me! It’s the girl on the bed! Oh my goodness! She’s crouched over me and sending me to heaven with her lips and tongue while Ryan fills me with cock, and now she’s cupping her own naked breast and holding it to my lips. I’m not acting consciously; I can’t even think. My lips part – almost involuntarily – and her nipple slips between them. Somehow my tongue reaches forward and touches it. It’s stiff and it resists at first, but I press harder and the soft breast beneath yields to me. Tentatively I harden the tip of my tongue and brace it at the base of that hard nub, lifting it into my upper lip just to feel it push back against me, and then I suck, just the tip, drawing my tongue into a tunnel and mercilessly extruding her nipple into its hot, wet embrace.

She moans softly with my nipple in her mouth and then bites me gently in retaliation, eliciting moans of my own. I feel her hand searching down over my stomach and then she touches my clitoris, setting off an explosive charge that makes me clamp down on Ryan’s cock. Her fingers play around his shaft and into the river of juices trickling down my perineum, and then she returns to my clitoris with wet, dancing fingertips flicking across my love button.

(EDIT: My eyes are locked on Susan now. With one hand down her soaking panties and the other plucking and kneading her breast, her bottom is lifting off the chair to meet her searching, probing fingers and I can tell she is moments away from orgasm. The heat in my own sex is almost burning my fingers; I drop my notepad and cup my breast, tweaking the nipple as I slip a third finger into my straining entrance. It’s too much! With thoughts of Susan’s boyfriend deep inside my sex and her mystery woman sucking my breast, I tip over the edge of a gentle, shuddering orgasm, holding my breath to stop from crying out while my knees draw involuntarily up to my chest. Quivering down the other side, I draw a tentative, shaking breath and open my eyes again, just in time to witness Susan reaching her own climax. TW)

SR: The sensations engulf me. Cock stretching my entrance, fingers on my clitoris, and lips around my nipple all blend into one gigantic, blinding flash of ecstasy and suddenly my body is on autopilot. My hips are bucking against Ryan and my shoulders are writhing beneath the naked torso of the woman making me come, and still I have the presence of mind to suck her breast, drawing the nipple deep into my mouth and tonguing its hard point.

My pussy feels like it explodes and it clamps down on Ryan’s cock. My thighs lock up and contract, and I want to close them to concentrate the pressure in my pussy but I can’t; I just lock my heels behind him and drag him into the spasming, vice-like hold of my sex. Ryan stiffens and I can tell he’s coming too. His cock is actually vibrating as it pumps thick gouts of cum deep into my womanhood, and that sets off another climax, this one concentrated way down where the tip of his cock is pressed into my cervix.

(EDIT: The tape runs for about thirty seconds at this point while Susan comes in my consulting chair, her back arched and cords standing out on her neck while she thrusts onto the imagined cock in her pussy. TW)

SR: When the orgasm retreats, my muscles relax and I release Ryan from between my legs. He slips out, and the woman above me draws back and brings her lips to mine once again. We kiss deeply, and I wonder how I ever mistook her cheeky, darting tongue for Ryan’s. She moves around beside me and I roll into her embrace, our breasts pressing softly into each other as we share the sweet afterglow of my climax. When I finally pull away from her lips, I look up and Ryan is gone, but I can still feel the warmth of his seed inside me, the only proof I have that he was ever there.

TW: What did you do then?

SR: I … I don’t know. It’s just … black.

TW: Did you go home with Ryan?

SR: Um … no. I went home alone. I think that was the last time we went out.

TW: And the woman?

SR: I don’t know. I haven’t even thought about her until now.

TW: Susan, I’m going to count backwards from ten again. This time, when I reach one you’ll be awake and refreshed, and you’ll remember all of the things you just told me. Are you ready?

SR: Yes.

(EDIT: Playback terminated. TW)

──────

That’s essentially the end of the session. Professionally speaking, I felt compromised after secretly masturbating in front of her, and I was ill-equipped to continue counseling, except to make sure that she had fully recovered from the hypnotic state. I checked that she now remembered the events of that party from so long ago, and asked her to consider whether those repressed memories trying to resurface could be causing her anxiety. She allowed that it was a distinct possibility and thanked me.

She seemed distant and distracted – not anxious – but said she had a lot to think about. She said it cast a new light on her meeting with Anna. “The woman from kindergarten?” I asked.

“Yes,” she responded. “And from Friday night. We went out for drinks. Something happened and I may have misread the signals … I need some time to think about it.”

I wasn’t prepared to counsel her further, so we left it at that. She didn’t make another appointment. Notwithstanding my near-malpractice, there may still be a case study in this. I may need to engage her socially for an informal follow-up so that I can document the outcome.

───Ξ───

Belinda LaPage

Sydney, Australia (2016)


Book 3 – Friend Me

───Ξ───

(A note from the author)

Like the two previous books in the Sapphic Letters
 series, Friend Me
 is constructed as excerpts from a written source— this time the internet. The book is almost completely set as conversations on a web site called Reddit. Reddit exists, but these conversations are obviously fictitious.

If you’re not a Redditor, then there’s just a few things you need to know.

1) Reddit is a site where people post photos, comments, questions, or links to web pages that are in some way interesting, funny, or newsworthy. All of these things are broken up into categories call Subreddits, which readers subscribe to according to their interests.

2) Reddit is mostly anonymous. People don’t use their real names and they don’t share their pseudonyms with friends or family. This occasionally yields hilarious results as two anonymous people recognize each other based on the content of their comments.

3) Reddit is riddled with in-jokes, memes, and cryptic abbreviations, most of which I have avoided. One ubiquitous abbreviation (which I have used) is “TL;DR”, which means “Too Long; Didn’t Read”. Redditors put it at the top or bottom of a long comment along with a one-line summary.

Please enjoy the story.

Belinda LaPage


Part One - Public


I

───Ξ───

Today I Fucked Up

Posted on Reddit (http://www.reddit.com/r/tifu/) in the TIFU subreddit

(Welcome to Today, I Fucked Up – A community for the dumbass in all of us. We all have those moments where we do something ridiculously stupid. Come, share your stories and laugh along with the internet.)


Saturday September 27
th
, 2014


Title: TIFU by slipping in the tongue on a fake kiss.

Submitted by /u/Sgt_Curious

Before I regale you with the up-fucking, let’s get one thing straight. Me. I’m straight. Happily married, husband, kid, SUV – the works. Of course I’ve thought about what it would be like to kiss another girl – who hasn’t – but it’s not something that’s ever bubbled up to the top of my to-do list. Until tonight.

I met this woman last week (let’s call her Susan) at my kid’s kindergarten BBQ. We had this moment (not the fuck-up) that I didn’t recognize at the time, but later realized (for me, at least) was a “Hey You” kind of spark. We both laughed it off at the time – laughed so hard it hurt, in fact – but that night I had this amorous, homoerotic dream, and you’ll never guess who my co-star was.

I didn’t freak out, but I did do all the straight-girl rationalization shit – doesn’t mean anything, just a brain-fart, yada yada
 – and it’s working for me … until the next day when she sends a text asking me out. She lifted my number from the kinder class list. Is that weird? So like a hormone charged teenager, I assume she’s into me, and I do
 start freaking out. The story that assembles itself in my head is that she’s bi and she picked up on some bi vibe I was putting out – whatever that is! Anyway, I get myself half convinced that I really was
 putting out a bi vibe because, you know, I am
 kind of curious.

This could’ve ended well (spoiler: it didn’t) if I’d just behaved like a grown-up and went out for casual drinks with my new friend. Instead, I did the whole short-skirt-long-jacket routine, complete with big hair, too much makeup, and probably too much cleavage. I kiss my husband goodbye, and with nary a thought about what the blue fuck I’m doing, I jump in the SUV and drive off to … what? My destiny? Not that melodramatic. I think I was just flattered that she was into me and I was curious to see how far she’d go.

So I get there and my heart’s thumping so hard it’s threatening to spill my barely contained cleavage. I walk in, holding my breath, and Susan is already there … with another woman! Yes, good folk of Reddit, she had invited me to her girls’ night out.

Once again, this could’ve ended well if I’d just behaved like a grown-up, but I stuffed my car keys in the bottom of my purse with some emergency cab money and proceeded to drown my sorrows.

I’m getting to the fuck-up, I promise you.

It turned out to be just the three of us, which is an unlucky number for women at a bar because guys figure they can pick one of them off and leave the other two. I was barely on my second drink when the first guy gave it a try. He came up and tried some lame line on Susan (the only blonde), which she politely bounced. I was still feeling a bit fragile and maybe a bit jealous, so when he gave it the good old Irish second try (to be sure, to be sure), I flashed my badge (I’m a city cop) and told him to take his harassment off to another bar, which he very promptly did.

So now Susan’s friend jokes that I was out of line eviscerating the poor guy when there’s less confrontational ways to get rid of unwanted attention. Oh yeah, says I, like what? Like pretending we’re lesbians, says she, and then we all have a laugh. Except I’m only laughing on the outside.

Here comes the fuck-up, if you couldn’t tell.

More drinks arrive. More drinks are drunk. I’ve got a good buzz going and I’ve pretty much forgotten about what was on my mind when I came in, but then another guy tries to proposition Susan. I fix him with an out of focus, one eyeball stare and tell him she’s already taken.

Now I know this only ever happens in movies, but I shit you not, the guy’s next words were – and I quote: “Oh yeah? Well I don’t see no boyfriend!”

Now as someone who carries a gun for a living, it would be fair to describe me as a person who doesn’t happily tolerate assholes. If I was wearing, then this particular asshole might have found himself with a face full of Beretta (while I found myself on suspension), but instead I took the high road – I turned to Susan, grabbed her by the nape of her neck and locked lips.

I know I’ve said it before, but this still
 could’ve ended well if I’d behaved like a grown-up and finished my fake kiss with a big smack of the lips and a cheesy fuck-you smile at the retreating asshole. But I didn’t.

Now if you’re like me, you probably figure that since all the people you’ve
 kissed do it in much the same way, then all
 people kiss in much the same way. Girls, I recently discovered, do it different. Guys – whether they’re macho alphas or sensitive new agers – always kiss you; they’re kiss-ers, not kiss-ees. From first contact, I knew Susan was with the pretend-lesbian program and she was watching the asshole to enjoy the look on his face. I thought that was why it felt different – we were just holding our lips together like 1940’s movie stars – but then I had this moment of clarity when I realized she was actually following my lead and we were both
 kissing like a kiss-ee.

I wanted to make my first fake lesbian kiss a winner, so I manned-up and started in with the lip action, making it look like we were sharing a stick of gum. Now I swear that up to this point, I was still fake-kissing, but when Susan responded, all of my homoerotic uncertainty and curiosity leading up to the night just reared up again and kicked my ass. I don’t want this to sound like a bodice-ripper, but I melted. I hate when people misuse the word ‘literally’, but I literally – fucking – melted. I really honest-to-God believed that her response was real and that I’d gotten the adventure I’d come for. Plus interest!

Heart rate spiked, adrenaline buzzed, nipples hard – on the next open-mouth, my tongue just did its thing and sealed the deal, diving headlong between Susan’s lips to seek out a new playmate. Now this is the point where I’m supposed to say she responded and returned my heated fervor equally, locking tongues and planting the seed for an extraordinary new Sapphic adventure. That didn’t happen.

Instead, she jerked spastically and reared back, her surprise and shock at the unexpected escalation was complete and unfeigned. I wanted the earth to swallow me up. What the fuck did I just do? I slipped the tongue to a kinder mom!

I tried to play it cool and make as if tongue was all part of the fake-kiss experience with me. Susan kind of saved me by pretending to cough and apologizing, making out it was her fault, but the look in her eyes was genuine, ice-bucket-challenge shock. I know her friend sensed something, because she jumped in with an awkward laugh and a detailed description of the look on the long-gone asshole’s face. I got the feeling she was talking it up, because most guys I know would probably stop to watch a good girl-on-girl show. He probably just got bored and walked off.

She didn’t bring it up afterwards and neither did I. We both ordered another drink just to prove we weren’t freaked out, but after we finished there was a whole lot of “Oh, look at the time” from us both.

It’s taken me three hours to write this. We haven’t spoken. I’m thinking about shifting my kid to another kinder.

TL;DR: I got carried away fake-kissing another kinder mom and fake-outed myself when I slipped her the tongue.

Comments

/u/The-Ginge: “I tried to play it cool and make as if tongue was all part of the fake-kiss experience with me.” There’s your problem! Shoulda gone alpha and kissed her again, then piss in her handbag to mark your territory.

/u/Moral-Conundrum: No coming back from that. Definitely find a new kinder. Maybe move to another state.

/u/Hill-Climber: “… let’s get one thing straight. Me. I’m straight.” I beg to differ. Denial.

/u/IFailed3rdGrade: Follow up /u/Sgt_Curious? What happened next?

──────


Wednesday September 31
st
, 2014



/u/Sgt_Curious:
 I’ve been obsessing about it for the last few days, but it hasn’t translated into any action on my part. I know the kiss didn’t go so well, but I keep thinking about that first time we met. It’s not my imagination; there really was a spark – or something – and that’s what I keep coming back to. So what now? Should I apologize? Pursue further? Or should I pretend it never happened?

Susan texted last night (Tues); says she wants to get together again. “Get together”? Are those the words you’d use if you wanted to go out for a drink? Or does she want to ‘get together’. And what about “Again”? Is she referring to the kiss? Does she want me to try again – this time when she’s ready? I don’t think I have the courage. I couldn’t stand the humiliation of fucking it up again.

/u/IFailed3rdGrade: What? No, you MUST go out. You can’t leave me hanging like this. Have you replied? “Get together” is code. Carpe diem.


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 But … but …

/u/IFailed3rdGrade: I guess it comes down to this: how sure are you about that spark? Everything else can be written off as uncertainty on Susan’s part. If you don’t find out for sure, will you have any regrets?


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 I need to think about this …

──────


Friday October 2
nd
, 2014



/u/Sgt_Curious:
 I have news, if anyone else but /u/IFailed3rdGrade
 is still following: Susan’s family is coming around to ours for a barbeque. Tonight! Husbands and kids will be there, so expecting nothing more than just chat. I’ll see if that spark happens again, then decide what to do.

/u/Yes-I-Mind: Um, have you thought about how your husband fits into all this? Are you cheating?


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 I guess I don’t want to think about that too much. I’m not one of those people who think flirting is okay when you’re in a relationship. If I flirted with a guy, I’d feel like it was cheating. But I don’t feel that way in this case.

This seems different. Is it because Susan is a woman? I don’t know – probably. I’m very confused. I don’t feel like it’s something I have to hide from my husband. No, I haven’t said anything to him, but that’s because I don’t even know what this is. If I can get it straight in my head then I think I will tell him. No, scratch that – I must
 tell him.

I need to figure things out, though. He would have questions, and right now, I don’t have any answers.


II

───Ξ───

Was She as Good a Kisser as Me?


Saturday October 3
rd
, 2014


/u/IFailed3rdGrade: Bumpety-bump. S-o-o-o-o-o…?


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 I was writing in my journal when my inbox pinged with your message.

… Something happened …

I’m freaking out a bit. Can’t get my head straight. Thank God I don’t have work today – probably shoot myself by accident.

I don’t think I want to tell. Not yet, anyway. I just want to spill it all into my journal … it helps me to get my thoughts organized.

/u/IFailed3rdGrade: Or … spill it on Reddit – organize your thoughts and crowd-source advice in one fell swoop.

/u/Sgt_Curious is a throwaway account anyway, right? What do we say Reddit?

/u/WhiskeyAndCigs: All in favor, say Aye.

/u/The-Duck-of-Death: Aye.

/u/StifflersGrandma: Eye.

/u/ArtfulCodger: I.

/u/VeryLongJohnSilver: Arrrrgh … I mean, Aye, me hearties.

/u/WhiskeyAndCigs: The Ayes have it. Spill.


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 <Sigh> Okay, but just the PG-13 version.

──────

So it’s a Friday night barbecue at home. There’s me and my man, Susan and her husband, and two other couples – friends of ours – all with screaming kids about the same age. I’m not going to make up names for all of them, because I won’t be able to keep them all straight.

I’m usually one of the ‘guys’ at a barbecue – you know, standing around the grill with a brew – but on Friday I played the good hostess, because … well, you know why. I even wore a dress! That probably doesn’t sound strange unless you know me, but it is; I’m a jeans and tee-shirt kind of gal for informal occasions.

What made it strange was when Susan’s family arrived, she
 was wearing jeans. We’d only met twice, but I had her pegged as the princess type – she’ll wear anything so long as it’s pretty. And I don’t mean to suggest the jeans weren’t pretty; they were tight and slim, and she looked amazing. I even caught my husband sneaking a second and third look. It just wasn’t the leg-revealing skirt I’d been hoping for, and although I found myself feeling mildly disappointed, I had to wonder whether they were for my
 benefit.

I’m not sounding very straight anymore, am I? I’ve spent many an hour writing in my journal and thinking about Susan, and I think my claims of pure heterosexuality are starting to sound a bit flimsy, even to me. But here’s the weird thing, I don’t feel attracted to any other women; it’s just Susan. For now, at least.

I know you want me to get to the good part, even though I’m not going to tell it all, so we can skip the thrust and parry of social banter for most of the evening. Suffice to say that we all had a few drinks, enough to be happy, but not enough to be irresponsible parents.

After we’d eaten, the guys retired inside because there was some kind of sport on the television. Probably baseball, but it could have been Lingerie League for all we knew. Us womenfolk stayed safely outside on the deck, and after a polite interval, my husband (now I see my mistake in not assigning fake names, let’s call him N)
 came out to check we were okay for drinks.

“Can I get you ladies anything?” he asks, showing off what a good host he is in front of me. “Wine? More bubbly? Cocktails?” He was joking about that last one; we don’t do cocktails.

“Cocktails?” one of our friends laughed (let’s call her K)
, no doubt aware of his inability to deliver. “What are you offering, N? Tequila Sunrise? A White Russian?” Then she paused, and with a flirtatious smirk and a wink at me, “Sex on the Beach?”

N laughed, happy to be teased. “For you, K, the top shelf is wide open.” He winked at me and then followed up, “Maybe you’d prefer a Slow Comfortable Screw.”

K giggled as only a three-quarters inebriated, monogamous, married woman can when someone delivers a ribald double-entendre like that.

“Hmm, I don’t know,” she says, giggling girlishly behind her hand. “Do you have Kahlúa and Baileys? I’d love an Orgasm.”

“An Orgasm?” the other mom sighed wistfully (let’s call her M, but you can forget that, because she doesn’t figure again in this story)
. “God, I don’t remember the last time I had one of those.”

“Make that three, baby,” I said laconically, holding up three fingers. I was feeling free and flirty, and maybe a little bit aroused to share sexy jokes with my husband and these women. “What do you say, Susan? N delivers a mean Screaming Orgasm. I’m still recovering from the last one.”

Susan looked uncomfortable. Not mortified, but I knew I’d pushed her too far, and I felt a chill like a face full of iced water.

“Just more bubbly, thanks N,” Susan answered politely, favoring him with a smile that I wouldn’t have minded receiving myself. She wore the reddest lipstick, and it was really popping against her smooth, blonde hair.

“Make it a bottle, babe,” I said, hoping I could recover from embarrassing Susan with some humor. “These bitches can take care of their own orgasms.”

K and M laughed and jeered N with more banter as he retreated to fetch the bottle. I looked at Susan, who smiled dutifully, but I still felt bad. When N came back and made a chivalrous display of topping up our glasses, she excused herself to check on the kids and disappeared inside.

We descended back into friendly chatter, but after a few minutes she still hadn’t returned, and I was starting to worry about making her feel uncomfortable. I wondered whether she was maybe checking on the kids as an excuse to get some distance. From me, probably. Whatever, I felt that an apology was in order.

“Those kids could have Susan tied to a stake, by now,” I said, standing up to go after her. “I’d better go check.”

All of the kids were watching a movie, and Susan wasn’t with them. The powder room door was open, too, so she wasn’t in there. I almost went to check if she was with the men, unlikely as that seemed, when I heard a noise upstairs.

I didn’t have to look far. If you’re thinking Susan was in bed with my husband, well I’m sorry to disappoint, this isn’t that kind of story. She was in the bathroom alone, sitting on the floor with her back to the bathtub, and it was obvious she’d been crying. Not bawling, just moist around the eyes, with one tear still tracking down her cheek.

Oh fuck. This was my fault. I’m not sure how, but it was.

I sat opposite, leaning against the wall. The bathroom is pretty narrow, and our legs were touching – mine bare, and hers sculpted by those sexy jeans.

“I’m sorry,” I apologized, presuming to have taken the banter too far. After all, she’d never met N before tonight, and I was suddenly offering for him to give her a Screaming Orgasm – even if it was a joke. I can be crass, but most people take it in their stride. “I was trying for ‘funny’,” I continued. “But I found ‘rude’ instead. I do that sometimes.”

Susan looked at me; apologetically it seemed, not accusingly.

“No,” she mouthed, her voice not working properly at first. “You were
 funny. I just … I’ve got some things … I’m a bit messed up at the moment.”

Cops are born conflict resolvers. We don’t always use a lot of delicacy and tact, but we don’t leave tensions simmering, either, because they can be dangerous. Beyond that though, I also desperately wanted to connect with her.

“Do you want to talk to someone about it?”

“I am,” she revealed. “I … my therapist …” she sighed, waving one hand airily. “That’s all part of it.”

“Part of what?”

Susan didn’t answer, but she seemed to be considering it. I used the opportunity to replay what had been said earlier: M saying she didn’t remember her last orgasm, and my joking offer of my husband’s infidelity. It didn’t take a genius to work out that everything was not okay in Susan’s bedroom.

“Unless it’s too personal,” I said, giving her an out. Part of me was excited by the thought of talking about sex with this woman, but another part saw her hurting and wanted to ease that pain, even if it meant leaving the subject alone.

“I mean, I’m still virtually a stranger.” I went on, giving her a moment. She looked at me through damp eyelashes, and I thought she was coming around. “You really don’t know anything about me, except I have a kid who goes to the same kinder as yours.”

“And that you’re a police woman,” she conceded. “A good one, probably.”

That was nice. I felt that connection again. That spark.

“And I’m an awesome kisser,” I hazarded. That made her laugh. This might be a good opportunity to apologize.
 “I’m sorry about that,” I continued. “I … I, um.” Fuck, where was I going with this.
 “I don’t really know what I was thinking. It was just a reflex thing.”

“No, really, it’s okay,” Susan waved off my apology. “Actually, it was kind of fun, doing something unexpected like that in public. It was a surprise, that’s all.”

I wasn’t sure what that meant. Did she like it? Did she want me to try again? I weighed up the possibility that she had just invited me to lean forwards and kiss her, but I came up short. After last Friday night’s debacle, I needed a stronger signal.

“S-o-o-o,” I began aimlessly. I wanted to get her to open up, but I wasn’t sure how to go about it. “A mom, a cop, an awesome kisser,” I recapped, ticking them off on my fingers. “And apparently, a bit too indiscreet on the subject of orgasms at house parties.”

I left that one hanging there. Either she’d take it or she wouldn’t, but I wasn’t going to chase it.

“Or was it infidelity?” I added. Okay, maybe I’d chase it a little.

“It’s not infidelity,” she said quietly.

So, orgasms then. There’s not too many bad things you can say about orgasms, so it narrowed things down. A lot!

“You know you can tell me to shut up if this is none of my business, right?”

Susan flicked her eyes up at me, acknowledging the offer, but not accepting it. By implication, I thought that was an invitation to keep pushing.

“Can I ask a too-personal question?”

She didn’t say no.

“When was the last time D made you come?” (Oh, for fuck’s sake, Reddit. Why didn’t I make up fake names? D is her husband. The other two guys downstairs are R and P, but they don’t figure in this story. Neither do the kids. Are we happy!?)

Susan just looked at me and shook her head minutely. So she didn’t climax during sex; that’s not so strange, I guess.

“Still,” I mused, trying to find a silver lining. “I suppose that’s why God made batteries, right? And the Magic Wand. Fuck, there must have been some kind of divine intervention at work when Hitachi designed that little one-twenty volt slice of heaven. Am I right?”

Susan seemed conflicted.

She sighed heavily. “I just got over telling all this to my therapist,” she said. “Why is it so much harder to tell you?”

“It’s my cop bedside manner,” I joked. “If it helps, I could beat it out of you.”

She smiled again; this one seemed more genuine than dutiful.

“Before this week, I thought I’d never had an orgasm.”


NEVER? WHAT THE FUCK?
 That’s no way to live. Jesus, I’d explode.

“You thought?” I asked.

“My therapist did regression therapy with me …”

“What, hypnotism?”

Susan nodded. “It turns out I have had one, but I’d blocked the memory.”

“Oh. Really?” Fuck, I mean, how do you respond to that? “But she helped you to remember?”

She nodded again.

“Do you know why you’d block out something like that?” I asked gently, leaning forwards and touching her shin. I had a feeling that I was about to hear a rape story. I’ve interviewed rape victims who have climaxed, and it compounds the psychological trauma in a vicious twist to an already horrible crime. “Did he … did he hurt you?”

“What?” Susan looked up at me, confusion becoming shocked realization. “No, it wasn’t like that. It wasn’t even a …” She bit off the end of the sentence.

It wasn’t even a what? It wasn’t even a rape? It wasn’t even a proper orgasm? It wasn’t even a … oh, holy fuck … It wasn’t even a guy. It wasn’t even a fucking GUY! Another woman made her come!

“We should go back downstairs,” Susan said quickly, pushing herself to her feet.

“Wait!” I pleaded, scrambling to stand up and grabbing her shoulder from behind. She could have pulled away from me, but she didn’t; she just stood there and allowed me to stop her.

We were in front of the bathroom mirror and I caught her eye in the reflection. It was somehow intimate and distant at the same time; although our heads were almost touching, our gaze had to travel the full distance to the mirror and back. I felt a sense of déjà vu; the bathroom mirror, the two of us standing too close – it was just like that day at the kindergarten when I first felt that spark.

I rested my other hand on her waist. Her slim curves were so different to the flared angles of my hips. Our eyes were locked, and that spark that I felt at the kindergarten barbecue was definitely back, stronger than ever. It gave me the courage to take another chance.

“Can I ask one more question?” I whispered. Susan’s reflection was three feet away, but her ear was right by my lips.

She looked terrified and excited at the same time. Her lips were parted and I realized she was panting. She made a tiny, assenting movement with her eyes, which I interpreted as ‘go ahead’.

“The other woman,” I breathed, meaning the one who had given her an orgasm. “Was she as good a kisser as me?”

“Yes …” she began, but I think that was just an affirmation of what we both wanted, not an answer to my question. “No … I don’t remember.” She moved her ear closer to my lips. “Remind me.”

“Oh …” I think it was the last word I said to her alone. I slipped my arm around her waist and my fingers immediately found the button on the front of her jeans. I kissed her neck, her ear, and the angle of her jaw, but not her lips. Our eyes never left each other. I think it might have broken the spell.

I won’t tell the rest; it doesn’t feel right. But I did something for her – something indescribably intimate – that I’ve only ever done for myself.

Oh my God, it was amazing. She watched me the entire time. There was raw electricity in her gaze, and it felt like it was flowing down my arm, through my fingers, and back into her body.

Just as she finished and wilted in my arms, N called upstairs looking for us. Susan zipped up in a breathless rush and slipped out the door, and I heard her telling him that I’d be down in a minute.

By the time I’d soaped and washed my hands, and raced downstairs after her, Susan, her husband, and her two kids were at the front door, ready to leave.

That was yesterday, and now I’m too frightened to call her. I thought something like that would make things clearer, but I’ve never been more confused.

I still don’t know what to tell N.

I think I love her. I love them both.

──────

/u/IFailed3rdGrade: <Gulp> Jesus, you made me come too. Holy fuck, I just bookmarked this so I can read it again.

/u/Playing-2-Win: I call bullshit.

/u/IFailed3rdGrade: If you want pix, you can go fuck yourself. When I said that I came, I wasn’t offering proof.


/u/Playing-2-Win: Not you, the story. Whole thing is copied from today’s top post in
 /r/gonewildstories
, except that one is written from “Susan’s” POV. It’s either plagiarism or some twisted cross-promotion. Either way it’s bullshit.
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──────

“You knock on the door,” Susan told her husband.

“She’s your
 friend,” David countered. “You knock.”

Susan sighed with a mixture of frustration and nervous energy. She had been building up this moment in her mind ever since Anna had invited them over. Last time they were together, Anna had kissed her. Hard, and on the lips. It was a joke, of course; a trick played on some sleazy guy at the bar to pretend they were lesbians. Or so she thought.

She’d never considered herself anything but straight. Married, heterosexual, monogamous – the wholesome trinity. She and David even had two boys, and she loved all of them dearly. The idea of kissing another woman had never crossed her mind. Or so she thought.


There was that one time …

But that was years ago, back in college. Everyone does stupid stuff in college. Susan had forgotten about the drunken encounter, or maybe ‘buried’ is a better word, because when she was hypnotized by her therapist, she ‘remembered’ straight away. Was it really remembering? In a way, it felt like it had been there all along, lurking beneath the surface and haunting her social and sexual identity.

Certainly sex with David had never been the magical fireworks they describe in magazines. If she was honest with herself, it wasn’t just David either. Masturbation held no particular attraction. She’d had a few other partners before they married, and sex was never anything special.

Except that one time. In college, with her boyfriend, but there was somebody else in the room. Susan couldn’t even remember her name.

She knocked on the door.

All of this nervousness was Anna’s fault. The kiss.
 This would be the first time they had met since then – the first since her therapy session as well, the one in which she discovered …

Footsteps.

Susan looked down at herself. Skinny jeans, a red tee-shirt that made her small breasts look just a little fuller, and matching, red pumps.

What are you doing? Jeans and tee-shirt, this is how Anna dresses. Are you trying to impress her or something?

Yes. Yes she was.

The door opened. It was Anna, smiling, radiant, her golden Mediterranean skin glowing like a sunset. She was wearing a dress.

Jeepers, we’ve been swapped by aliens! She’s dressed as me.

“Yasou!
 Welcome! Come on in.” Anna kissed her, but it was on the cheek this time. I wonder
 what David would say if he’d seen the other kiss?


Susan introduced her husband and kids (she’d only met Anna two weeks ago at the kindergarten) and they all followed her inside. After a quick drop-off at the playroom where the boys were quickly absorbed into a noisy game, they continued out the back where Anna’s husband was already warming the barbecue, and they met two other couples – friends of Anna and Nick.

Susan’s heart sank. Anna hadn’t said there would be other company; there was no way they would have time alone to talk. Last week’s kiss had been awkward, and she needed to find a way to tell her that it wasn’t unwelcome. The problem was that she hadn’t expected it; hadn’t even been aware of her own desires, fantasies simmering, shimmering
, just behind the veil of her conscious mind.

Since therapy on Tuesday, everything had become much clearer, though. She had felt something with Anna, something more than friendship, and now she was positive that Anna had felt it too. Almost positive.

It was frightening how quickly she had accepted these new feelings. They just felt right
. Something had been locked away inside her for a long time, and Anna was the key to setting it free. She longed for a do-over, to have that kiss again. This time she wouldn’t pull away.

Susan tried to push her thoughts and expectations to the back of her mind, but Anna wasn’t making it easy. With her toned legs exposed to the knee and her dress framing a golden expanse of décolletage, she looked amazing. She wasn’t the only one to notice, either; David and the other guys were more than happy to turn their attention her way when she spoke. Strangely though, Susan didn’t feel jealous, not of Anna, anyway. If anything, she felt jealously protective, as if she had more right to stare than the men.

When the food was ready, the kids came outside to join them, and the routine mothering came as a welcome distraction, making sure that both of her kids had at least one vegetable on their plates (getting them to eat it was another battle altogether). But dinner was finished all too quickly; the kids disappeared to watch a movie, and shortly afterwards, the men disappeared to watch a ball game.

That left Anna and Susan … and the other women.

Susan could actually feel a physical ache of wanting
 in her stomach, and she tried to picture what might happen if Anna’s friends decided to get up and go inside with the men. They would sit in silence for a few moments, talking only with their eyes.

Do you want to?

Yes!

And then one of them would make a move, or maybe they’d both stand at the same time, folding into each other’s embrace. Their lips would touch for the second time, but this time when Anna’s tongue beckoned, Susan would respond with her own, tasting, basking in her wet heat and sharing a silent promise of the ways in which they might pleasure each other in the absence of men.

“Drinks, ladies?”

It was Nick, Anna’s husband, leaning out the glass door with a welcoming smile, shocking Susan out of her erotic contemplation.

“More champagne?” he offered. “Or a cocktail?”

“Oh boy, cocktails!” one of Anna’s friends chirped. “I’d love a Slippery Nipple, please Nick.”

“I bet you would,” he answered with a laugh. “But you’ll need to make a diversion for Anna first, if you want one from me.”

There was polite laughter all round at the risqué joke, and Susan felt a warm buzz at the mention of Anna’s name in a salacious context, causing her own nipples to peak.

“Hey, don’t let me cramp your style,” Anna rejoined cheerfully. “Why not get him to fix you an Orgasm to wash it down.”

“Oh, an Orgasm,” the other friend sighed dreamily. “That reminds me, I need to buy batteries on the way home.”

There were gales of laughter all round, Nick included, but Susan could only smile self-consciously and hope that nobody would notice. Although she had been quick in coming to terms with her bisexual nature, it was her inability to climax that left her feeling most anxious and confused. That homoerotic college experience was only part of the memory that her therapist had unearthed; what rocked her most was that her barely-remembered female partner had brought her to her first and only orgasm.

Bi-curious was a label that Susan felt she could welcome, but what if she could only experience climax with another woman? Did that make her a lesbian? And what would that mean for her marriage, and for her husband?

“Just a fresh bottle of champagne, thanks stud,” Anna said to Nick. Her gaze rested briefly on Susan and acknowledged her discomfort with a tender smile.

The awkward moment had spoiled the sweet fantasy for Susan and left her feeling unhappy and self-conscious, so she made an excuse to check on the children and slipped inside when Nick returned with the wine. Not wanting to have told a lie, she did
 check on the children (all present and accounted for), but then retreated to spend a few minutes on her own.

Powder room … dammit, occupied.

The tears felt close, and the fact that they were mostly unwarranted made her feel worse, not better. She briefly considered hiding in the kitchen, but realized that Nick would almost certainly pass through fetching beer for the men in the living room.

She looked at the stairs with guilty longing, knowing that she would find another bathroom up there, but also knowing that etiquette dictated certain places to be out of bounds to house guests.

Blow it. The powder room was occupied, and this is an emergency.

Susan found the bathroom at the top of the stairs and was relieved to see it sparkling clean with fresh towels; it suggested that Anna had anticipated guests using it, and wouldn’t be upset if she found out that Susan had been up there. She wasn’t going to use the toilet, so she chose not to close the door behind her. Later, she had the opportunity to reflect on how things might have turned out differently had she altered that one choice.

The large mirror was well lit, and it reflected a stark and uncompromising image of the woman she had chosen to portray. Jeans and tee-shirt – so uncharacteristic for her. What were you thinking, Sus? Did you honestly believe something might happen with both husbands and kids in the house? What an idiot.


The warring emotions of desire, guilt, anticipation, and self-doubt had chipped away at her resilience. The tears that had been threatening when she contemplated the consequences of her new sexuality now sprang forth, falling in silent, emotionally exhausted tracks down her cheeks.

Unwilling to watch the spectacle of this unfamiliar, unstable woman in the mirror, Susan perched first on the edge of the bath, and then sank slowly to the floor, leaning back against the tub. She sat there and simply let the tears come, thinking about David, thinking about Anna, wondering what it was she truly wanted, and feeling frightened that maybe she already knew the answer.

No matter what, my boys come first. Anything else – anybody else – in my life has to fit around that. I won’t risk my boys, and if that means I can’t risk my marriage, then so be it. But …

She had been crying in silence, and with that equivocal resolution, she hitched a shuddering sob, knowing that the path she was currently following could so easily become a slippery slope. There was still an opportunity to turn back, though.

Footsteps on the stairs. There was no time to shut the door, so she quickly wiped her wet cheeks and took a deep breath, hoping not to have to explain herself. There was only a moment to worry whether her makeup had run, and then Anna appeared in the doorway. She looked at Susan and seemed like she was about to say something, but then closed her mouth again and came to sit opposite, leaning against the wall with her smooth, bare legs tented and touching her own.

Susan’s eyes flicked up to meet her new friend’s gaze, and along the way, she registered a strip of white against the golden skin of Anna’s thighs. Well, that settles how accustomed she is to wearing a dress … unless she’s flashing me deliberately.


Susan almost apologized for running off, but Anna beat her to it, blaming herself for making an inappropriate joke. She was tempted to accept the apology and leave it at that – try to pull herself together and go back downstairs – but that felt too disingenuous. Anna wasn’t responsible for her state of mind – well, not directly, anyway.

“It’s not your fault,” she said, wondering whether this might be the chance she was hoping for, a chance for them both to reveal their feelings. If only she knew how to make that happen; confusion and self-doubt were making it hard to think, let alone speak.

“It’s me,” she continued. “I’ve got … I’ve got some stuff going on …” she finished weakly.

Anna looked at her thoughtfully.

“Do you want to talk about it?” she asked. “I’m a good kisser.”


What!
 Susan jerked with surprise and her eyes shot wide open, showing the whites.

“I beg your pardon?” she husked, although she was quite sure of what she’d heard.

“You can talk to me about it, if you like,” she reiterated. “I’m a good listener
.”

“Oh, my goodness,” Susan exhaled a tense breath. She wasn’t sure whether she was relieved or disappointed. “I thought you said …” She paused, unsure whether she should continue. The comic value of her misunderstanding began to register and she smiled up at the other woman.

“You thought I said what?” Anna was smiling too, catching it from Susan.

“I thought you said …” she paused, and continued in a conspiratorial whisper. “I thought you said you were a good kisser
.”

Anna laughed honestly and openly. “I am,” she agreed, still giggling. Then she seemed to sober and regain some seriousness. “At least I thought I was.” She regarded Susan gravely for a few moments, and they shared a look that acknowledged both were thinking the same thing. The kiss. “Look, I’m sorry about that … you know, last weekend,” she explained awkwardly. “I was … I don’t know … I was on autopilot or something.”

“You don’t need to apologize,” Susan shook her head. “It was kind of fun, actually. Unexpected and a bit scary, but fun, you know, doing something like that in public.”


This is where we’re supposed to kiss again.
 Susan wanted to tell Anna that, and she opened her mouth to do so, but nothing came out. She desperately wanted to unburden herself, but Anna was too close. What if she said no? What if she said Susan was wrong, that the kiss was a mistake?

With a feeling something like déjà vu, she recalled her last therapy session, the hypnosis, the regression to that time in college. She had been describing her first and only orgasm, which she experienced at the hand of another woman (even though she was having sex with her boyfriend at the time). She felt both exhilaration and shame because in the safety of her trance, she had relived the raw heat of that experience in more ways than one.

This opportunity to reveal herself to Anna felt eerily similar, laden with emotion and possible relief.

“I had an orgasm in my therapist’s office,” she blurted, her need to share something, anything, overwhelming her self-consciousness, if not her fear of rejection.

“You WHAT?” Anna exclaimed, laughing and then immediately suppressing it again, looking at Susan with wide, unbelieving eyes. “Wait, you don’t mean the cocktail, do you?”

Susan shook her head. A smile teased at the corners of her mouth, letting Anna know it was okay to see the humorous side of her admission.

“Wow! You must have a hair trigger,” Anna probed. “Unless you … you know.” She parted her legs and touched herself through the light fabric of her dress, making it very clear with the movement of her fingers that she was miming masturbation.

“Anna!” Susan cried, not because she was appalled by the crass gesture, but because some kind of admonishment seemed to be called for in their current roles. “And no, I don’t have a hair trigger. In fact …”

Do I dare to finish that sentence? Tell this strange, beautiful woman that I hadn’t had an orgasm since college.

Anna waited, allowing her the time to continue if she was going to.

“Can I ask a personal question?”

Oh Jiminy Crickets! She’s going to ask if I’m a lesbian. I don’t even know the answer myself.

Susan didn’t answer, she couldn’t, but somehow she let Anna know with her eyes. I think so, yes.


“When was the last time your husband made you come?” Anna asked.

It was so unexpected, all Susan could do at first was shake her head. No, that’s the wrong question. You were supposed to ask about us.


“He hasn’t,” she whispered, answering the question that was asked and mourning the one that wasn’t. Convinced now that she and Anna were on different wavelengths, she suddenly wanted to be on the other side of this conversation. “There was this one time in college … with another …”

Her mouth snapped shut. Freudian slip? She desperately wanted to reveal herself to Anna, and her traitorous mouth was obviously now part of the conspiracy.

It was the wrong time. She wasn’t ready. Anna
 wasn’t ready.

“We should go back downstairs,” she said, quickly getting to her feet, intending to escape.

“Wait!” Anna pleaded, hurrying to stand up as Susan turned towards the door. A hand caught her by the shoulder, and Susan allowed herself to be stopped. She felt an electric thrill as Anna rested the other hand on her waist, and she half turned so that she could see her face in the bathroom mirror. Those fingers felt so warm and alive through the thin cotton of her tee-shirt, and she wondered what they might feel like against her bare skin.

“One more question?” Anna whispered. Her lips were very close to Susan’s ear and her hot breath paradoxically raised goosebumps down her torso, making her breasts tingle.

“Uh huh?” she mouthed, her voice refusing to engage.

“The other woman,” Anna began. Her nostrils flared, somehow conveying the shared understanding of Susan’s near-admission. “Was she a better kisser than me?”

Susan reeled in giddy relief. She knows.


“Yes,” she replied without thinking, simply affirming that the moment she had been hoping for was finally there. It took a few seconds, but eventually she parsed Anna’s question and realized her mistake. “No!” she blurted. “Wait … I mean … I don’t remember.”


Please, for pity’s sake. Just kiss me.
 Susan turned her head slightly, offering Anna the sensitive erogenous zone along the line of her jaw. How could she close this? For all of her candid admissions, still she couldn’t give voice to her desire to kiss another woman.

Was Anna a better kisser? She hoped so.

“Remind me.”

Anna touched her lips to Susan’s ear and then took the sensitive lobe between her teeth, nibbling and teasing, but managing somehow to do so without transferring any lipstick.

Susan watched those mahogany eyes in a doe-like daze, her own features an apprehensive mix of wonder and abject fear. Spellbound, she saw Anna’s pink tongue steal between painted lips before she registered the sensual, wet heat on the tip of her ear. Warmth flooded her body, flushing her face and kindling a wet heat of a different kind in her loins.

Sucking in oxygen (how long since she last breathed?)
, she arched her back, molding her slim body into Anna’s and feeling the pliant pressure of firm, full breasts against her back. Perhaps sensing her signal and acting on her own arousal, Anna’s hands swept lightly over Susan’s tingling body, touching, grazing, caressing; one cupping her small, peaked breast, and the other dipping furtively beneath the waistband of her jeans.

“Crispy crackers,” she breathed; the absurdly mothering swear-alternative was out of her mouth before she could steal it back. Anna seemed to take it as encouragement – which was good, since that was how it had been intended – and with a shadow of a smile, she deftly released the button and zipper on Susan’s jeans and slipped her fingers inside the silky, pink lace of her panties.

Crispy Crackers doesn’t cover it. Another woman’s hand in your panties is more of an ‘Oh my giddy aunt’ moment.

This was it, the point of no return. The flirting, the kiss, it could all be dismissed as play and banter, but it was a lot harder to explain away four red-painted fingernails brushing lovingly through your pubic hair as anything but an erotic, lesbian encounter. It was academic though, because Susan didn’t want her to stop. Not now, maybe not ever. With slow, deliberate movements, Anna stroked her mons, blending the touch of her fingertips and nails, striking a ticklish chord of pleasure that reverberated through Susan’s core. Her breath caught in her throat, her stomach muscles fluttered, and an irresistible, throbbing heat built between her thighs, soaking the gauzy strip of lace that would soon be peeled away by Anna’s probing touch.

Circling, delving, that wonderful hand stroked lower and brushed across Susan’s sex, grazing the engorged tips of her inner folds, which in her arousal, now peeked out from the safety of her outer labia. She moaned encouragement and leaned back into Anna’s embrace, parting her legs wider and rocking her hips to offer herself more completely.

Susan felt a light pressure over her opening as Anna zeroed in on that most intimate of places, and with barely a whisper of resistance, her lips parted and enveloped her fingers in a wet embrace. She had only a moment to register Anna’s excited intake of breath in her ear – perhaps not expecting to find Susan so wet, so ready – and then she was taken, as two slim, feminine digits breached her entrance and slid effortlessly into her tight canal.

She felt aroused in a way that was thoroughly new and unfamiliar. Sex had always felt good, but this felt explosive, dangerous, and it was swiftly spiraling out of control.

“Squeeze me,” Anna whispered, her breath hot on Susan’s cheek.

Trapped in her dark eyes, Susan was under a euphoric spell, powerless to resist lest the thrumming pleasure in her sex abated. Tightening her pelvic floor, she clamped down on Anna’s fingers, making her feel deliciously invaded
 in a way she had never experienced with a man.

When she relaxed her muscles, a fizz of electric pleasure coursed through her pussy, concentrating in her clitoris. She moaned and rubbed her back against Anna in a cat-like fashion, and she realized with expectant dread that the mounting pressure in her loins signaled what would be her first properly consensual climax at the hands of another woman.

The thought was terrifying, but it was also electrifying, and that excitement and expectation fed back on itself, building like a hot ball of molten lust deep inside, somewhere beyond the reach of Anna’s fingertips.

Pinching one nipple roughly through her bra, Anna strained with the other hand to penetrate deeper, stretching Susan’s delicate panties as she plunged into her yearning pussy and ground against her sodden curls of soft, blonde hair.

She was pinned in Anna’s embrace, impaled on two searching, writhing fingers in front, with soft breasts and hard nipples holding her as if at gunpoint from behind. Sensing that her end was near, she gave herself completely to the animal lust and pumped her throbbing, soaking twat into Anna’s hand, finally making contact against her clitoris.

“Oh jeepers,” she husked. “Help me.” She tingled all over, trying to breathe in and out simultaneously, and managing only a breathless affirmation, “Yes … yes … oh please.”


So close!
 Susan’s pelvic wall fluttered now, not completely in her control, squeezing Anna’s fingers and grinding her swollen clitoris against the bony knuckle of her thumb. Her knees folded inwards, trapping Anna inside her; it didn’t matter though, because finally, ecstatically, she had sailed over the precipice. Her orgasm, only her third ever, and the first with a woman’s fingers in her pussy, spread its wings and took flight, lifting Susan on a whirling, headlong, lustful journey of release.

Her jaw dropped open in a silent scream and her neck went slack, tipping her head back onto Anna’s shoulder as she finally lost visual contact with those magnetic, brown-black eyes. A wave of pleasure tore through her, scorching nerve endings and making her writhe in Anna’s arms, the one hand still tweaking her nipple making a piquant counterpoint to the sweet bliss of slippery fingers inside her clenching, thrusting pussy.

‘Best ever orgasm’ for Susan wasn’t exactly a gold standard, but this was far in excess of both her previous experience and her expectations from reading magazines. It was more than the euphoric rush of pleasure and passion, she also felt a physical purging of stress and tension, which had been so ubiquitous in her life that she had come to think of it as normal. The result was an overwhelming feeling of gratitude and closeness (love?)
 for the agent of her climax, the woman with her lips plucking tenderly at Susan’s ear, and fingers still working lazily in her panties, teasing out the last few ebbing waves of her orgasm.

“Anna? Are you up there?”


Holy Jesus fuck! (This was definitely no ‘Oh my giddy aunt’ moment).
 It was Nick, and it sounded like he was halfway up the stairs. The rush of adrenaline almost made Susan come again, but the reality of Anna’s panicked exit from her panties and accompanying jerk of surprise poured cold water on her passions.

“Yah-huh,” Anna called back as Susan quickly zipped and buttoned her way back to respectability. In the flurry of excitement, she didn’t even get the opportunity to whisper her thanks, or to share a kiss; she just glanced quickly at Anna in the mirror – failing to catch her gaze – and then swept out of the bathroom with blood pounding in her ears.

“Anna will be down in a minute,” she told Nick, trying not to pant as she came down the stairs. She just has to rinse the smell of my pussy from her fingers.
 The morbid urge to confess their adultery (was it though?)
 felt very strong. What would Nick say if he knew that thirty seconds ago, his wife had two fingers buried in my vagina? Jeepers, what would David say?


Do I have to tell him?

THE END

──────


Edit:
 People have been asking what happened next. It doesn’t get any wilder, if that’s what you’re wondering.

The kids had finished watching their movie, and Nick was checking whether they could stay to watch another one. It was already late and my two would be horrors in the morning – something I didn’t need – so I took the opportunity to round everyone up and leave at the same time as one of the other couples. We were already at the door when Anna came downstairs, so the two of us didn’t get to talk.

I sat in the passenger seat of the car on the way home, waiting for a text, but it didn’t come. Yes, I considered texting her myself, but I guess I was deferring to her, letting her take charge like she did in the bathroom.

It’s two days later now, and still no text from her. I don’t know what she’s thinking. Was she just teasing me? I should contact her, but what can I say? “Thanks for the finger fuck?”

She’s probably regretting it.

I really don’t know what to do.

──────

/u/Analogue-Warrior: Hot as fuck. Would totally read again. 10/10. Can’t wait to read what happens next.

/u/Cooler-Than-Cats: Would have been better to write Anna with a strap-on and get her to give you the boning you crave.

/u/Analogue-Warrior: You do get that /r/GoneWildStories is *true* stories, right?

/u/Cooler-Than-Cats: Phhht! GWS is all authors testing shit out. This is no exception.

/u/Sects-Offender: +1. This story is such BS. Who writes memoirs in the third person? Expect to see a version of this on Amazon by next month.

/u/Playing2Win: Nice writing. I like that you kept it plausible – a strap-on would have overplayed your hand. Hotter than the one in /r/tifu, too.


/u/OnceUponAGrrl:
 “Who writes memoirs in the third person?” I do. I’m a doctor, and I’m just accustomed to writing everything in narrative form. I don’t know why I care, but this *is* a true story.

I guess I came to the wrong place. I wrote this partly to deal with my feelings, but also to crowdsource advice. I’ll take it to /r/lgbt. Maybe there’s some polite people there.

/u/Sgt_Curious: If it makes any difference, I believe you. Are you going to call Anna?


/u/OnceUponAGrrl:
 I almost did. I pulled her number up on my phone, but I couldn’t hit the call button. I don’t know what to say.

/u/Sgt_Curious: ‘Thank you’? Unless … you regret it. Do you?


/u/OnceUponAGrrl:
 Not at all, but I’m terrified. She’s so confident; I think she’s done this before, and she probably thinks that I have, too. If I contact her, she’ll think I’m calling for sex. I don’t want to tell her no, but I don’t know how to say ‘maybe’. I want to take it slow in case I chicken out.

/u/Sgt_Curious: Do you think Anna is more experienced than you? That didn’t come across in the story. She sounded nervous too.


/
u/OnceUponAGrrl:
 You’re right, I suppose. I have no real reason to think she’s done this before. I just expect that by the time a woman gets to her thirties, she should have worked out whether or not she’s a lesbian.

/u/Sgt_Curious: Is that so hard to believe? Aren’t you in the same boat? Married, kids, confused as fuck? The same thing happened to me, too, so maybe it’s more common than you think.


/u/OnceUponAGrrl:
 Really? How did you handle it? Are you still married?

/u/Sgt_Curious: I haven’t acted on my feelings … yet. I’ve only ever felt that way about one woman. If I went down that road, I’d want to go all the way. She’s a lot like you – unsure – and I’m afraid she would back out. Maybe that’s how Anna feels, too.


/u/OnceUponAGrrl:
 Maybe. I wish there was a try-before-you-buy option. I think if I was ready for it, if I knew what to expect, then I could relax and enjoy it.

/u/Sgt_Curious: I have an idea. Have you ever role-played? I can be Anna. Will PM you.


Part Two - Private


IV

───Ξ───

Special Delivery

Personal messages found in the Reddit inbox of user /u/OnceUponAGrrl.


Monday October 5
th
, 2014



/u/Sgt_Curious:
 Bing bong.


Reply:
 ????


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 [It’s a role play. That’s your doorbell]


Reply:
 [Oh, okay. I’m game]

Susan looked up from her computer in surprise. She was home alone and not expecting any visitors.


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 [Really? You’re going to do a role play in the third person?]


Reply:
 [You do it your way, I’ll do it mine :-P]

Susan went to answer the door. “Who’s there?”


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 “FedEx, ma’am. Special delivery.” It was a man’s voice.


Reply:
 Hmmm.
 Susan wasn’t expecting a package. She opened the door. The FedEx man was young and handsome, and he filled out the uniform delightfully. “Who’s it from?” she asked.


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 “Doesn’t say ma’am,” he replied, brandishing an envelope. “Sign here, please.”


Reply:
 Susan signed where he indicated. His eyes strolled gratefully down her slim curves, and she could tell he was looking down her top as she bent over. She took a little longer than necessary signing her name, enjoying the attention, and she felt a warm thrill of excitement when she peeked up and caught him staring.

“It’s hot outside, today,” she said with a smile, fanning her blouse over her breasts. “Do you want to come in for a glass of iced tea?”


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 “Kind of you to offer, ma’am,” he replied in his efficient FedEx voice. “But I’ve got a truck full of parcels standing between me and knock-off time. Have a nice day.” The FedEx guy tipped his cap at Susan and retreated down the path.


Reply:
 [Spoil sport )-:]

Susan opened the envelope. Hmmm, what’s this?
 It looked like it was from Anna.


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 “Susan,” the note read. “I won these in a raffle. Nick doesn’t do spa weekends – ‘too gay’, he says. Maybe you and your husband can use them. Or if he’s like Nick about it, the two of us could go. Who knows, a girls’ weekend could be fun.”

The note was signed ‘Anna’, and clipped to the back was a voucher for weekend accommodation and luxury spa treatment for two in a hot springs resort about an hour out of town.


Reply:
 [Oh, you are *so* clever]

Susan’s heart rate spiked and suddenly she felt short of breath. The note, innocuous on the surface, was rich with promise. After what had happened in Anna’s bathroom, there was no way in the world this was intended as a treat for Susan and David. To take it that way would bring a final closure on Anna’s tentative advances towards the fantasy that they both seemed to share.

Obviously Anna was inviting her away for the weekend, but to what purpose? For sex? It was possible (heck, it was likely
), but maybe, maybe
, she felt the same way as Susan. Confused. Unsure. Or maybe she was
 sure; maybe she sensed Susan’s conflict and was giving her a way to take it slow, a way to back out if it got too serious.


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 Susan made up her mind.


Reply:
 [Ouch! Thank you for that :-)]

Yes, Susan made up her mind. Really, there was no choice; this was a dream come true. The lump she felt in her throat was familiar; she remembered it from the night so many years ago, putting on a little black dress to go to a college party. It was the night she decided her boyfriend would take her virginity. She liked to think that she was leaving her options open, but the lump told her different. The dice were cast, the course plotted, choose your hackneyed cliché; she knew that she and Anna would make love.


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 She texted Anna straight away.


Reply:
 “Tx so much for spa wknd. Forget the guys. Just us grlz. When? Sus x”


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 [Anna] My cell beeped with a new message. Susan. Oh my God. She got the FedEx.
 I swallowed hard, almost too frightened to read what it said. She hadn’t contacted me since Friday night, or to be more specific, since I had last had two fingers in her pussy and made her come.

In my heart, I knew that she wanted the same as me, but another part of me was waiting for a knock at the door from a cop with a restraining order. I’d kissed her uninvited, I’d stuck my hand down her panties and diddled her without consent. Fuck, I might as well be a registered sex offender.

This wasn’t a cop though. This was a text.

Open it Anna, you chickenshit. It’s either gonna say ‘Fuck off, bitch’ or ‘Fuck me, bitch’, but at least then you’ll know.

I opened the message, reminding myself to breathe.

Oh thank God, she’s going to come.

Oh my God! She … we’re going to … what? Fuck? Make love? I don’t think I care. I just want her.


Reply:
 [OMG, you made me cry. Do you really think Anna is worried about consent? She made me come so hard, my knees buckled. She MUST know. Right?]

Anna sent a reply straight back.


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 I sent a reply straight back. [:-D]

“Great! Next weekend, okay? Pamper party all Saturday. Bring a dress for the restaurant. Anna.”


Reply:
 [This is fun. You do a very passable Anna. It’s like you’re really her. Need my beauty sleep though; can we pick it up tomorrow night?]


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 [Okay. Sweet dreams]

──────

SMS exchange between Susan Richards and Anna Volakas


10pm Monday October 5
th
, 2014


SR: Where are my manners, I forgot to thank you for Fri night, and we left so early. We all had a great night though, esp me. I want to return the favor, just … not too soon, okay? Is that alright? Sus x

AV: So relieved to hear from you. Glad you had a good night. I wasn’t sure. I’ve been thinking about it a lot. I want to see you again, but when you’re ready. Will you call? Anna

SR: Thank you <3 I will. Sus x


V

───Ξ───

By Tonight, I’ll Have Kissed Her There

Personal messages found in the Reddit inbox of user /u/OnceUponAGrrl.


Tuesday October 6
th
, 2014



/u/Sgt_Curious:
 I heard a car horn toot outside. 10am, right on time.

“That’s Susan,” I called to my husband somewhere else in the house. “I’ll see you tomorrow night. Be good!” I felt a bit guilty about that last bit, because I was planning on being a whole lotta bad.

“Have fun!” Nick called after me as I slipped out the door. I hoped so.

Sitting behind the wheel of a shiny convertible and bathed in fall sunshine, Susan looked like a movie star. Heart achingly gorgeous in a sleeveless floral print blouse, dark sunglasses, and with her blonde hair pulled up into a jaunty pony tail, she looked young, carefree, and ready for anything.

“Nice car,” I said, sliding into the passenger seat and tossing my overnight bag into the back. Her tiny, gauze lace miniskirt showed a lot more thigh than was strictly decent, and I allowed my eyes to linger long enough to let her catch me.


Reply:
 “It’s a rental,” Susan explained, a pleased flush creeping into her cheeks at Anna’s overt interest in her bare thighs. The Mustang was a manual shift, and she hoped that her skirt – bought new only the day before – would ride up a little as she worked the clutch, treating Anna to glimpses of her matching panties.

I’ve just picked up my would-be lover to take on a dirty weekend. So, what do we talk about?

She pulled back into the slow-moving traffic, using the distraction of driving to cover a lack of conversation, but once they were moving again, the silence started to feel awkward.

“Do we need to, you know, talk?” she began tentatively. “About what this all means?”


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 So Susan was feeling the awkward silence too. How do you respond to that? Yes, we need to talk. I think I’m a lesbian, and I’m using you to find out for sure?
 The last few weeks of unexpected fantasies and self-discovery had been like torture, and the worst bit was not knowing whether Susan felt the same way. But now I kind of did know – not the details, but the broad strokes. At the very least she was curious enough to come away with me, and at best, she was so totally into me that she wanted to lick me all over. Whatever the truth, as long as it was in that range then I was happy just to let it happen naturally.

“Do you
 want to talk about it?” I hedged.


Reply:
 “I’d rather chew my leg off,” Susan replied. She didn’t feel anywhere near comfortable enough about her new sexuality to discuss it in dispassionate terms.

What she longed for was spontaneity. When they were both ready, she imagined that their eyes would lock in a moment of shared recognition, and things would just happen. The previous weekend in Anna’s bathroom had almost been like that, but next time Susan wanted to give back – to make
 love, rather than just receive
 it.


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 “Then we don’t need to,” I decided. Susan turned to me with a smile, briefly taking her eyes off the road.

“I’m nervous,” she admitted. “I’ve never … you know.”

“Me neither,” I confirmed. Was she talking about sex with another woman, or falling in love? It might be an important distinction, because for me, I think both were probably true.

She reached across the center console and took my hand, twining our fingers together.

“It’s exciting though, isn’t it?” she asked.

Oh my God, tingling nipples! Hearing her say that I excited her … fuck, it made me melt. I smiled in agreement, but she’d already turned back to watch the road.

Releasing my hand to work the gears, she turned onto the interstate on-ramp and accelerated the big V8 up to seventy. I watched her trim and shapely left leg flex as she quickly punched the clutch, at the same time providing breathless glimpses of lacy panties beneath the gauze outer layer of her skirt.

By tonight, I’ll have kissed her there.

Oh, God – the anticipation!


Reply:
 [Oh wow, you’re very good at this. You’ve actually left me breathless, so I’m going to finish for the night thinking about me and Anna driving and holding hands in that fancy convertible. Sometimes you make me feel like I’m talking to the real Anna. I texted her last night and she started sounding like you, too; it’s getting hard to remember which one is real. I kind of wish they were the same person, because then she’d know how I really feel.]


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 [Thank you. This is easy for me; you’ve described her so well, I feel like I know her. It wouldn’t surprise me at all if the real Anna felt exactly the way I’m describing her. More tomorrow?]


Reply:
 [Yes please, *much* more tomorrow! :-)]

──────

SMS exchange between Susan Richards and Anna Volakas


10:25pm Tuesday October 6
th
, 2014


SR: Can I ask a personal question? That thing we did, have you ever done anything like that?

AV: Never. Does that surprise you?

SR: Maybe. You were *very* good at it. I just tried by myself, but no dice.

AV: It’s not so difficult. Do you want to do it again?

SR: Still working stuff out. Soon though.

AV: Speak to you soon, then. Night.


VI

───Ξ───

I’ve Touched Her There

Personal messages found in the Reddit inbox of user /u/OnceUponAGrrl.


Wednesday October 7
th
, 2014



/u/Sgt_Curious:
 [You first, this time?]


Reply:
 After the initial awkwardness, they fell into an easy companionship and began to enjoy their closeness in the big car. They laughed and touched hands, Anna leaned over and helped tame windswept, runaway locks of Susan’s hair, and they told each other stories about work and life before husbands and kids.

Anna relived what it was like to be a raw, twenty year old recruit in a male dominated police force [true story: she actually told me this last week], with hazing rituals that ran the full gamut of having her bras hung from light fittings, to finding an enormous, black vibrator clattering around the floor of her locker.

“And they didn’t get it back, either,” Anna laughed. “Hey, they’re expensive,” she defended when Susan shot her a disbelieving glare. “A girl’s gotta make do on a flatfoot’s wage.”

Susan tried to imagine Anna masturbating with a big, black sex toy, but the image that formed in her mind was one of Anna using it on her. She felt a delicious shiver run through her core and had to squeeze her thighs together to quell the kindling fire.

Not to be outdone, she told her own hazing story from her time as a hospital intern, finding a severed penis in her locker. It was stolen from a cadaver and sealed in a jar of formaldehyde, but it was no less disgusting for all that.

“Ewww! Those assholes!” Anna exclaimed supportively, placing a warm hand high up on her thigh. “And I thought cops were pigs.”

Susan put her own hand over the top of Anna’s and held it there. If I moved it between my legs, she’d touch me there and make me come again while I was driving. Holy cow, I can’t believe I’m even thinking about this.


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 [Ha ha! So tempted, but I’m going to make you wait … not too long, though]

We arrived at the spa resort too early to check in, but we were able to put our bags in storage and book a whole afternoon of spa goodness: massages, relaxation pool, and a full hour ‘couples’ mineral spa. Couples?
 The woman booking us in didn’t bat an eyelid when she offered the special service, as though it was safer to assume we were lesbians than just friends.

We were shown to the massage room first, which of course contained two benches positioned side by side and open lockers to stow our clothes. I realized straight away that we were going to have to get undressed together and I was worried that it was going to be awkward – I had imagined us getting naked several times, but not like this. So clinical.

Susan didn’t seem affected, at least. She just peeled off that little skirt like it was nothing and paraded the cutest pair of lace panties the color of ripe peaches. They were just … right there! I could hardly believe I’d been straining for glimpses of them the whole drive down. And they were gorgeous; she
 was gorgeous. Cut high over her smooth mons, they clung so perfectly to her natural contours that I could see the alluring line of her cleft down low between her thighs.

I’ve touched her there.

Fuck, get a grip Anna. It’s a forty minute massage, and the way you’re going, you’ll leave a big wet patch on the massage bench.


Is she teasing me?
 Taking her lead, I began to strip as well, and by the time I’d pulled my tight, sleeveless tee over my head, Susan’s bra was just a little puddle of satin and lace on the floor, and she was wrapping a white towel around herself. Using the mirrors, I saw her discreetly watch me as she arranged herself on the bench, so after shrugging off my bra, I made a little production of pulling down my cargo shorts. Facing away and at an angle to give her the best view of my swinging breasts and my tight tushie as I bent over, I was close enough for her to reach between my legs and goose my pussy – I was almost disappointed when she didn’t. Okay, scratch the ‘almost’.

Can you see that wet spot, Susan? You’re doing that, you minx. That’s my pussy’s way of saying your tongue could come over for a visit any time. Or right now if you like, whatever.

In a porno, this is the place where Andrea and Beth the hot lesbian masseurs would come in, rub us into an oily frenzy and initiate a scorching, giggling four-way. In my version, Susan is lying on the floor, ankles lifted over Beth’s shoulders while she bangs her brains out with a thick strap-on. Meanwhile I’m crouched over her head, fondling her breasts and getting eaten, while Andrea is standing over the top pushing my nose into her clitoris while I drill her so deep with my tongue that she has to swallow me back down.

Phew!

Two gay masseurs did
 come in, but their names were Andrew and Ben. Sigh.


The massage played out with no interesting or erotic consequences. Andrew and Ben asked at the beginning how we wanted it, and after watching Susan strip to her skimpy panties, I wanted it in a sixty-nine position with my tongue buried in her twat, but I lied and asked for something relaxing. Shiatsu? Sure, Andrew was a man of many talents. Susan chose the same, and before long we were chilling to the sound of frog song and trickling water, and relaxing under the soothing touch of the men’s fingers, which I’m sure we both desperately wished were each other’s. I know I did.


Reply:
 [My goodness! This has warmed up a bit. But, oh, I love it! Teasing Anna with my body and imagining her dirty thoughts, what she wants to do to me … and those sex acts! I’ve tried not to think too hard about how women make love – I thought I’d scare myself off – but oh my Lord how I’m burning inside right now. I’m going to undress and read this again. Slowly! I’ll have to be quiet though, because my husband is upstairs. More tomorrow.]

──────

SMS exchange between Susan Richards and Anna Volakas


11:15pm Wednesday October 7
th
, 2014


SR: Breakthrough! I just mastered a new skill! Something I wish I’d learned a *long* time ago.

AV: Do I need to guess?

SR: I hope not … *blush*. Boy, it makes a difference when you’ve got your head in the right place.

AV: And your fingers! JK :-) Really, congratulations. Does that mean …?

SR: I’m sorry. Soon, I promise. I’m working through some stuff and I’m nearly done.

AV: Okay. Do you want me to stop asking?

SR: No, don’t stop. It’s helping – you don’t know how much. Night. Sus x

AV: Night. XX


VII

───Ξ───

A Six Pack of Red Bull and a WeVibe

Personal messages found in the Reddit inbox of user /u/OnceUponAGrrl.


Thursday October 8
th
, 2014



/u/Sgt_Curious:
 [I’m still on a roll. Mind if I keep going?]


Reply:
 [Please. I’m dying to find out why the receptionist thought we were lesbians … I mean, maybe we are … but not technically … I’m going to shut up now …]


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 It was in the relaxation pool that we met Tamsyn and Summer. I think Susan and I would probably still have made love that weekend if not for their intervention, but it wouldn’t have been the same. Now if you’re thinking that this is the four-way that should have happened with Amy and Beth the imaginary lesbian masseurs, then I’m afraid you’ll be disappointed again.

Getting changed for the pool involved none of the attendant teasing and frustration of before the massage; for one, we were both floating on mellow highs from the Shiatsu, but more importantly, they sent us to individual change rooms to put on our swimwear. (The logic, presumably, is that you only flash your tits for a massage, but baring your bush for a partner is taking it a step too far.)

I got into my bikini in record time (basic black, low-cut, spaghetti-sides, and boobilicious halter top) so that I could watch Susan walk to the poolside. I wasn’t disappointed, either; her stripy, push-up bikini top worked miracles on the modest cleavage that nature had given her, and while the bottoms weren’t obscenely brief, the invisible plastic sides made them look like they were held up by nothing more than good luck and bad intentions. I slipped into the pool, and as she walked slowly towards me, I resolved that I would be the one to do the honors when it came time to take them off.

She stepped into the water and drifted close. “Hi,” she whispered. There were half a dozen others in the pool – all women – but it was library quiet. The receptionist had explained the rules of the relaxation pool; it was for floating and relaxing, so if you wanted to swim or play, you were welcome to fuck off to the public pool in town (not her exact words).

“Hi yourself,” I said, just breathing my reply and allowing our bodies to drift intimately close – well inside the range for accidental touching, as it turned out. “How did you like the massage?”

“It was wonderful,” Susan enthused quietly, rolling her eyes with a happy smile. “I’m so mellow now, I feel ready for anything.”

“I know, right?” I breathed. “I feel like I could …” I trailed off and left the sentence unfinished. My eyes dropped to Susan’s lips, and she must have seen me do it, because they parted expectantly, even though she wasn’t about to say anything. “I love this place,” I whispered. “Thank you for bringing me.”

Before she could reply, I closed the eight inches that separated us, and with heart racing, I kissed her. This wasn’t the big fake lip-lock that we’d performed at the bar, it was tender, gentle, and consensual in every way. We just touched at first, brushing and taking turns to lightly tease apart the other’s lips. Susan was the first to take my upper lip between hers, plucking, sucking, and gently tasting with the tip of her tongue. When I responded, she released a barely audible sigh that was somewhere between satisfaction and frustration, but it was definitely a happy sound.

“We’re in public,” she whispered, pulling away and dropping her eyes so that our foreheads and noses touched. “What if one of my patients is here? Or someone from the hospital?”

“Then they’re here with their own girlfriend and not likely to judge you,” I murmured, gesturing with my eyes at the other very obviously coupled women. This particular resort, it seemed, was a big drawcard for lesbian couples.

“What?” Susan husked, her blonde eyebrows knitting together in a way that I was coming greatly to enjoy.

“I think everybody here is a lesbian,” I explained. “They probably think we are, too.”

“What gave us away?” Susan giggled quietly, her eyelashes fluttering as she kissed me again in her tentative but sensual way.

Those kisses had broken the ice for us, and nervously at first but with increasing confidence, we began exploring each other’s body under the water. It wasn’t erotic in any way, just gentle touching, tracing each other’s curves and angles, using the edges of our suits as lines of demarcation, separating safe-to-touch zones from those places we would discover later in private.

“Hey there,” a quiet voice interrupted. It was a couple of middle aged brunette women drifting towards us. “Lemme guess, Vancouver?”

“I beg your pardon?” Susan asked, doing that sexy thing with her eyebrows again.

“Your rings,” the woman explained, showing us the gold band on her own left hand. “Are you Canadian? Or didja just do the wedding tour up there like me ‘n’ Summer?” she asked, nodding to her companion, who was presumably Summer.

I worked it out before Susan; they thought we were married to each other, not to men, and that we’d travelled to Canada for a legal same-sex wedding. I considered lying, but I had no idea whether Susan would play along, and hey, we had nothing to be ashamed of.

“These?” I asked, waggling my ring finger. “Nah, we got ours the old fashioned way, and we’ve got the kids to prove it?” That gave them a laugh, and Susan brightened up in a way that suggested she’d caught on. “I’m Anna,” I said. “And this is Susan.”

“Tamsyn,” the woman who first hailed us introduced herself. “And …”

“Summer?” Susan guessed.

“You got a good ear, honey,” Tamsyn smiled.

“Hi,” Summer waggled four fingers in greeting. She wasn’t much of a talker, and I was getting a little domme / sub vibe from them.

“So you lot must sleep in a king-size,” Tamsyn pushed on blithely with her special brand of inoffensive over-familiarity. “Or don’t you share with the fellas?”

“Oh! What?” By the look on her face, Susan was obviously trying and failing to interpret that in any way other than the obvious – that she shares her bed with two men as well as me. “No, we … we don’t even …” she looked beseechingly at me. “They don’t know … or at least, there’s nothing much to tell.”

“We’re … trying something new,” I said by way of mopping up after the train wreck that was Susan’s explanation.

“Yeah?” Tamsyn’s eyes lit up. “Oh, that’s so cute. We oughta leave these love-birds alone, Summer.” Summer raised her eyebrows and nodded in agreement rather than risk straining her vocal chords. That girl’s a listener, not a talker.

“Oh boy,” Tamsyn went on happily. “I’m so excited for you two. D’you remember your first time, Summer?” She didn’t wait for an answer. “Mine was a disaster,” she whispered confidentially. “Stinkin’
 hot day and we was all musky and sweaty, and back then nobody
 shaved, you know. Urgh, I won’t torture you with the details, but …” she made a face, “just … naaaasty
. We finished more frustrated than we started.”

I didn’t know how to respond to that.

“That’s … um,” Susan began tentatively. “Very candid.”

“Oh, you two’ll be fine,” Tamsyn waved a hand dismissively. She was like a runaway train, and now I just wanted to see where she’d go. “You’ll be all mineral-spa sweet and soft. Heck, a six pack of Red Bull and a WeVibe, and you could go all night.”

Susan looked flushed. I was curious, though. Tamsyn had bullied me straight past my self-consciousness, and I was starting to find her endearing in a tactless kind of way.

“A what-vibe?” I asked, not sure I wanted to know the answer, but unable to resist the urge to keep her going. If nothing else, she would give us both a fun memory.

“Oh, you don’t have a WeVibe?” Tamsyn asked incredulously, as if every self-respecting lesbian should have three. “What are you using?”

Susan and I just looked at each other blankly. I knew then that we’d both come looking to have sex, but neither of us had even thought to factor toys into the equation.

“I, um, have a … you know,” I mimed a thin oblong shape with my fingers. “A vibrator. At home.”

“Oh, uh-huh, no toys,” Tamsyn backpedaled for maybe the first time in her life. “Still, ah, you’ll be fine.” She looked searchingly at Summer for confirmation. “They’ll be fine, won’t they Summer?” The way she said it suggested we’d be anything but fine.

Summer shrugged noncommittally, then she smiled shyly and reached beneath the water for my hand, guiding it to the junction of her thighs. Maybe it was leftover mellow from the massage, but I didn’t pull back, and when I touched her I felt two things beneath her bikini, something soft and something hard. The something soft was her pussy, but that wasn’t the surprising bit, because the something hard – about the size of a thumb and centered over her clitoris – was buzzing in a rising and falling pattern that sent tingles up my arm.

“That’sh
 a WeVibe,” Summer whispered; she had a cute lisp that maybe explained her taciturn nature. “There’sh another one inshide that worksh your G-shpot.”

“Oh my God,” I breathed, my hand still cupping her bikini-clad pussy. The WeVibe was small and discreet, and as long as you could excuse yourself to orgasm in private, you could wear it anywhere
. “I so want one of these.”

“And they’re worth every penny,” Tamsyn winked. “You’ll be fine, though. Young lust is worth a fist full of toys,” she finished, perhaps not thinking through that unappealing mental image. “Let’s give ‘em some space, Summer.”

And with that, they drifted away, leaving us to kiss and chastely touch, and silently regret our lack of foresight.


Reply:
 [Holy cow! You didn’t just write all that now. It must have taken hours!]


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 [I did most of it last night. I was in the zone. Did you like it?]


Reply:
 [I loved it! Thank you. I want to do the next one though. Can you wait until tomorrow?]


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 [Sure thing]

──────

SMS exchange between Susan Richards and Anna Volakas


10:20pm Thursday October 8
th
, 2014


SR: Hi Anna. Question without notice. Have you ever heard of a WeVibe?

AV: Heard of it? I have one! They’re for couples – hetero and otherwise. 5 stars – would recommend to a friend. Why do you ask?

SR: No reason. They were mentioned in a thing I was reading.

AV: Sounds like a fun read. Hmmm, now that you’ve brought it up, I might dig my We out of the drawer.

SR: Haha. Have fun.

AV: Oh, I will!


VIII

───Ξ───

Including This Time, Once

Personal messages found in the Reddit inbox of user /u/OnceUponAGrrl.


Friday October 9
th
, 2014



/u/Sgt_Curious:
 [Your turn :-)]


Reply:
 [Okay, here goes. *cracks knuckles*]

Susan and Anna spent more than an hour in the relaxation pool, taking turns to lie back in the water while the other provided gentle floatation support in the form of ear nuzzling and semi-intimate touching under the water.

When it was Anna’s turn to float, Susan cupped one firm butt cheek and with her lips touching Anna’s ear, she breathlessly whispered all the things she was doing to herself with her free hand. Not all of them were true. She never actually put her fingers down her bikini bottom but it was fun to pretend, and Anna’s reactions – the impish curl of her smile and the clench of her buttocks as she squeezed her thighs – were more exciting than the actual masturbation.

When it came time for their private mineral spa, Susan was afraid to look down; her pussy felt hot and engorged, and she was certain that she wore her arousal like a neon sign. An attendant showed them to their private spa room where hot mineral water was already spilling into a half-full two person bathtub. Anna bent over to run her hand through the water, and Susan’s eyes fell naturally to the gusset of her black bikini bottoms. Maybe it was her imagination, but she thought Anna’s pussy lips looked swollen and excited, too.


Is this it? Is this where we’re going to have sex?
 As attractive as the idea sounded, she simply wasn’t sure how they would go about it in a bathtub. To be honest, she didn’t have very many clear ideas about how women should
 have sex; their conversation with Tamsyn had made her ignorance painfully obvious. If she’d given it any thought at all then she imagined it would involve a lot of kissing and cuddling, culminating in mutual oral sex. She didn’t really see how they could pull that off in a spa bath without one or both of them drowning. Maybe if we had some toys …?


“I’m hopping in,” Anna announced, stepping into the still filling tub with an inviting backward glance. “Mmm, this is heavenly,” she purred, lying back in the water and looking up at Susan with a sultry gaze. “Come on in,” she invited, kicking her extended legs to show that there was still plenty of room at the other end.

What to do? Sit at the opposite end? That seemed the logical choice, but it wasn’t what Susan wanted. What she really wanted was to sit with Anna, either straddling her lap and kissing her, or sitting between her open thighs and resting her head back on her breasts.


God hates a coward.
 Susan stepped into the bath with every intention of straddling her lap, but just as she got both feet in the tub, Anna sat forward to unhook her own bikini top. The movement startled Susan (okay, ‘panicked’ is maybe the better word), and she backed away, taking her place at the other end and chastising herself for cowardice.

It was a short chastising, though, because as the great detective once said, the game was afoot! Anna had succeeded in freeing her heavy breasts, and now they bobbed enticingly on the surface of the moving water.

“That’s better,” she sighed, favoring Susan with a knowing smile, languidly turning her bikini top in her slim fingers. “Is the clasp digging into your back?”

Susan sensed a possibly erotic game here; an escalation on their PG-rated petting in the relaxation pool.

“It is
 digging in,” she conceded, making it sound as though she felt conflicted, but smiling to indicate she wanted to play hard to get. “It’s so difficult to reach, though,” she pouted. “And it’s so fiddly. Maybe it’s easier to leave it on.”

Anna actually giggled; apparently she wasn’t expecting a game.

“Oh, okay,” she nodded, cupping her own breasts in both hands and circling the nipples with her fingertips. “That makes sense … I suppose …” Her voice trailed off, as if she was forming another thought. “But, you know, I could help you,” she offered. “Only if that’s what you want,” she quickly qualified. “Because, you know, it feels really nice to be free.”

“Oh!” Susan mocked an innocent expression, pretending that Anna undressing her was the last thing on her mind. “I don’t want to be any trouble.”

“Don’t be silly,” Anna reassured her playfully. “It’s no trouble at all. To Protect and to Serve.”

Susan laughed, delighted by the image of beautiful policewomen like Anna undressing civilians as a public service.

“A normal day at the precinct, huh?” she giggled, rocking forwards onto her knees and sending forth a bow wave that caused Anna’s breasts to bob even more enticingly. “Tell me,” she said crawling slowly closer over the top of her extended legs, “How many bras would you unhook on an average shift?”

“Who?” Anna asked, sitting up straight to meet her. “Just me? Or the whole precinct.”

“Just you,” Susan whispered, some of the levity leaving her voice. She was straddling Anna’s waist, and so very aware of how close their vulvas were to touching, notwithstanding the two layers of bikini between them. “I’m really only interested in you.” She brought her lips close, but she didn’t kiss; she just left the offer there – the promise of kissing to come, but only when the undressing was done.

“Just me?” Anna husked, reaching around and slipping her thumbs beneath Susan’s strap. “Not many, you know. I’m very fussy.” Her voice dropped to the softest whisper. “I only do it when …” she swallowed heavily and touched noses with Susan. “I only do it when I think I’m falling in love.”

Oh God, I think I just got the three little words from another woman. Susan’s heart raced. She felt her top loosen as Anna finally freed the catch. What do I say now?

“And how often does that happen?” she hedged, stalling for time while she thought about Anna’s admission.

“Including this one?”

“Uh-huh.” Susan had closed her eyes, but she felt the brush of Anna’s lips and the sensuous touch of her palm cupping one small, trim breast. Her body broke out in goosebumps from the water line upwards.

“Including this time,” Anna swallowed. “Once.”

Susan couldn’t breathe. Her head was spinning with passion that paradoxically felt both shiny and new, but also as old as original sin itself.

“I love you, too,” she mouthed. Maybe Anna had her eyes open and she could read lips, or maybe she already knew and didn’t need to hear, but the talking was over for a little while. She pulled Susan in and kissed her, crushing their soft breasts together and touching her all over, exploring her hips, her ass, and between her thighs with a dancing, joyous touch.

Susan had nowhere to put her hands, and all she could do was twine her fingers through Anna’s lustrous, black hair. She kissed hungrily and without any of the restraint they had shown in the relaxation pool. With fistfuls of hair, she crushed Anna’s lips against her own, and their tongues met with wet, greedy bites. Panting at first when kissing didn’t leave enough time for breathing, her passion escalated to whimpers of encouragement as Anna teased around the edges of her bikini bottom.

“Take them off,” she begged, her voice a desperate whisper. “I want to feel you against me.”

Anna didn’t hesitate. Her thumbs hooked quickly beneath the waistband, and a second later, she had them over Susan’s hips and down to her knees. Lying prone on top, Susan wriggled like a fish to free her legs, her breasts and pussy sliding with delicious friction against those of her new lover, and when finally she got them down to her ankles, she kicked them off with a wet flourish and broke their kiss.

“Now you,” she panted, rising to her knees and backing away to expose Anna’s bikini. “Lift,” she demanded, taking hold of the waistband.

Holding the sides of the bath for support, Anna lifted her bottom and Susan peeled the black swim suit down her thighs, briefly revealing the smooth, golden skin of her mons before it slipped back under the water.

“You shaved?” Susan exclaimed, her eyes still fixed on the wavering, underwater image of Anna’s pussy.

“No I didn’t,” Anna corrected her with a suggestive smile. “I waxed
.”


Ouch!
 It was possible that Anna always
 waxed herself smooth, but the implication that she endured it especially for Susan was unutterably erotic.

She did it because she wants me to lick her down there!

Susan licked her lips in unconscious anticipation of touching Anna’s smooth pussy with her tongue, kissing her there, finding and sucking her clitoris, and feeling her juices trickle down her chin as she probed deeper inside her friend’s love canal. She looked self-consciously down at her own blonde curls, waxed only to the bikini line. Not exactly the Black Forest …


She didn’t get the opportunity to complete the thought because Anna rose onto her knees and pushed her gently but purposefully back against the other end of the bath, straddling her lap and lowering her open pussy onto Susan’s unshaven mons.

Watching her friend’s features transform was an exquisite treat. Wearing shallow frown lines of nervous apprehension and with her eyes softly closed, Anna’s lips parted in expectation of a woman’s first intimate contact to her sex. There was a small gasp as they touched – not surprise, but maybe relief over the fulfillment of a long-awaited fantasy – and then the frown lines melted into a beatific smile. Without any pretense or erotic play-acting, she was the very image of Hellenic magnificence, indulging in a timeless moment of lustful, visceral joy. She released a low, guttural moan, and pressed down, opening herself up against Susan’s pubis, peeling back her bronzed pussy lips and grinding her lover’s curls into her exposed slit.

Watching Anna sinuously writhe and arch in her lap, Susan could see her straining for a more intimate contact, and she raised her own hips in response, changing the angle of their coupling.

“Ah … ah … ohhh,” Anna exclaimed in something between a lustful moan and a squeal, and Susan guessed with a proud surge that she’d found the other woman’s clitoris. Hands free! And much faster than any first time lover ever found mine
, she thought jealously.

Susan remembered the shattering orgasm she experienced with Anna’s fingers in her panties, and she slipped a hand between them to help her friend along. She twisted her wrist painfully trying to penetrate Anna’s entrance, but the angle was awkward and she succeeded in nothing more than bruising her own delicate lips with her knuckles. In a moment of self-preservation, she repositioned to cup her own sex, and Anna cried out in delight as her clitoris found hard, bony knuckles to grind.

“Oh, God yes!” she groaned, rising to the trot as she mounted Susan’s hand, mauling her pussy lips in sweeping circles and snapping her hardened nub back and forth with escalating moans. With her large breasts swinging free, she tipped back her head and thrust them at Susan, who didn’t hesitate to suck her very first hard, brown nipple between her lips. Her body flushed with warmth; it just felt so right, so complete.

“Oh yeah. Uh-huh. Bite it!” Anna gasped, her words timed to the cadence of her madly thrusting hips as she pleasured herself on the back of Susan’s hand. Susan took the nipple between her teeth and gently applied pressure until Anna gasped, and then she ground it in circles, working the tip with her skillful tongue and bringing forth erotic squeals that could undoubtedly be heard outside.

“Ung! Ung!” Pumping and thrusting, Anna made inarticulate sounds of impending release, and Susan could feel her movements devolve, becoming jerky and random as she surrendered to the ecstasy. With her blonde waves balled into Anna’s fist and her face squashed into her soft breast, she sucked and nibbled greedily, feeling for changes in her new lover’s tempo as she discovered her pleasure points and exploited them mercilessly. With her free hand cupping one cheek of Anna’s trim backside, Susan felt her stiffen and finally enter the teeth of what she presumed to be her first lesbian climax.


Oh jeepers! She’s going to come. All over me! Oh, my word, YES!
 Petite, exotic, and so wonderfully erotic; Anna was a gorgeous vision of gleaming bronze and black, and perched in Susan’s lap with her toned muscles straining and quivering, she began to come.

“That’s it, sweetie,” Susan encouraged breathlessly, twisting her mouth free from Anna’s ample breast. “Come for me, my love. I’ve got you. I love you.”

Her beautiful face twisted into a rictus of erotic release, Anna bucked her soft, sweet center against Susan’s hand one last time and came in a shuddering, moaning, slow explosion of incoherent joy.

Craning upwards, Susan kissed her taut neck and her chin, desperately seeking her lips, only to find them out of reach. Wanting to catch the final moments of her lover’s climax, she pulled her hand from between their bodies and dragged Anna into a kiss, caressing her cheek and discovering with surprised delight that she carried some of her musky, womanly scent on the back of her hand.

Soon I’ll find out how that tastes!

Susan couldn’t wait.


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 [Okay, now who’s prepping their role play? That must have taken forever!]


Reply:
 [Caught! I wrote some of it at lunch time. It was quick though, because I just wrote what was in my head. Ever since she made me come in her bathroom, I’ve been fantasizing about returning the favor. Do you think she’d like it?]


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 [Like it? Oh my God, it was scorching. You made me come, and I was only touching myself – no toys. She would totally love it]


Reply:
 [It’s late. Sorry I didn’t leave time for you. Do you want to keep going? They (we?) haven’t had sex yet, technically, and I want to see how far we go. Maybe it’s weird, but I feel as though if I can do it in the role play, then maybe I have the courage to do it in real life. And right now, I’m starting to think that I want to do it ALL]


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 [You really should tell her that]


Reply:
 [I really should. I’m such a chicken. I think I will, after this]


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 [No more hogging? We take the next one in turns?]


Reply:
 [Done]

──────

SMS exchange between Susan Richards and Anna Volakas


10:45pm Friday October 9
th
, 2014


SR: Hi Anna. Bought my WeVibe at the Adult Superstore today.

AV: LOL. You’re a bad girl. :-)

SR: Do you ever watch lesbian porn?

AV: What!!!???

SR: Sorry, forget I asked. Brain fade.

AV: No, I’m sorry. Yes, I do watch. Just lately.

SR: I’m watching now. One of the women has golden, beautiful skin. I think she might be Sicilian … or maybe Greek.

AV: Is the other one blonde? Petite?

SR: Uh huh! -->link<--

AV: Wow, hot! Go back to the start. I’ll get my WeVibe and race you.

SR: What! Do you mean …?

AV: Clock’s ticking. I’m already at 00:45.

──────


11:o5pm Friday October 9
th
, 2014


SR: I win!

SR: Oh my goodness. WOW!

──────


11:o7pm Friday October 9
th
, 2014


AV: Yay you. I was close, though. Rematch?

SR: Mmm, yes. Soon.


IX

───Ξ───

Well, That Wasn’t a ‘No’

Personal messages found in the Reddit inbox of user /u/OnceUponAGrrl.


Saturday October 10
th
, 2014



/u/Sgt_Curious:
 Susan and I finally checked in and collected our room key, wearing nothing underneath the complimentary bathrobes from the spa and giggling like schoolgirls at how terribly naughty
 we were. They’d even delivered our bags upstairs for us; what luxury! I opened up the door and stepped in first to discover a beautiful, romantic suite with soft lighting and rich, red highlights in the cushions, curtains and bedspread.

“Only one bed,” I observed, turning to smile at Susan, who had made the booking.


Reply:
 “I just … I didn’t,” Susan stammered. She hadn’t even been offered the choice of twin beds. Anna had caught her off guard, and only too late did she realize she was being teased.


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 “That’s okay,” I said, taking her into my arms and kissing her, never tiring of the perfect way that our small, feminine shapes fitted together. “But for being presumptuous, I might need to discipline you.” I joked, squeezing her bottom through the terrycloth. I knew that she was naked beneath the robe, and I almost pushed it off her shoulders and took her right then on that big, red bed.


Reply:
 “I’m game,” Susan giggled, wondering what form of discipline a tough policewoman like Anna might enjoy. She’d never done anything really kinky in the bedroom apart from winding a silk scarf around her wrists a couple of times with David before they were married.

“Handcuffs, yes. But no nipple clamps, okay?” She didn’t think Anna was serious, but she wanted to specify that she had limits. She wondered with a thrill whether Anna would let her turn the tables.


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 “Hey, look. A package.”


Reply:
 [I think I know what you’re up to :-)]

“Oh, I wonder what it is,” Susan said.

Anna picked up the box and opened the note stuck to the top.

“What does it say?”


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 “It’s from Tamsyn and Summer,” I said. I looked up at Susan with a sneaky grin. “I think it’s an invitation to a foursome.”


Reply:
 “Don’t be mean,” Susan chided. “She’s lovely. They both are. They just don’t share our idea of personal boundaries.” Or anybody else’s
, she almost added.


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 “We always carry a spare for emergencies,” I read from the note. “But we so want tonight to be special for you two, please accept this as a gift. (It’s clean and never been used.) Love, Tamsyn & Summer, xxx”

“What do you think it is?” I asked.


Reply:
 “A blender?” Susan giggled. She suspected that they both knew what was inside the little box, and she felt the muscles of her inner thighs tightening in anticipation.


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 I opened it up and pulled out a little device that wasn’t immediately recognizable, even as a sex toy. It looked like a miniature sperm whale doing sit-ups; a thick, bulbous head, narrowing to a thin waist, and then back out to a round, spatulate tail that was folded up underneath the head.

There was an instruction sheet with a semi-anatomical cutaway picture that left little to the imagination. The “tail” went inside you and stimulated your G-spot, while the more substantial “head” buzzed your clitoris. The narrow waist connected them through the vaginal canal, leaving enough room for, oh, I don’t know, maybe a penis! (According to the vividly depicted diagram).

[I honestly would have put mine in the other way if not for this picture]


Reply:
 Susan looked at the diagram that Anna was proffering with an obvious puckish delight. [I actually have this in front of me as I write. It’s hilarious!]

“We don’t have one of those,” she observed, directing Anna’s attention to the very modestly proportioned penis in the diagram. The cutaway diagram woman was going to need all the WeVibe she could get; obviously the marketing department who prepared the images were trying desperately not to emasculate the less well-endowed members of their male clientele.


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 “I don’t think we need one,” I mused aloud, running my thumb over the smooth, round surface of the thicker clitoral vibe. I could see immediately how one woman could wear it, and the other could ride her, pressing that buzzing bulb into her own love button and leaving their labia free to kiss and rub together.

I felt a familiar warmth returning to my loins, and I’d only come less than an hour earlier. My mind went immediately back to the explosive orgasm I’d endured, mounted over Susan’s sleek, girlish hips, desperately thrusting into her like I was a guy, while she bit and sucked at my nipples.

What if I was on the bottom next time? What if she tied me down? She could wear the WeVibe and touch herself to me, teasing my pussy and making me squirm while I lay helpless, begging her for more.

“So who’s going to wear it?” I asked, coughing a croak out of my voice.


Reply:
 “We can take turns,” Susan suggested, kissing Anna quickly on the lips. “You see if you can figure out how it works while I freshen up.”

Without waiting for agreement, Susan grabbed her bag and retreated into the bathroom. WeVibe or no WeVibe, she wanted to feel Anna’s tongue in her slit, and the dark haired woman with her smooth, sleek sex had made her feel self-conscious about her own personal grooming. She had a disposable razor and shaving soap for her legs and armpits, and she figured they would probably work fine for a tidy up ‘down there’. How would she explain this to David, though? He was bound to notice.


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 I didn’t spend very long figuring out the WeVibe; like all good sex toys, it had a single button that cycled through the settings. I was far more interested in what was going on in the bathroom. Earlier, after we’d made love in the spa (okay, sure, after I’d humped her like a horny dog), we’d cuddled in the hot water. I’d lain back between her legs with my head on her breasts while she stroked and touched me, returning again and again to my smooth mons, her fingertips swirling like reeds in a breeze over my bare skin.

She had asked how it felt to be nude down there. I told her it felt wonderful and came within a hair (pun intended) of offering to do her. I felt sure that her ‘freshening up’ was an excuse to shave herself, and it was a treat I just couldn’t bear to miss.

“Doing anything I can help with?” I called, tapping on the bathroom door. God, I hope she isn’t peeing. Or worse!



Reply:
 “Ummm?” Susan had her robe off and was perched naked on the edge of the toilet seat with a pair of nail scissors, shaving soap and her razor, peering between her spread legs and wondering how the hell she was going to pull this off without a mirror.


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 Well, that wasn’t a ‘no’.
 I licked my lips with anticipation and turned the handle. “Knock-knock,” I warned as I opened the door, giving her an opportunity to chase me out.


Reply:
 Susan thought about stopping her, but only for a moment. The truth was that she was still hot and aroused from their tryst in the spa bath, and the idea of doing anything intimate with Anna – even something embarrassing and personal like shaving – was too sensual to resist.

“Little help?” she asked sheepishly, brandishing the scissors.


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 Susan looked like a scene from a porn movie – naked, splay-legged, and looking up at me through loose strands of gorgeous, blonde hair, which had fallen over her eyes. I took the nail scissors from her and knelt between her thighs.

“Are you sure?” I asked, stroking over her silky curls with my fingers.


Reply:
 “I’m sure,” Susan panted. Anna’s touch sent another shiver through her core, and she felt her own lubrication beading at her entrance.


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 I hadn’t seen Susan up close like this, and I was no longer sure I could go through with it. Her hair was already shaped into a bikini line, a slim strip of just a few inches over her mons. It was utterly sexy just as it was, and I was afraid that removing it was going to detract rather than improve her allure.

Working carefully, I used my fingers as a comb and trimmed her down to a uniform three-quarters of an inch, just long enough to make a soft fuzz without being prickly.

“I’m going to leave it like that,” I explained, looking up from between her thighs. How dilated were my pupils? God, I’d never been so horny.


Reply:
 Susan wasn’t sure how to respond. The shaving was for Anna’s benefit, and if she didn’t want to, then …? She did like the new crew-cut look, though; it was so neat and tidy, and it appealed to Susan’s sense of order.

“Um, well, if you like it like that …” she hedged.


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 I did like it. I liked the look of it, and I loved the feel of it under my fingertips. Stroking a finger down her wet and open slit, I leaned close and nuzzled her trim, sexy bush, letting the short hairs tickle my nose and lips. It was heady, galvanizing! It still smelled fresh and sweet from the mineral spa, but there was also another scent there, vital and potent, exotic!

I kissed her– just above the cleft of her slit – and she released a low moan of longing that I heard in my ears and also felt in my heart. Tracing my finger upwards through her wetness, I skirted her love button and brought her scent to my mouth, smearing her juices like lip-gloss before sucking the remainder off my fingertip.


Reply:
 Susan almost fell off the toilet seat. Anna’s tongue was almost in her pussy. It was the fulfillment of an erotic fantasy, to be eaten by another woman – a stunning, olive skinned goddess, no less. She felt Anna’s finger glide through her sopping entrance and tried to pretend it was her tongue.

“Crispy crackers,” she husked, twining her fingers into Anna’s hair.

She leaned back as best she could on the hard seat and raised her legs in the air, lifting her wet and open pussy to Anna’s waiting mouth. She felt her lips spread as Anna at first tasted and then licked deeply along the full length of her slit. Oh, how could she ever have tried to pretend that finger was a tongue? It had been years since anyone had gone down on her (David had tried and given up when she did not respond in turn), but she was certain that it had never felt this exquisite. She could absolutely clear her schedule for some cock sucking in the future if the reward was a tonguing like this.

Anna probed around the soft, pink flesh of her entrance, and then with a surprised squeal from Susan, she forced her way inside. Jeepers creepers, she’s fucking me with her tongue!
 It was thick and hot, and oh so slippery, and now it was inside
 her, delving about in her most secret of places and lapping up her gushing scent.

“Yes,” she panted. “Deeper!” And guiding Anna’s head firmly with her two fistfuls of jet-black hair, she found a new angle that not only pushed her tongue deeper into her pussy, but also grazed her clitoris with the tip of Anna’s nose.

“You’re going to make me come,” Susan whispered, her breath hitching in her chest.


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 Susan was pressing my mouth and nose mercilessly into her steaming, soaking twat, and I could no longer breathe. Nor could I care; I would happily go to my grave with my tongue buried in her tight, silky hole, with her sweet and slippery nectar dripping down my chin.

“You’re going to make me come,” she breathed. Good! Squirt all over me!
 I could hold my breath at least long enough for that. Her thigh muscles were beginning to quiver, and I didn’t think it would be long before she tipped over the edge of her climax.


Reply:
 “Oh sugar, here it …” Susan couldn’t finish the sentence. The corners of her mouth curled downwards in a grimace of ecstasy, and her nostrils flared with the intake of oxygen that would fuel the explosion building in her core. Like a tsunami that sweeps all before it, a wave of not just heat and sensation, but also a flotsam cocktail of love and lust and complex emotion, built in her loins and then crashed through her body. Shuddering spasms rippled through her stomach and her thighs, and a raw heat suffused the depths of her sex, making her clamp down with her secret muscles on Anna’s insistent tongue.


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 Susan came with an unexpected and almost frightening power. I had been up close and personal with orgasms before, occasionally allowing Nick to cum in my mouth before I spat into a tissue, but I’d never experienced anything like this scale of wanton release. I felt like a surfer who had taken on a wave that was just too big, or maybe a cowboy on a bronc that was a bit too wild, but it was too late to pull out, and now my only choice was to ride it home.

With her shaking thighs clamped tight over my ears, and her clenching, spasming tunnel squeezing my tongue, I claimed her pussy – delectable, glowing and sopping wet – for my own. Probing deeply with my thick tongue, I sucked and worked her soft, pink flesh with my lips and ground my nose into her hardened clit, driving a quavering shriek from her chest and finally, a short gush of ejaculate over my face.

If it weren’t for the urgent imperative to breathe, I might have stayed there forever, licking and nuzzling her swollen sex, her musky scent filling my senses and coating my face and hair. I pulled free with a satisfied smack of my lips and looked up at Susan, whose eyelids still fluttered with her ebbing climax.

Regaining her balance, she opened her eyes and looked down with dawning horror at the wreckage of my smeared lipstick, and matted, dripping hair.

“Look at you,” she gasped apologetically. “I’m so sorry.”

“Don’t be,” I smiled, kissing her pussy tenderly, feeling reluctant to leave. “It’s wonderful. This really should be one of the spa treatments.”

“Don’t tempt me,” Susan laughed. “That was amazing. I’d fill up your appointment book for a week.”


Reply:
 [Shivers, look at the time! I’d better get to bed before I turn into a pumpkin. I have the house to myself tomorrow afternoon. Think we can finish this off?]


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 [Sure thing :-)]

──────

SMS exchange between Susan Richards and Anna Volakas


12:15am Sunday October 11
th
, 2014


SR: Hi. You awake?

──────


12:18am Sunday October 11
th
, 2014


SR: Apparently not. Don’t worry about it. I’ve made up my mind. I want to see you. I have something to finish tomorrow afternoon, though. Maybe busy tomorrow night too if it goes late. But I’m ready. God, how I’m ready.

──────


6:10am Sunday October 11
th
, 2014


AV: I’m busy in the afternoon, too. Can’t wait to see you IRL.


X

───Ξ───

Any Idea What the Girls are Up To?

SMS exchange between David Richards and Nick Volakas


10:23am Sunday October 11
th
, 2014


NV: Hey Dave. It’s Nick. You guys came over to our place last week. Got your number from the kinder list. Any idea what the girls are up to? Anna’s phone was going off in the night. I saw a message from Susan, but I didn’t read it. I should ask Anna, but she’s been edgy about something for the last few weeks.

DR: Hi Nick. No idea. Sus has been up late on the computer, which is weird. Should I check her history?

NV: Nup. Don’t bother. I’ll just ask Anna. Hang loose, man.

DR: Wilco.


XI

───Ξ───

A Trick With Pantyhose

Personal messages found in the Reddit inbox of user /u/OnceUponAGrrl.


Sunday October 11
th
, 2014



/u/Sgt_Curious:
 [Ready when you are …]


Reply:
 Susan felt embarrassed by her graceless descent into hedonistic abandon, but the sight of Anna’s dishabille stirred something deep and primal inside. Her ruined makeup, her face and hair coated in pussy juice, and her robe pulled askew to reveal one full, firm breast, all described a raw, sexual creature who craved nothing so much as the pleasure of her partner.

It was intoxicating. In a way, Susan was jealous; she too wanted to experience the complete and uninhibited rendering of her body to the pursuit of her lover’s pleasure. Not to put too fine a point on it, she wanted to fuck Anna senseless, but first, she would need to set her to rights.

She wet a washcloth and got down on her knees to tenderly clean her lover’s face, then kissing her softly on the mouth, she untied the disheveled robe and slipped it off her shoulders, leaving the two of them naked on the floor. Using her own lipstick, she repainted Anna’s sensuous lips a most shocking, glossy red, giving her an aspect of smoldering potency that Susan’s finer features and delicate lips could never attain.

She sat back on her heels to inspect her work, and her heart ached with lustful need.

“I want
 you,” she husked, cupping Anna’s breast and gently pinching her nipple to attention.

Anna reached for her, rising up on her knees to bring their supple bodies together, but Susan stopped her with a smile.

“Not here,” she directed. “On the bed.”


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 Rising as one, we kissed and groped our way slowly out of the bathroom until Susan had me backed up against the bed, whereupon she sent me sprawling onto the covers with a gentle shove. Lying naked and helpless, I drew up my knees and spread them wide, offering myself to her, writhing and arching with anticipation as I waited for her to decide how to take me.


Reply:
 “Who gets the toy?” Susan asked, plucking the WeVibe from the bedside table and cycling through the settings to bring it to a buzzing fury in her hand.


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 “You do,” I instructed, knowing exactly how I wanted her to use it on me, and for the first time I had the courage to give voice to my desire for her. “You wear it, and then we … you know, touch
.” Emphasizing that last word, I stroked two fingers over my nude pussy in case there was any doubt over where or what I wanted her to touch.


Reply:
 Susan tried to picture the act; the sleek little toy buzzing both her G-spot and her clitoris, while she mounted Anna and fucked her like a guy. It wouldn’t penetrate, obviously, but it was a uniquely feminine way to make love (a ladyfuck!)
 that excited her in a way that was out of proportion to the act itself. Good lord, no wonder Tamsyn was determined for us to have one.



/u/Sgt_Curious:
 I watched Susan’s face as she considered the idea, and I saw the excited transformation of her features as she worked out the mechanics. She looked from the toy and then back to me with a lascivious expression that could only be interpreted as, ‘You mean I get to fuck you?’


With an expectant smile, she slipped the spatulate ‘tail’ into her pussy, which was still slick and lubricated from my attention in the bathroom, and then she climbed onto the bed between my thighs, kneeling up straight and proudly showing off her … what? … ladycock? It wasn’t a cock, though, not really; it didn’t even stick out. I didn’t dare tell her it looked like nothing so much as a fat leech slithering out of her vagina to suck on her clit. Maybe black wasn’t such a good color choice.

“The instructions say you can still have sex, even when it’s in,” I said.


Reply:
 [Eeew! Really? A leech?]

Susan didn’t feel stretched at all by the toy. The narrow neck in her entrance was really quite thin, and the more substantial internal vibe was tucked up against her G-spot (which was possibly mythical, in Susan’s experience), leaving plenty of space for a visiting cock.

“You probably could,” she agreed, inserting one finger and then a second to accompany the little toy inside her. “You switch it on for me,” she instructed, wiping her wet fingers absently against her thigh. “I might chicken out and switch it off again.”


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 That was an invitation she didn’t need to issue twice. I reached for the slug-shaped head [Urgh, I do
 need a better description] nestled in the top half of Susan’s open slit, and found the button by touch.

“Oo-oo,” she moaned happily as it buzzed to life, the intensity rising and falling in waves. “That’s nice.”

I took it to the next setting, making her jump with an excited squeal. “Oh my God,” she exclaimed lustily. “It’s like a spanking
!” This was ‘echo’ mode; a series of short, sharp vibrations to the clitoris that were echoed in the G-spot a moment later. It was the one I most wanted to try, but I’d get my turn later.

I cycled through the other settings, enjoying her excited, shocked, or giggling reactions to each, but returned to the first one, ‘waves’, which she seemed to enjoy the most.

Now, my turn. Fuck me, my sexy, blonde darling.


Reply:
 The gentle buzzing in Susan’s pussy and on her clitoris was exquisite, and her hips pumped in slow syncopation with the cycling vibe as she mustered the courage for what came next.

This was it – the moment. Anna lay back with her knees open and raised, the look in her eyes needing no translation – it said, ‘Take me!’
 They’d touched each other with their fingers, and Anna had tasted her with her tongue, but this was different, this was the real deal. It wasn’t the same as with a man, of course, but they would become ‘coupled’ as much as it was possible for two women to do so without penetration.

Moving forwards on her knees, she held Anna’s thighs apart, tilting her opening upwards and bringing the throbbing head of the WeVibe to within and angel’s kiss of her glistening lips.


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 [Oh, you tease :-)]

I could almost feel the vibrations passing through the air between us. I arched upwards to meet her, but with a sly, shy smile, she drew back, holding me down and making me wait. The anticipation! I’d never been so horny.
 I put my wrists together behind my head and pretended that they were bound, imagining that I was under her complete control.

“Please,” I begged. I wanted her to do it, to join us at our wet centers. The next thing that came out of my mouth was as much a surprise to me as it probably was to her. “Tie me up,” I breathed, tilting my head back to gaze at my unbound wrists.


Reply:
 [:-O – that was unexpected] “What with?” Susan asked. Her surprise lasted only a second or two before it was completely subsumed by erotic anticipation. Petite Anna, with her golden skin and raven hair; her lean muscles straining against her bonds while Susan teased and made love to her. How could she say no to that?

“Did you bring handcuffs?”


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 “Pantyhose,” she husked urgently. “In my bag.”


Reply:
 [Ha! Just you wait. I have an old sorority trick with pantyhose]

They were only a moment away from touching, but the promise of having Anna lying helpless while Susan pleasured her was too tempting. She just about jumped off the bed and tore through Anna’s open overnight bag, quickly finding a pair of sheer black nylon pantyhose, which she brought back to the bed.

She dangled them in front of Anna, letting the silky toes dance over her flat stomach.

“Say please.”


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 “Please.”


Reply:
 “Please, what?”


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 [Minx!] “Please, tie me up.”


Reply:
 “And …?”


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 “Please tie me up and fuck me!” I said, my voice hitching on the last two words.


Reply:
 Good enough
, Susan thought with a smile. The teasing exchange had given her a moment to think about how she would make it work. The head of the bed was just a flat block of timber veneer, and there was nothing to tie the pantyhose to. She could bind Anna’s wrists, but she would still be able to move them around.

“Give me your feet,” she said. Inspiration had suddenly struck!

Without waiting, she bunched up one leg of the nylons over her hand and pushed it over Anna’s proffered toes. [Here comes your surprise!]


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 “What?! No, my wrists!”


Reply:
 “Hush,” Susan commanded, stretching the pantyhose over Anna’s foot, and then repeating with the other one before pulling them up over her calves. With the waist of the underwear loose around her knees, Anna’s thighs were effectively locked closed rather than open, and Susan could see the confusion on her face as she tried to work out what was happening.

Bunching the loose nylon in her fists like a rope, she raised it towards Anna’s head, lifting her knees all the way up to her breasts, and then she stretched it over the top of her head and behind her neck.

“Oh, yes,” Anna panted, suddenly realizing what Susan was up to.


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 [You have a twisted mind … I love it!]

The pantyhose joined my knees together with the bunched waistband stretched around behind my neck. Susan pulled it down behind my shoulders, which simultaneously bound my arms at my sides and forced my legs wide open.

I was pinned! Like a roast chicken ready for the oven. I could get out of it if I wanted to, but I didn’t want to! With my stretched thighs burning almost as hot as my sex, I was like one giant erogenous zone. The strain peeled back my pussy lips, and my weeping, pink center stood open and unprotected as Susan once again brought her throbbing, buzzing ladycock to my entrance.

[Holy shit, write faster! My pussy is going to explode!]

──────

SMS exchange between David Richards and Nick Volakas


3:15pm Sunday October 11
th
, 2014


DR: Hey Nick, RU free?

NV: Yo.

DR: I looked at Sus’s computer. Something happened when we were at your place. Hard for me to tell, but you need to know. Maybe best if you just read for yourself. I think this is Anna -->link<-- And this one looks like Susan wrote it -->link<-- Brace yourself.


3:50pm Sunday October 11
th
, 2014


NV: Ho – lee – shit.

DR: Last update in those threads is a week ago. Susan is in the study now, though, and I can hear her typing.

NV: Anna too. Dude, we need to talk in person.

──────


Reply:
 Susan could see the lust and desperation on Anna’s face. It was a feeling she shared to a degree, but the gentle pleasuring of the WeVibe in her pussy was taking the edge off, and she found she could easily control the temptation to mash their pussies together in favor of some more delicious teasing.

Just a quick touch. A taste!

Gently, she kissed the head of the vibe to Anna’s open lips, centering it on her entrance and avoiding her exposed, incandescent clitoris.


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 “Oh, God yes!” I moaned. It wasn’t the buzzing that set me off, it was the slick, hot touch of Susan’s pussy to mine, an electric connection that joined us at our most intimate centers for the very first time.

“Harder,” I whispered, struggling weakly against the makeshift bonds, conscious of the fact that I might tear them if I tried too hard. “Give me more!” I angled my hips down, trying to bring her buzzing, black toy to my clitoris.


Reply:
 Susan gave her another light, teasing touch of the toy, but then pulled back and leaned down to kiss her lips, allowing her hardened nipples to trace a ticklish path across Anna’s breasts.

“Mmm,” she cooed, enjoying the moist texture of painted lips and the touch of Anna’s smooth, feminine curves – so unexpected, and so utterly different to being with a man. There was no uncertainty in her movements, she just flowed freely with the sweet abandon of kissing a woman, marveling at the softness of her cheek and the firm swell of naked breasts pressing against her own.

Slithering slowly down Anna’s body, she kissed her neck, her décolletage, and the hard ridge of bone between her full breasts. She thought greedily about the perfect smoothness of Anna’s waxed vulva, and saliva welled in her mouth with the knowledge that she was about to fulfill the fantasy that had preyed on her since they undressed in the spa.

She nuzzled Anna’s breasts playfully, toying with their firm weight and plucking at the erect nipples with her tongue and lips. She didn’t linger though, not when she knew the perfection of the smooth, bronzed skin that awaited below. Kissing lower, she traced a wet tongue across Anna’s fluttering belly and around her navel, and then drawing a hitching breath, she detected a musky, irresistibly female scent, which she followed with wet, plucking kisses to its source.


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 [Jesus, girl, I can almost feel your tongue inside me!]

“Please-please-pleasepleaseplease.” I whispered it like a mantra. As much as I wanted Susan to rub her buzzing pussy against mine, I wanted to feel her tongue inside me too. I didn’t know whether she was going to; I thought that coming all over my face earlier might have turned her off the idea of repayment, even though for me, it had only served to turn me on even stronger.

She worked her way down my tummy with little tickling kisses, closer and closer to my sex. The pantyhose trap had my knees pinning my upper arms, but I still had some movement from the elbows down, and I used that limited range to stroke her lovely, blonde hair and guide her teasing mouth to where I knew it wanted to go.

“Yes baby, lower.” I really only mouthed the words. She wouldn’t have heard them, but she must have known how she was affecting me, because she began accompanying her loving kisses with little whimpers of anticipation as she got closer.

“That’s it,” I encouraged. “Lick me.”

I felt her tongue tracing over my mound, caressing and dancing over the waxed skin. I’d only done it the night before, and it was pristine – not even a trace of stubble. Delving lower, she gave me a big doggy lick, first up one side of my smooth, nude, labia, and then the other.

WHAT ABOUT THE MIDDLE?

I needn’t have worried. With more wet tonguing all over my lips and mound, she circled closer and closer to my aching slit, and finally planted a long, searching kiss, right in the center.

“Baby yes! Fuck me with your tongue!”

It was stunning, unlike anything I could have imagined. With my fingers twined through her silky, fine-spun hair, she nuzzled her soft, feminine lips and cheeks into my loins, and ate me with a hungry inhibition. Her tongue found my love tunnel and plunged inside, forcing me open and making me squeal.

“Jesus, yes! Fuck me like that!”

Remembering how she had positioned me in the bathroom, I changed the angle of her face and pressed her nose into my clit.

“That’s it! Grind me! Fuck me with your tongue!”

I tried to arch my steaming cunt up into her face, but the tension of the pantyhose behind my shoulders was too much, and all I could do was writhe beneath her, snapping my clit left and right with little detonations of pleasure that were building me to an inevitable climax.


Reply:
 [C-word? Really!?]


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 [Sorry, got carried away and made myself come. I’m ready again, though]


Reply:
 Susan could feel the tension mounting in Anna’s thighs as her orgasm built, so she dialed back the tonguing to prolong their pleasure – she wasn’t ready for either of them to finish yet. The gentle vibrations in her own pussy were bringing her along nicely, and she thought it was a reasonable possibility that they might come together. The taste and texture of Anna’s slit and her erotic reactions were giving Susan a heady rush that she’d never experienced with her husband, but if she could climax with her sex pressed into Anna’s – and if Anna came with her – well, it was too great a temptation to miss.

Drawing away from that sweet, pink paradise, Susan kissed her way back up her lover’s quivering abdominals to her breasts, and at the same time she crept forward to bring their pussies together again. She was done with tempting, done with teasing; all she wanted was to finally feel the exquisite heat of Anna’s sex against her own.


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 With my knees pulled up so high and my head propped on the pillow, I had a direct line of sight to my own entrance, and to the throbbing black toy in Susan’s, as well. I thought she was going to tease me again – and I was prepared to beg for it if I had to – but with an excited flash of her eyes, she touched her pussy to mine in a wet kiss that stole the breath from my chest.

A cocktail of erotic sensation set ringing every nerve ending down there – the slippery, wet embrace of her labia, the heat of her burning core, and most of all, the hypnotic, cycling waves of the WeVibe that joined our clits. With her red lips parted and her small hands clasped at my waist, she slowly ground her hips, mauling our soft pussy lips together with a delicious, slick friction.

“That’s so hot,” I panted breathlessly, watching her lithe body twist from the hips, causing her small breasts and her blonde waves to bob in time. “Now fuck me like you mean it.”


Reply:
 Fuck me like you mean it? Okay, then!


Susan pressed deeply into Anna’s pussy, gliding the toy down the channel of her slit and mashing the vibrating head into her wet entrance, peeling back her pink inner lips and buzzing right at the center of her volcanic core.

“Mmm, how’s that?” she goaded rhetorically, stirring her ladycock in lazy circles, teasing Anna’s lips, her clit, and the aching rim of her opening. The extra pressure from the contact fed back through the vibe into her own clitoris, and for the second time that day, she felt the primal engine of her climax roaring to life, ready to propel her once again over an ecstatic precipice into orgasm.

“Oh jeepers,” she husked. “I’m going to come.” A metallic taste filled her mouth as her body prepared for another cathartic release.

[Take us home]


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 [With pleasure :-)]

I was so close, but Susan was going to beat me to it. She was moving the toy on and off my clitoris, bringing me to the edge and then letting me slide back, over and over.

“Hold still,” I breathed when she hit my love button again. “Up a bit … there. RIGHT THERE! OH … MY … G-G-G-G…”

Susan ground me right in the pleasure spot, and I strained my secret muscles to intensify the sensation, making a network of sparks arc from my clitoris, deep into my vagina and down my inner thighs. Watching her beautiful features transform in the grip of her own climax – partly comic, but mostly erotic – helped to set me off, and the sparks roared into all-consuming flames.

Heat and wetness poured from us both, sending the point of our coupling nuclear. Gone were the individual sensations of Susan’s slippery, soft pussy lips and the relentless buzzing of her ladycock; it was all overload – pleasure off the dials.

The orgasm tore through me and took hold of my restrained body, stretching me out until finally the pantyhose behind my shoulders tore at the crotch. Free again, I clutched at Susan’s shuddering body with my arms and legs, pulling her into an embrace where together we rode out the pounding wave of our mutual climax, clinging, gasping, and shaking with the intensity of our first shared release.

The first of perhaps many.


Reply:
 [OMG Anna. You made me come again. I wish it could be this good in real life.]


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 [!!!! :-O Did you know it was me all along?]


Reply:
 [:-P Just since your text this morning, when you said you couldn’t wait to meet IRL.]


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 [So … do we? In real life?]


Reply:
 [Big fat yes! But first I need to figure out how to tell David.]


/u/Sgt_Curious:
 [Oh shit … I’d been ignoring that bit]


XI

───Ξ───

Go Have Fun

Handwritten note found on the Volakas kitchen table.


Friday October 16
th
, 2014


Honey, I got these as a gift from a client. I’d rather get my fingers broken than go to a spa, but thought you might want to take your new friend Susan. I ran into her husband today and he thought she’d love it.

Me and Jimmy will visit Nona’s for the weekend and let her spoil us. Go and have fun with my blessing.

I love you.

Nick xxx

P.S. Put a password on your laptop. XX

───Ξ───

Belinda LaPage

Sydney, Australia (2016)


Amazon
 | Web
 | Twitter


──────
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Bonus Feature: Girl Vs Girl

(Book 2 of Dorm Room Dares)


1


──
─Ξ
───


Long John Silver

The senior girls’ dorm at our boarding school is only very lightly supervised, and if I’m honest, we exploit their trust a little. Once dinner is eaten and homework is done, we have the evening to ourselves because the staff are all busy mothering the junior girls. The headmaster would have a fit if he ever found out what we get up to. Or at the very least he would demand videos! I should know…but that’s another story.

The boarding house is a surreal blend of innocence and iniquity. We spend half of our time talking about boys, even though most of us have never actually slept with one, and the other half at play with the vast collection of vibrators and dildos bequeathed to the dorm by senior girls over its many, many years of operation.

Wednesday night is Games Night—that’s right, capital-G, capital-N. This week it was Reverse Tug-o-War. It’s not my favourite game; girls my size don’t stand a chance. It’s played using a long, double-ended dildo we call Silver. That’s short for Long John Silver, and it’s the only short thing about him. We stretch an elastic band around the middle and…well, you get it, first to the middle wins. I can’t even get close. Silver is just too big for me, so the best I can ever hope for is a dishonourable draw.

For a laugh, I have been known to challenge Trish. She’s my best friend and was my roommate for four years in the junior dorm. She’s six feet tall with long auburn hair and pale Gaelic skin, and she’s one of the girls who can reliably take a full half of Silver without pain. I can’t beat her, but I get a kick from gripping Silver with my secret muscles and fucking him back and forth inside her before I let her win. It makes for a good show, and it gives the new girls the courage to give it a try.

Wednesday night’s game might just go down in dorm history. I think stories will still be told late at night and in hushed tones when my granddaughter enrols. It was Trish who volunteered, of course, and she challenged my new roommate, Rupali. I think there’s some rivalry there, like rooming with me is some kind of prize. Rupali is six-one and built like an underwear model with breasts that defy gravity. She has coffee-and-cream skin, and gorgeous cascades of long black hair, cut into bangs at the front that frame her high cheekbones.

I watched her getting ready for the challenge—red satin nightie on, panties off, lubricating herself and her end of Silver. Despite our autoerotic games in the dorm, I’ve always thought of myself as very much heterosexual and was confused by some of the feelings she was evoking.

She and Trish sat on the floor, facing each other with long, shapely legs scissored together, each with one head of the enormous dildo nestled in their cooch. I caught myself studying Rupali more closely than I probably ought to have been, and I felt a flush of shame mix with my heady excitement. Her pubic hair was trimmed into the shape of a small apostrophe above her sex, and her outer labia, now spread wide around Silver’s girth, were completely shaved and showing pink glimpses of her inner womanhood at the edges.

As a friend of both girls (and unofficial games-mistress of the dorm), I was the referee. It’s a mostly ceremonial role, because it’s not a very complex game. After making sure both girls were ready, I fulfilled the bulk of my duties in a single gesture by dropping a hair ribbon between them to commence the match.

Crabbing forward on their bottoms, and with lots of contact between those long, smooth legs, they greedily gobbled four to five inches in a single thrust. Oh my Lord!
 It takes me minutes to work that much cock into my tiny pussy, and these two Amazon goddesses managed it in a couple of seconds! There was a respectful gasp from the group of seniors assembled to watch, and more than a little sympathetic clenching of thighs—myself included.

The easy bit was over, and Trish leaned back expertly, relaxing her muscles, straightening her hips and keeping her clitoris away from contact with the shaft. This earned her another inch or two, and Rupali, seeing the sense in her strategy, copied. Both girls had about six inches, which is enough to fill me up completely, and now they were working against the friction, lifting and rolling their hips, stretching their vaginas and trying to upset the other girl’s angle of entry. Their breath was coming in panting gasps as each girl’s gyrations caused the dildo to dance and buck deep inside the other’s pussy, and before long both were glowing with perspiration.

The audience watched on, completely rapt now, and I noticed several hands disappearing beneath nighties as the tension mounted. Both girls made it to the final inch and were obviously full—twin, rubber cockheads pressing against the backs of their vaginas. With legs locked tightly and engorged lips separated by less than two scant inches of rubber shaft, they were forced to move as one, lifting and thrusting in unison. Together, they made one last desperate push, lunging towards each other, and in a breathless instant, their labia met, hiding the centre marker from view so that nobody could tell the winner.

Incredibly, neither of them stopped and ten pairs of eyes stared jealously as these two tall, beautiful girls moaned and vocalised their pleasure, heads back, eyes shut and gorgeous long hair spilling around their shoulders. With desperate cries, they ground together at their centres, lips meeting, pressing and spreading in a passionate kiss.

Rupali grasped at Trish’s hips for better purchase, and they bucked and ground as a single being, their moans building to screams with impending mutual climax. When they came together, their backs arched, and they cried out in ecstasy, writhing and trying to move against each other, but unable to do so because of the shaft that joined them.

I heard several gasps as some other girls came under their own touch. I looked down, no longer surprised to see my own panties soaking wet, and I too succumbed to temptation, surreptitiously slipping a hand inside my sopping panties, rubbing and squeezing my clit in a fruitless effort to relieve the heat and longing down there.

Their single, sexual body became two again. Rupali unlocked her long brown legs from Trish’s midriff and slid backwards, disgorging the seemingly endless length of Silver, her inner folds clinging to the shaft as she withdrew, grudgingly relinquishing their hold as inch after endless inch poured from the incandescent cleft between her thighs.

A look passed between the two girls—not embarrassment, but an understanding that neither had intended this to happen, yet neither felt any regret.
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Rawhide

The silence in the room was palpable. To break the tension, I suggested, “Rematch?” in a voice that sounded far steadier than I felt. There was laughter all round and several girls—those who hadn’t yet come, I noticed—crept quietly off to their own bedrooms to minister their own needs.

I tidied the cushions and made myself useful washing Silver, while Rupali pulled on her panties and straightened her nightie.

“Time for bed?” she asked rhetorically.

It was time for bed, all right, but not for sleep. There was no way I could sleep until I’d cooled the fires she’d kindled.

“Um, sure,” I agreed. “I might just get myself a little treat from the toy box.” We were alone in the lounge and I went to return Silver to the box of dildos secreted in the recess beneath the sofa.

“Oh, you have got to be fucking joking.” I couldn’t believe it. I was Old Mother Hubbard, gone to the cupboard, to fetch her poor pussy a bone. Well, the cupboard wasn’t bare, but it might as well have been; there were only two left, which meant that a bunch of greedy Gerties had snuck off to bed with more than one each. I wasn’t judging; I’m a one-toy-at-a-time kind of girl myself, but so long as they clean it afterwards, I don’t care where they stick the second one. But for fuck’s sake, they’d emptied the fucking box! Not happy.

Obviously, the last two dildos in the box were not the best ones. Hey, they weren’t even mid-range. One was Ernest, a slim gold vibe that doesn’t vibrate any more (I was going to need a lot more than Ernest had to give), and the other was Rawhide. Yep, just like the song: Strap it on, stick it in, move it round, Rawhide!


I looked at this sorry collection, and I looked at Silver in my hand. Silver was more than enough for my needs, but it had just been inside Trish and Rupali, and it seemed kind of, I don’t know, not icky, just personal
. What does Miss Manners have to say about girls sharing sex toys? What’s the statute of limitations on a dildo before you’re allowed to go seconds? I think you should at least wait for it to cool down. Silver was still warm in my hand.

Sullen, I dropped it into the box and picked up Ernest.

“It’s okay if you want Silver,” Rupali said. “I don’t think it’s weird.”

“No, that’s okay,” I sulked, making it very clear that it wasn’t okay, but nor was it her fault. “But if those bitches put everything back with flat batteries then I’m strapping Rawhide on and meting out some justice.”

Rupali grinned at me. “I can just see you strapped into that thing,” she said. “Very sexy image.”


Oh dear! Where did that come from?
 Forget the tingles I felt earlier, there were electric sparks arcing across my pussy.  I clenched down wetly, not at the thought of me
 wearing Rawhide though.

I closed the toy box. “Let’s go to bed,” I said, not realising the double entendre until after it left my mouth.

“Wait.” Rupali reached back inside. “I might need a little something too.” I thought she was getting Silver again, but instead she pulled out Rawhide, clanking buckles and all. Hey, a dildo’s a dildo, I guess. It’s just hard to be discreet in a shared room with a noisy strap-on beneath your sheets.

We switched the lights out and walked together in the dark to our shared bedroom.

“Do you think Trish came?” Rupali asked thoughtfully, once we shut the door behind us.

I knew Trish had come. I’d seen her come before and I’d seen her fake it. She was a lousy fake. I wondered for a moment why Rupali had asked, but another girl had just made her come in front of all her friends, and that kind of thing had a way of leaving a straight girl self-conscious.

“It doesn’t mean anything,” I said. “Coming, I mean. It doesn’t make you a lesbian. I’ve come plenty of times playing games with toys.”

“It’s not that,” she whispered, fingering the buckles of Rawhide. “It’s not my first time or anything. I’ve known what I was for a long time”—the tickle of excitement in my stomach was starting to feel decidedly familiar now—“but that was the first time I’ve ever come like that.”

I wasn’t sure what to say. I thought it would be good news, not bad. I knew she’d played with toys (and now girls, apparently) so I was surprised she’d never climaxed. “What about…on your own?” I asked. “Not even a battery-assisted—?”

“Well, yeah, but it never felt”—she searched for the right words—“wild. With Trish it was wild.” Then in a voice that sounded dangerously close to tears, “It was so big, and it was inside
 us. Like a guy, but… I thought I’d never
 have a proper orgasm, like a whole body one, and now I finally do and…”

Sweet baby Jesus! Talk about first-world problems. “Oh, Rupali.” I tried to hug her, to comfort her, but with our height difference, I only managed to squeeze my face into her breasts. It was honestly more awkward than comforting, so I climbed onto the bed and held her face to face. “She made you come,” I said. “You like girl-on-girl, though, so isn’t that a—”

“But I wasn’t a girl.”

Say what now? “I don’t—”

“In my imagination. I shut my eyes and suddenly I wasn’t a girl anymore. I had a big throbbing cock and I—”

“But you had nine inches of dildo up your hoo-ha!”

“That’s what was so amazing. I was the guy and
 the girl,” Rupali said, making it no clearer at all. “It was all mixed up. Crazy. I not sure I even get it.” She reached a long arm around my head to wipe her eyes, pulling us even closer. I felt our breasts crush together. “I just… For the first time, I understood the attraction of a cock.”


Um, it’s not complex.
 Neither of us were wearing bras, and I could feel her nipples, little chips of granite pressing into me. I was taken aback momentarily before I realised that mine were the same. Could she feel them too?

“It sounds like a fun fantasy,” I said finally. “I think it’d be fun to pretend I’m part dude.”

“What if I really am
 part dude?”

I leaned back and regarded he statuesque body. She was stunning; there was no other word for it. “Sweetie,” I said, shaking my head. “Trust me. You’re not part dude.”

Rupali looked searchingly into my eyes, and I could feel her hot breath on my lips.

Oh God, she’s going to k—

She kissed me, her soft lips pulling gently at mine, beseeching. I didn’t even think, I just opened my mouth and kissed her back. The confusion I’d felt out in the lounge, it all made perfect sense now, and I melted into her embrace, giving myself completely to whatever was about to happen. Rupali’s tongue touched my lips, testing to see if I wanted more, and I did. Oh, God, I did. Our tongues met and danced in the arena of our open lips.

She lifted my nightie over my head, breaking our kiss, her long soft fingers caressing my curves, lingering over my breasts, touching my nipples with her thumbs and setting off electric sparks of excitement. I slipped the thin straps of her nightie off her shoulders, and it fell to the floor, pooling around her ankles.

She held up Rawhide, the question in her eyes.

“Uh huh.”

I climbed into bed, watching as she turned it around and unbuckled it, working out how to put it on. She discovered the inside dildo and looked up at me, dark eyes flashing with surprise and pleasure.

I was entranced. She stood there, so tall, beautiful and utterly naked, glossy black hair cascading over one shoulder and framing a full, perfect breast as she ran her fingers over the short inner-dildo. I shivered. She stood with legs apart and moved the tip to her pussy, sliding it in easily. She held the leather cup to keep it inside and arranged the straps, tightening the buckles.

Ready now, she looked at me and struck a classic pin-up pose, turning side on, one hand on a hip the other patting her hair, turning her head back over her shoulder and looking at me through long eyelashes. Slender limbs, brown skin, ripe breasts standing out in profile…and a thick, seven-inch cock projecting from her crotch. She was perfection.

“How do I look?”

“Extraordinary,” I croaked. I ran a hand down the sheet beside me.

Rupali crept into bed, slipping one long arm beneath my neck and the other around my waist, pressing our bodies together. We kissed again, more hungrily this time. I put my own arms around her long, soft curves, kneading her bottom and pulling her closer. Her thick, latex cock pressed against my mound.

I rolled away, holding her hips, encouraging her to follow, and she rose onto her elbows above me. When I opened my legs, she moved between them, resting lightly on top of me, poised on her knees and elbows.

I reached down to feel for Rawhide, preparing to guide it into my wet centre.  I wrapped my hand around the thick shaft and wasn’t quite able to touch my thumb to my middle finger tip—a good indication it would be a very tight fit. Would Rupali take it slow? Her need was as great as mine, and she was no expert at handling a monster cock. I broke off our kiss and looked into her eyes. “It won’t fit,” I whispered, frightened now.

“It will, we just need to take it slow.”

I took a long, shuddering breath. “Then take me.”

She reached down with one hand and guided Rawhide into me. I was still wet from watching her earlier and I felt no discomfort as she pushed the first few inches inside, stopping when she met resistance. She saw me wince. “Lube?”

“Top drawer.” I’m such a girl scout.

Without moving off, Rupali fished around in my drawer and found my lube, and a few awkward seconds later, she was greased up and ready to try again. She pushed gently forward, stretching my pussy and causing me some pain, but stopped when she saw me wince again. It wasn’t the lube, it was the size. Rawhide was just more cock than I could handle.

“I don’t know how to do this,” she apologised. “I have to push a little or it won’t go in at all.”

“Just use the tip,” I suggested. “Slowly though.”

She withdrew, but Rawhide not being her own cock, she couldn’t tell when to stop, and as it popped free it sprang back and slapped wetly against her belly. We were watching each other’s eyes. I held focus for a moment, but then I saw a smile curl at the corners of her mouth and we both burst into laughter at the same time. I reached down and repositioned the thick shaft at my entrance. With mock seriousness, I glared at her and said, “Now you be careful with that thing, young lady. You could take an eye out.” We giggled some more, breasts bouncing pleasurably against each other.

Rupali set back to work, finding her perfect length and learning how to wield this wonderful weapon. She established a slow rhythm, withdrawing almost to the tip and then driving back in powerfully, but only to the point of resistance and no further. With each stroke I loosened a little, allowing her further access. Her superior height brought her breasts all the way to my chin, and I took the opportunity to taste them, like low hanging fruit, licking and sucking one nipple to a hard point, and then repeating with the other.

Rawhide is thicker at the base than at the tip, so by the time she touched down she’d stretched my pussy so wide that the thick shaft was in constant contact with my buzzing clitoris. Oh no!
 I was going to come too early!

I lifted my ankles up over her shoulders to change the angle of entry, and to give her cock—for that is how I had come to think of it—the deepest possible access. I looked up into her eyes, frantic and pleading. “Hurry,” I whispered. “Finish me.”

And she did. In a fluid movement, she withdrew all the way and rammed her thick cock home, punching out a shockwave of pleasure as her pubis slammed into mine. Again and again she pounded me, each stroke setting off a larger explosion as our bodies crashed, the waves of ecstasy overlapping and building to a shattering orgasm. I called up a mental image of her ejaculating from this beautiful cock, emptying her load into me, filling me so completely that cum sprayed out around her pounding shaft, soaking my thighs.

I erupted. Pushing down with my heels on Rupali’s shoulders, I lifted my bottom and pushed Rawhide up against her, grinding the inner shaft against her clit. Still pumping into me, she pushed back, and I felt her body stiffen and convulse with her own climax. I dropped my legs back down and held her tight, deep inside me still, pressing our bodies together as the last spasms contracted our muscles.

We rolled onto our sides and held each other that way, neither wanting to be the first to break contact, until finally after ten minutes, I heard her breathing deepen into sleep and pulled the inner dildo gently out of her pussy.

When I came back after washing and returning Rawhide to the toy box, Rupali was still in my bed. I slid in beside her and folded into her naked embrace like a Russian doll. One hand slid up to cup my breast and I heard her whisper in my ear. “That was fun.”

“Next time, I get to be the guy.”

“One day,” she said, her voice thick with sleep, “I ought to try real guy.” She gave me a squeeze. “See what all the fuss is about.”

Boarding school just got a lot more interesting.
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Mini-Dresses

“Ummm, Rupali?” Trish said.

“What?”

“These costumes…”

“Retro chic. I know, right?” Rupali said, her voice ringing with excitement.

The girls stood before the full-length mirror in their shared bunk-room, getting dressed for the closing party of their all-state netball camp—a masquerade ball. They were both fitted out in 1960s stewardess uniforms—navy blue long sleeved mini-dresses with deep V-necks and lapels, gold braiding around the cuffs and large gold buttons all the way down the front. Trish stared at herself with uncertainty and mounting concern, while Rupali was smiling and turning left and right, admiring the narrow cut at her waist and the way the dress buttoned so tightly over her breasts, pushing them together and showing a deep cleavage. Sliding her hands beneath the lapels, she lifted them a bit higher, revealing a sliver of golden-brown areola on each side.

“Too much?”

“No. I mean yes…I don’t know,” Trish said. “Don’t you think these dresses are a bit…?”

“A bit what? Gorgeous?”

Trish tossed her long, red hair back to open up a freckly cleavage of which she was disproportionately proud, given its modest swell. “A bit, well, short.”

Rupali looked down at the hemlines, which just barely covered their bottoms. “Well they are
 mini-dresses,” she rationalised. “And the sixties were
 pretty racy.”

Natural rivals on the netball court (Trish a defender and Rupali a goal-shooter) the girls had resolved any negative feelings the previous week when a raunchy but otherwise innocent dorm-room dare had escalated, leading both girls to unexpected mutual orgasms. Ever since, Trish had the impression that her dorm-mate was trying to lure her into some kind of girl-on-girl thing. Under normal circumstances she might have found that alarming, but with Rupali—tall and slim with exotic coffee-and-cream skin, and long, jet black hair—the most alarming thing was that Trish was, well, interested.


And now, these dresses with their tiny, tiny hems and their bursting bust-lines. That couldn’t be a coincidence, right?
 “Are you sure they’re real?” she asked, dragging at the hem for maybe the hundredth time.

“Of course they’re real. You’re wearing one, aren’t you?”

“No. Are they real airline
 uniforms?” Trish explained. “They’re not, like, porno fantasy costumes or something?”

Rupali snorted laughter. “Oh, they’re real, all right. I was right there at the Thrift Shop and met the lady who donated them. Seventy years if she was a day.”

“Eeew! I didn’t need that visual.”

“Well she wasn’t wearing one!” Rupali retorted, laughing. “In fact she looked very elegant and modest for a senior citizen.” She adjusted the lapels until her areolae were hidden again. “Man, she must have rocked these things in her day.”

Trish still felt uncertain. “Maybe they’re supposed to be jackets,” she said, brightening. “Are you sure there weren’t any matching skirts?”

“Oh, stop being a princess. They’re plenty long enough. Now put your hat on—we need to get to the party before the boys spike the punch.”

Trish compared the two reflections in the mirror and found herself envious of Rupali’s fuller breasts, flashing mahogany eyes and cascades of glossy, black hair. Her friend had her arms raised, winding those obsidian locks into a tidy bun so that she could pin on the little stewardess’s pillbox hat, when a flash of pink lower down caught Trish’s eye.

She pointed to the reflection with a giggle. “Your knickers are showing below that ‘plenty-long-enough’ mini.”

The gauzy gusset of Rupali’s panties was peeking out beneath the hem. She finished pinning on her hat and lowered her arms, but the mini-dress stayed up where it was. “Oh my goodness.” She tugged it back down. “How did flight attendants ever load the overhead lockers in these things? They must have gotten groped six ways from Sunday.”

“Maybe they wore tights?” Trish said. “Or maybe they were just shorter than us?” Both girls were unusually tall, so it was entirely likely that the original tailor had cut the uniforms for shorter women. She experimentally lifted her arms to tie her own hair and was not surprised to see her high-cut briefs appear. Her eyes met Rupali’s in the mirror, and to make a joke of it she did a sexy pout and snaked her body back and forth, running her hands through her hair and twisting her hips. The mini-dress rode higher still, exposing not just the gusset but the whole leg, all the way around to her hip.

Rupali copied, lifting her arms, provocatively grinding her hips and blowing kisses at the mirror until she too was flashing three or four inches of underwear and both were giggling uproariously. Trish noticed with an unfamiliar thrill the way the sheer nylon clung to the smooth curves of her friend’s sex. She could see a tiny thatch of black pubic hair through the translucent fabric and realised jealously that Rupali was almost completely shaved.

Unbidden, an image popped into her head—Rupali’s pussy open and wet, poised over her face, and she was running her tongue over those soft, flawless lips. She imagined kissing her there, tasting that forbidden musk on her tongue, straining and probing deeper into the heat of her womanhood to find the wellspring of that perfumed nectar.

Licking her lips guiltily, Trish realised she had no idea how long she had been staring at Rupali’s pussy. She looked up and saw the beautiful brunette watching her with amusement.

“You’re right,” Rupali said. “These things are too short. We can’t be flashing our knickers at the party.” With that, she slipped her fingers beneath the waistband, pulled her panties down her long legs and off over the heels she’d picked out for the costume. “Well, that’s better,” she said matter-of-factly, both girls looking at the smooth, brown lips of her pussy in the mirror as her dress stayed bunched up at her hips. “You can’t see them at all now.”

──────
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Shave Me

Trish’s heart was pounding. The idea of kissing a girl had never disgusted her, but even though she’d thought about it several times, she hadn’t really considered herself interested in the idea. Until now, that is.

“Does it hurt?” she asked, looking nervously into Rupali’s eyes in the mirror.

“Does what hurt?”

“You know, shaving. Down there.”

“Only if you get it wrong,” she laughed. “Actually I wax, but the principle’s the same. It’s awkward and easy to make a mess of it. Much better to get someone else to help.”

“Oh, I could never do that.” Trish’s eyes flashed nervously.

“Nonsense. It’s nothing compared to what you let your gyno do. And it’s so worth it.”

“Worth it?”

“The first time I shaved, my girlfriend couldn’t go down on me quick enough!” Her whole face lit up with the recollection, while Trish reeled at the casual first-time admission of her sexuality. “It probably works the same with guys. Let one get his hand in your panties and then watch the look on his face when his fingers slide over smooth, bare skin. He’ll practically start drooling to get his tongue into you. And it’s not just lick, suck, let’s fuck; they stay
 down until you’re coming like an early Christmas.”

Trish blushed at the mental picture inspired by her friend’s profanity (her lesbian friend’s profanity),
 still staring at her pussy in the reflection.

Rupali turned to face her. “Close your eyes,” she said quietly.

“What are you going to do?”

“I’m almost naked and I’m feeling modest. So just shut them, okay?”


Oh-my-god-oh-my-god
. Trish shut them. Rupali took her hand and guided it between her legs. She gasped, but didn’t pull back. She could feel the little crop of hair against the heel of her palm, but everywhere else—all the way down to the tip of her middle finger somewhere near Rupali’s anus—was completely, utterly smooth.

With Rupali guiding her hand, she stroked slowly up and down, fingers sliding with frictionless ease over the soft, hairless flesh until she felt her friend’s juices welling onto her fingertips.

“Now pretend you’re a guy.” Rupali’s voice came softly, right up close to her ear. “Imagine how that feels against your lips and your tongue.”

“Mmm. I can
 imagine it,” said Trish, her voice catching as she struggled to control her breathing. Then, summoning up every shred of courage she could muster, “But I’m not imagining I’m a guy.”

In lieu of a response, Rupali kept stroking herself with Trish’s hand, but applied the tiniest pressure over her middle finger. Trish needed no further encouragement; she pressed down and Rupali’s swollen lips opened like a flower, instantly coating the length of her finger in lubricating juices as it ploughed through her soft, hot folds.

“Wait,” Rupali gasped when Trish tried to go deeper. “Let me shave you first. We can be late to the party.”

Trish opened her eyes. Too nervous to speak, she bit her lower lip and nodded.

“Great, give me a moment.” Rupali was all business again, transforming into a whirlwind of movement and grace that belied her long limbs. From her toiletries case, she pulled a foil sachet of sex lube, a disposable razor, and a miniature manicure kit containing a tiny pair of nail scissors.

Trish gaped at the little collection.

“Girl Scout,” Rupali explained. She pushed Trish back onto the bunk bed, pulled her bottom to the edge, and stripped off her cotton panties in one swift movement.

With Rupali kneeling in front of her, Trish had a moment of second thought. “But…I’m straight,” she lamented, holding her knees tightly together.

“I know.” Rupali placed her hands between Trish’s thighs, nodding encouragement as she applied pressure to draw them apart.

Trish’s last reserves melted away and she relaxed, allowing the dark-haired seductress to spread her legs wide and expose the throbbing, swollen lips of her sex.

“Oh, this is not so bad.” Rupali combed the soft red curls with her fingers and stroked over the wisps covering her outer labia. She deftly snipped away the longer hair with nail scissors and then made Trish gasp when she smeared lube over the remaining stubble and massaged it thoroughly to coat the base of each hair.

Working with long smooth strokes of the razor, she shaped a small triangle about half an inch above the top of Trish’s slit, and then shaved the rest clean. She moved down to her swollen labia and slipped a finger inside to pull back the lips and raise the hairs on the most sensitive inner edges. When she was done, she unconsciously put that finger in her mouth to lick off the juices that had been running so freely.

“Oh my God.” Her dark eyes widened in shock and pleasure, and she licked all the way down to the knuckle and around the webbing. “You taste like…something…pomegranates! It’s pomegranates!”

“What!?”

“Oh, Christ, that is divine.” She plunged her middle finger back through Trish’s slit, eliciting a surprised shriek, and then did the same with her own pussy on the index finger.

“Here,” she said, offering them both to Trish’s lips. “Taste.”

“No!” Trish cried in shock, but with more than a little curiosity.

“What? Have you seriously never tasted yourself?”

“No!” Trish felt a flush warm her face. “Never.” She warded off the proffered taste-test.

“Stop being a baby. Go on. You’ll thank me.”

Curiosity overwhelmed embarrassment and she brought Rupali’s hand cautiously to her mouth. She could smell the musky aroma of sex on her fingers and felt a delicious shiver of anticipation. Closing her lips around the middle finger, she tasted herself first. It was heady and rich and nothing at all like anchovies, which she hated, and which popular opinion told her was how it was supposed to taste. She supposed she could taste pomegranates. Maybe. Sucking the last of her own scent from Rupali’s middle finger, she withdrew it with a small pop and held the next one before her mouth.

“C’mon. It’s not as nice as you, but it’s not poison.”

Blood pounded in her ears like jungle drums. Trish could feel more of her own juices welling and coating her now hairless pussy lips. She opened with a shuddering breath to taste her friend’s sex, closed her eyes, and then placed just the fingertip on her tongue, prolonging the anticipation. With that single taste, she was sold. She folded her lips and tongue around Rupali’s finger with a low, animal moan. Never in her life had she tasted anything so raw, primal, and sexy.

Gently sucking and swirling, she tasted salt and honeysuckle, extra virgin olive oil, and something else she couldn’t identify, but which sang in her mouth and made her nipples tingle and her clitoris buzz. If she had to give it a name, she would say it was the taste of sex—not the taste of having
 sex, or the sweet afterglow of sex—but of sex yet to come, a potential future as yet unfulfilled. It was fresh and ripe, potent, and strangely virginal.

“Oh God,” Trish breathed. “That’s what I want.”

──────
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Turn for You

“Are you sure you want to be late to the party?” Rupali took her hand and helped her stand up.

“What party?” A wave of passion building inside her finally crested and broke, washing away the last of her reticence. Still holding Rupali’s hand, she drew closer, lifting her chin and parting her lips to signal her intent. Rupali tilted her head to the side and met Trish’s kiss, her lips small, moist and supple—so unlike a man’s lips, which was all Trish knew.

Her nerve endings celebrated the new sensation of kissing a woman. She closed her eyes and allowed her hands to chart the foreign territory of Rupali’s body. Her muscle-memory, accustomed to a masculine physique, told her that this was all wrong, but her hard nipples and soaking pussy lips sang with the news that it was not just right, it was wonderfully, breathtakingly right. She moulded her fingers over Rupali’s neat, round bottom and traced them into her tiny, tight waist. She could feel firm breasts pressing against her own through their uniforms, but it wasn’t enough; she needed the feeling of skin on skin.

Panting and kissing with mounting vigour, Trish whispered, “Please,” as she unbuttoned Rupali’s uniform and, “Yes, God, yes,” when the other girl responded in turn. Open from neck to hem, the mini-dresses hung like coats, and Trish pulled the lapels open further to gorge herself on Rupali’s naked perfection.

Tentatively at first, she touched her body to her friend’s, relishing the hard points of her nipples, which with each tiny movement traced arcs and swirls of erotic sensation on the undersides of her own breasts. When their bellies touched, Trish stopped breathing and focussed all her attention on her pussy. It was shaved and open and soaking wet, and now just a few millimetres from the moist, pink folds of Rupali’s. She felt the slightest brush of friction as their tiny thatches met. So close now
. It may have been her imagination, but she thought she could feel the heat radiating from Rupali’s molten core.

And then their lips touched. Instinctively, both girls arched to increase the contact at their steaming centres. Whimpering with passion and desperation, Trish moved from the hips, brushing her engorged inner folds against Rupali’s, feeling the wetness transfer both ways to coat their smooth outer lips with a mixture of their naturally perfumed lubrication.

Unable to resist any longer, she grasped Rupali’s naked bottom in both hands and ground their pussies together, opening herself up and scissoring those smooth lips into her own. Wonderful barrages of ecstasy exploded through her womanhood when Rupali touched down on her clitoris, and she rejoiced at the soft cries in her ear that told her she was doing the same.

“Let me do you,” Trish breathed, reluctantly breaking contact on her sex, which was screaming for the sweet release of orgasm. She kissed down Rupali’s body, her neck, the points of her collarbone and the tops of her breasts, before the brunette stopped her, drawing her back.

Rupali’s breath came in ragged gasps. “We’ll do it together.” She turned Trish around and held her from behind, one arm crossed over her flat stomach to gently cup a breast, the other reaching down to close over her sex. She kissed the hollow of Trish’s neck and nestled the tip of her middle finger in her entrance. With a gentle, guiding touch, she lowered them both to the floor and supported Trish from behind as she laid back, folding the lapels of her dress open like a blanket, laying out her naked form like a splendid buffet to feast upon.

Trish looked up into the face of her friend—the beautiful female
 face who in a few breathless moments would be the first woman to taste her. To taste her, to take her, and—she knew this like she knew her own name—to drive her to an orgasm so intense she would never feel its equal from penetrative sex. Instinctively she drew her knees up to angle her pussy towards Rupali, and with gymnastic flexibility, she opened them almost flat to the floor.

Now pointing straight up, the soft open cup of her entrance began to pool with juices. Glistening at first, it was soon slick with her essence, and by the time Rupali had kissed from Trish’s breathless lips to her small breasts—pausing to tease and suck her nipples, and to offer her own full breasts to Trish’s eager lips—it was brimming with sweet nectar.

As Rupali kissed down over her body, Trish craned her neck up to kiss and trace the lines of her stomach and feel the muscles flutter beneath her soft lips. She watched entranced as Rupali’s wet opening passed over her eyes, her intoxicating scent filling Trish’s senses. Then it stopped, open and ready, an inch above her breathless lips.

There was a frozen moment when nothing happened, as if both girls were waiting for a signal to begin, and then just as Trish opened her mouth, she felt the tip of a strange and beautiful tongue tracing over her own freshly shaved lips. She followed the same movements, working down one side of Rupali’s pussy, tasting her own smeared scent alongside the more potent, intoxicating perfume almost dripping from Rupali’s entrance.

The exquisite softness was unlike anything Trish had imagined; it was unlike anything she could
 have imagined. Her limited experience with oral sex extended to a few pleasant but nervous episodes of cock sucking, where she was more concerned about the boy taking liberties and choking her than she was with delivering finely controlled pleasure to her partner. With a man, she wasn’t exactly sure what she should be doing. Apart from the one universal ‘no teeth’ rule, they seemed to like pretty much everything.


But this? This!
 This was indescribably different. Not that she was going lesbo any time soon, but compared to this, pleasuring a pussy with a cock was like peeling an apple with a chainsaw. And better, she knew exactly what to do because Rupali was copying her; everything she did, she felt the result in her own pussy in real time. Licking, sucking, kissing, probing, hard and soft, slow and fast. It was like the most perfect shopping experience where you could try on ten different pairs of shoes at once to see which one looks best, and better, which one feels best.

She became more adventurous and moved from the wonderful softness of Rupali’s pussy lips to her glistening, hot slit, where that intoxicating, sexual perfume was strongest. Starting with gentle probes above and to the sides of Rupali’s clitoris, she teased with soft strokes, working back and forth in slow arcs and establishing a rhythm with which Rupali quickly synchronised. In a surreal moment of transcendence, so perfectly timed was Rupali’s feedback that Trish felt as though she was licking her own pussy. Far from revolting her (which would have been her natural reaction), it felt overwhelmingly erotic and sent her heart racing even faster. She was normally cautious with clitoral stimulation, but in her breathless passion she grazed her tongue lightly over Rupali’s hard love-button, eliciting a muffled shriek of excitement from the brunette, quickly followed by a reciprocal stroke over her own clit.

She expected a profound sensation, and boy, did she get it. Far from the normal sobering shock, like being pinched or doused with cold water, Rupali’s tongue revved her like a race-tuned engine on the starting grid—raucous, animal and powerful, but smooth and emotive at the same time. With sparks of pleasure firing and lighting up her core, Trish’s excitement stepped up to a new level, and she felt the first stirrings of an orgasm tingling in her thighs.

She arched her back and gave voice to gasping cries of pleasure to let Rupali know she was close to coming, and redoubled her own oral efforts in the hope they might climax together. Hardening the web of muscles in her tongue, she probed the other girl’s tight opening, maintaining contact on her clitoris with her lower lip while she strained to go deeper.

Rupali’s thigh muscles bunched against her ears, and Trish realised the brunette was at least as close to climax as she herself. She almost had time to worry about being left behind when she felt Rupali’s mouth close fully over her sensitive entrance and force her open with the pointed tip of her tongue. The casual, ambling approach of her own orgasm became a full, frenzied gallop when Rupali drove her tongue inside. The thick base stretched her wide, while the tip danced, pressing and exploring—seemingly in every direction at once—in a way that a cock never could.

Trish shrieked with passion and genuine surprise as the orgasm reared up and crashed over her. At one moment, it was just a contraction in her core, and then it became a light-speed explosion, igniting every nerve in a blinding flash. Like fireworks, as the last embers of one sky-burst began to fade, another one—with different shape, colour and intensity—would tear through her again, contracting her muscles and grinding her pussy into Rupali’s merciless tongue.

Unconsciously copying her actions, Trish dived deeply into her friend’s sweet centre, marvelling at the exquisite pressure of the brunette’s tight canal squeezing her insistent tongue. For the first time she truly began to appreciate the unique ecstasy that a guy experiences driving his cock into the silken embrace of a woman. As her own orgasm began to abate, Trish felt Rupali convulse and her hips rock downwards, encouraging her to thrust deeper, even though she was being squeezed out by powerful contractions.

Finally coming down, muscles flexing and relaxing, Rupali kissed the last of Trish’s juices from her freshly shaven lips before turning to embrace her, their breasts pressing together as they whispered breathless gratitude into each other’s ears.

After a minute of quiet kissing, Trish realised the costume party had already begun and their teammates would be getting impatient. Disentangling their long limbs, both girls got up and began setting themselves to rights, buttoning dresses and touching up makeup as they stole smiling glances at each other in the mirror.

Feeling woozy, Trish wound her hair into a bun and pinned on her pillbox hat. She pulled at her ludicrously short hem and looked at her beautiful companion standing beside her in the mirror.

“We should probably put our panties back on.”

“Probably,” Rupali agreed with a blithe wave of her long fingers, and then she slipped back into her high heels and turned to the door. “You coming?”

Not yet. But I get the feeling I will be (again!) before very long.

───Ξ───
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Rupali had no such reservations. “Who gets to go first?”

A voice from above. “Is this a private conversation?”

Both of us together. “Yes!”

I didn’t want to fuck Zach, but no way was I giving up the right cheaply. “We could play for it?”

“Play what?”

I smiled. “Russian Roulette.”

“But we don’t have a gun.” Rupali’s dark eyes sparkled. She didn’t know where I was going with this, but she was playing along.

“Guns aren’t the only things that shoot,” I said, patting Zach’s bazooka.

“I still don’t get it,” she said. “How do you play?”

“We take turns sucking it,” I said. “Thirty seconds each. You win if he comes in your mouth.”

Rupali’s eyes lit up. She was warming to this sex-with-guys thing. “You’ve done this before?”

“Never ever,” I promised. Maybe once.

Zach’s dick swelled again beneath my cheek. “Uh, ladies, do I get a say in any of this?”

Both of us together. “No!”
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