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      I was ready to make my next sale. I could taste it.

      “Come on, come on,” I muttered, anxiously eyeing the front door of the office.

      I tapped my pen against a ragged, coffee-stained desk calendar that spread across my desk – if one could even call it a proper desk – and scrawled little doodles here and there; every few seconds, I pulled my phone from the pocket of my tight jeans and looked at time, before checking for text messages. “Where is she?” I wondered aloud, before finally hearing the engine just outside the small office space.

      I peered out the window to see Janet grabbing a few binders and rushing toward the front steps of our building. Her long raincoat tasseled like a superhero’s cape. Of course, with sleek, jet-black and short-chopped hair and a pair of stylish sunglasses held upon her perfectly sculpted nose, she looked a bit more like a super villain; an observation I couldn’t help but chuckle at, knowing just how warm and friendly she actually was. I shook my head and reclined in the shitty cheapest-in-the-aisle office chair Janet had bought me before I started at her office.

      With a latte in one hand and her cellphone tucked between her shoulder and ear, I saw her push the glass door open and step into the office, dropping her binders onto her desk like a plane unloading a series of bombs. “I know, I know. We’re going to get that thing sold first thing; you can be certain of that. I know it’s a steal; I do,” she continued, before turning toward me, removing her sunglasses and rolling her hazel eyes.

      “Ok, will do,” she finished, before pulling the phone away and setting it onto her desk. “Ugh!” Janet sat into her chair and pulled a laptop from her bag, beginning to set it up and adjust it.

      “Who was that?” I asked, uncertain whether I’d be stepping into dangerous territory in doing so.

      “I have a place downtown; this really amazing condo that I know would be super-hot. But it isn’t moving because the seller won’t come down on the price; a couple thousand dollars, or a few renovations, and it would be gone like that,” Janet explained, snapping her fingers. “But she refuses to lower it or do any work on it. Anyway, I’ve got a client coming in this afternoon to look. She’s some big-shot from Chicago or New York; I can’t remember,” she continued. “Anyway, she’s pretty serious about buying so long as there are no ‘surprises,’” she finished, focusing on her laptop screen.

      “Surprises?” I asked.

      “Yes; surprises like the week before last, when you were supposed to tell the Richardson couple about the drainage issue in the basement of that house up on Evergreen?” She said, looking down her nose.

      I could only shrug and smile. “Well, they still bought it, didn’t they?” I reminded her.

      “Christine, come on,” Janet sighed. “I’m serious. I know this isn’t a big deal for you, but this is my career, you know. Don’t make me regret hiring you,” she added with a hint of sass.

      “Look, I apologized, didn’t I? And besides; that was before I realized what sort of commission you were offering me on this stuff. I’ve taken everything way more seriously since then, and you know it,” I challenged. “Now, I’m the one sitting here in the morning, waiting for you to show up so I can get out there and closing. And I know it’s not the traffic because you live right next door to me.”

      “Don’t get too cocky,” she quipped. “I’m still running this show.” Janet grinned the moment she’d started to feign a sense of authority; she knew I’d made many valid points – the growing smirk across her cherry-red lips said as much. I tossed a ball of trash and she batted it away, laughing. I winked and she turned back to her screen.

      I did whatever I could do to get a laugh or a smile out of her here or there. I saw Janet day-in-day-out, stress and overly sacrificial to an endless list of dissatisfied clients, who always seemed unappreciative of the work she’d put into selling their “fixer-uppers” or swanky condos that just now so happened to be in the ‘wrong’ part of town. Unfortunately, however, the confidence of having contributed to a few sales here and there over the past week had gone to my head just a bit; Janet knew it, too. She jokingly referred to me to her business friends as her ‘ninth-inning closer.’ I wasn’t about to argue with the compliment.

      I couldn’t help it, though. After seven years in the business, I knew Janet had to have been a bit burned out on everything. Maybe she’d become immune to the thrill of closing – it was just a part-time job for her until her husband made partner at her law firm, after all; granted, she hadn’t intended for it to become a full-fledged career in the meantime. And I suppose I seemed destined to fall down into very same trap. It had only been a few weeks since Janet had approached me, asking if I wanted to help around her office for the summer. “I’m swamped, and though it goes against all of my better judgment, you seem pretty tech-savvy,” she had told me.

      Soon enough, I realized that I’d made a terrible mistake, helping my neighbor in her real estate office, organizing binders and office files on a laptop – not exactly a fun summer vacation. And I knew college was only a couple of months away, so my precious few days of freedom were waning.

      It wasn’t until the very day I’d planned to tell Janet I was quitting, that she’d sent me in to show a house for her. “I’m stuck in traffic because of this bullshit highway expansion!” She’d screamed into the phone.

      “Relax,” I said. “I’ve got this,” hanging up. I didn’t know what the hell I was going to do; so I winged it. It turned out to be enough, and the property sold. Only after would I realize that it had been sitting on the market for fifteen months. I still didn’t really care about the accomplishment; not until Janet handed me my commission check.

      Since then, I’d had very little interest in anything but my job, and chasing the money that I suddenly realized could come with it.

      But I was brand-spanking-new to real estate; if anything, I wasn’t even qualified enough to call myself new to it; I wasn’t even technically employed, after all – not in the traditional sense, anyway. But, what had started as a summer gig while I wait for Freshman year of college to start in the fall, had turned into something so important, that I found myself contemplating putting off college altogether.

      “You’re going to have to study just as much if you want to become a realtor,” Janet had lectured me. I turned my nose up at it. “I’ve already sold a couple of properties; how hard could it be? Just gotta give the customer what they want,” I grinned.

      “No, I sold those properties, and if the state association of realtors ever asks you, that’s going to be your answer, too,” Janet replied. “You weren’t supposed to be showing houses when I hired you, you know. You just happen to be, well, um, decent at it; so for now I guess it is fine.”

      “Yeah, yeah,” I nodded. “Just keep those checks coming, and I’ll keep getting all the old properties off your hands.”

      And I did. And the checks kept coming, too. And very quickly, I became more and more addicted to it. By the time I’d made my most recent sale, I’d become so intent on doing just about anything to close the sale that little else mattered.

      And I was proud to say that in each close, I’d never had to compromise much on my ethics to do so; not that I wouldn’t have done whatever it took, within the law. But I knew sooner or later I would have my first challenge; my first client who had wanted a cherry on top. So far, I’d had two younger married couples, a single middle-aged working woman, and a retired couple; all clients who had plenty of reasons to settle down, so I knew that I couldn’t take all the credit for my lucky streak, and eventually I would meet a ‘hard-sell.’

      As it turned out, Janet seemed ready to throw me into my first situation with the very thing I’d managed to avoid up until that point.

      “So you really think you’re some real estate hot shot, huh?” Janet said, eyeing me from over her laptop. The cool, casual glance of Janet’s honey-gold eyes sent shivers down my spine because I knew that for her to be so confident and at-ease meant she had something to prove.

      “Well, I didn’t say that exactly,” I said, back-peddling slightly from before.

      “Uh-huh,” she said, and shuffled a small stack of papers on her desk. “Well, I want you to show this condo today.”

      “You want me to show it?” I asked. “Why don’t you want it?”

      “I already told you; it isn’t moving. Maybe you’ll have some better luck,” Janet explained. “Yes, I would like to be the one who closes on it, but I’m not going to let my pride stand in the way of getting it off our hands; especially since I still get a nice, big cut of whatever you bring home,” she said with a taunting grin.

      “Ok, fine,” I said, but internally, I hesitated. What if this lady thinks I’m some kind of airhead? I thought. Just how big of a ‘big-shot’ is she? Whatever my concerns, I didn’t for a moment let them spill from my lips. Instead, I kept them pursed. I groomed myself at my desk, brushing down my tight, denim jeans and my blue polo-shirt, and concentrating on getting into character for that afternoon.

      “Maybe if you close, I’ll have to bring some champagne,” Janet laughed.

      “I’m only eighteen, Janet,” I reminded her.

      Janet sat back in her chair and crossed her arms. A confrontational grin remained on her lips. “Oh, don’t act like you’re so innocent. Besides, I don’t think I’m going to have to worry about it. I don’t see you selling that condo for a second.”

      “Oh?” I asked, perking up in my seat. “Well, then, I guess we’d better make a wager.” I stroked my chin with my finger for a moment, though I already knew what I wanted.  “You let me stay on after next week,” I said.

      “What? Stay here? Like, keep working here?”

      I nodded.

      Janet hesitated for a moment. “Eh, I don’t know about that. You need to get a license if you want to actually start doing this legitimately,” she explained.

      “Ok, so help me get a license and let me stay on. You can keep taking all the credit for now, but soon enough, you’re going to have to change the company name on your business cards,” I boasted.

      “We’ll see,” Janet said, with a modest expression of her eyes. She seemed almost as if she’d seriously consider such a scenario. I could feel the adrenaline spiking in my veins.

      For the next few hours, I felt the agony as I waited for the appointment time to arrive. When it was finally late enough to justify heading downtown, I slid my tablet into my bag and headed to my car; of course, not without checking myself in the bathroom mirror. I dragged a hand through my shoulder-length blond hair and grinned from ear to ear. I certainly didn’t think I looked very attractive, but I felt that I carried enough of that ‘innocent girl’ look to pull off a charming sort of trust from my clients.

      All I could think of on the way down to the condo was instilling that same trust in my mystery client. Whoever this big shot might be, I knew that they needed to trust that I was going to give them whatever they wanted to make the sale, because I believed in it. There was only one small problem that presented itself when I parked along the street and met my client for the afternoon.

      I couldn’t stop staring at her.

      “Um, hi,” I said, approaching the woman that I believed to be our client. There is no way that’s her… please let that not be her, I thought. Why? Well, not for any reason I could pinpoint.

      A vague dread quickly constricted about my stomach as I saw the woman – forty-something, with perfectly styled black hair, and eyes the color of Maplewood, with a tanned complexion to compliment it. The woman stood there on the city street in a dressy but casual dress, along with modest heels; with all the poise of, indeed, a big shot.

      I walked down the sidewalk, and as I called toward her, she turned and eyed me, so slow and patient. I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t even know what it was that left me with a sudden anxiety in the center of my body, especially because it wasn’t merely anxiety. It was a pang of what I swore (but wasn’t about to admit to) was a sort of attraction.

      Get it together girl, you’re straight – obviously – and you need to unload this stupid condo, I thought to myself, as she motioned toward me.

      “I was expecting an older woman,” she said, with a modest grin coming through.

      “Um, hello; Rebecca?” I repeated as I stepped in to shake her hand as she nodded in the affirmative.

      “Sorry for the confusion; Janet couldn’t make it this afternoon, so I’ll be showing you around the condo, if that is okay?” I asked.

      “No problem,” Rebecca said, smiling. Her eyes hung on mine for enough time to leave me unsure what to do next. I stood there, smiling nervously, as her dark eyes remained on mine. I cleared my throat and turned toward the door. “Should we go up?” I asked.

      “Anything you want,” Rebecca said.

      We stepped into the elevator; luxurious as it had been, it wasn’t large enough to allow me to feel any better about being next to Rebecca. Her floral perfume swirled at my nose the entire ride up, and left me feeling so childish, so naïve next to her. Who was I to be selling a swanky downtown condo to this woman? She must’ve felt insulted. She’s going to walk, I thought, already consoling myself of the inevitable, as I begin the typical spiel and we walked out into the private hallway on the top floor.

      “This is certainly a beautiful building, isn’t it?” She asked, with a sort of tone and gesture that expected a response.

      “Um, yes… I agree,” I replied, clumsily. I rubbed the back of my neck and shifted my eyes about the corridor. Just don’t lock eyes with her… you can’t handle it, I reminded myself. I walked ahead of Rebecca, feeling her eyes on the back of my body. I didn’t know exactly what vibe it was that I was receiving from the older woman; only that it was uncontainable.

      “Well,” I said, with another little nervous laugh, as I turned over my shoulder. “Here we are.”

      “How do you like it?” Rebecca asked, looking toward me longingly. I swallowed hard and cleared my throat. “Um, excuse me?”

      “The condo; what do you think of it?” She asked, smiling.

      “Oh, um… well, to be honest, I haven’t seen it in person; only pictures,” I confessed. “But the pictures looked very nice,” I added. Of course, I hadn’t bothered to look at the pictures, instead only concentrating on a run-down of the details and features, as if it were some quiz back in high school.

      I wondered whether Rebecca could tell this, when I opened the door, and audibly gasped at the space before me. “Wow,” I said, with my wide, blue eyes, scouring over the open loft-like space. Rebecca and I began wandering through the condo, as I recited the many different bullet points that Janet had laid out on a print-out that afternoon.

      Everything had been mostly routine and professional; that was, until we arrived in the bedroom. My impression of the master bedroom must’ve been apparent from my eyes looking toward the outside wall. “That’s some view, isn’t it?” Rebecca asked me, crossing her arms.

      “No shit,” I said. “I mean… um, sorry,” I corrected, rubbing my hands together nervously.

      Rebecca shook her head and smiled. “I never expected to hear such a pretty mouth talk like that,” she laughed.

      “Sorry,” I replied. I hadn’t quite caught on yet to the fact that she’d called me pretty. Instead, I found myself far too nervous at having just botched the closing with my clumsy vulgarity. But I couldn’t help it.

      I looked toward the outside wall, which, incidentally, had been a floor to ceiling window that extended the entirety of the bedroom. I stepped toward it and looked down the ten floors, where a quaint park resided across the street. Everything looked so small, so silent from so high up.

      For a moment, I felt like a king; that was, until I came back to reality and remembered that I didn’t own the condo I was standing in. No, I had a one bedroom apartment I’d been sharing with my friend from high school, and little in my future to suggest I would ever be able to own such a property.

      Granted, it hadn’t been lost on me in that very moment that I could one day attain such a thing, if I continued worked for Janet – making sales and bigger and bigger commissions. For that, however, I would need her help; meaning, I would need to close that very property.

      Rebecca was my ticket to success. And whatever I had to do, I’d decided, I would do.

      Of course, I didn’t quite understand what I would be getting myself into with such a manifesto.

      “So, are you… married? What does your husband think about this place?” I asked; turning and smiling toward Rebecca, before turning back and looking out toward the city skyline.

      Rebecca only laughed – and she laughed quite heartily. For a moment, I lost myself again in that view, so much so that I hadn’t taken much notice of Rebecca’s reply to my question. It was only when she stood right behind me that I wondered what she’d said – if anything.

      “Surely you know my situation,” Rebecca said, standing a foot behind me. I could smell her scent lingering; feel her warmth radiating through me, too. I scrunched my brow and turned back over my shoulder, giving what must’ve seemed a very awkward smile, as I stepped to the side. “I don’t want to get in the way of the view,” I said.

      Rebecca laughed and returned, “I’m pretty sure that’s physically impossible.”

      “True,” I said, using the remark to remind her of the floor-to-ceiling windows in the home office, as well.

      “Christine, is it?” Rebecca asked. I nodded and turned to face her.

      “I really like this condo; I do. But let’s be honest; you know as well as any realtor that the asking price is simply too high. For what the seller is asking, there’d better be some kind of nice surprise on the side,” Rebecca smiled.

      “Nice surprise? Well, unfortunately there aren’t any special conditions, from what I’ve been prepped on. The seller has no extended amenities or anything that I was aware of,” I continued, business as usual.

      “Well, that’s not quite what I meant,” Rebecca laughed, and cocked her brow.

      I eyed the tall, slender woman, as her eyes danced up and down over my body. I felt the vulnerability of being her personal entertainment in that moment, and started to understand why Rebecca wasn’t scouting the condo with, say, a husband or boyfriend.

      I swallowed and watched her maple eyes as they centered on my breasts. I felt a riddle of angst and anticipation inside my panties. I didn’t know how to respond; instead, I stood there and smiled. I suppose I enjoyed it for a moment, even though in my mind, I didn’t know what had overcome me. I wasn’t gay; I wasn’t even curious. But in that moment I found myself overtaken by the compliment of being gazed at by somebody as successful and attractive as Rebecca.

      “I’ll be straight with you, Christine. You’re, what, twenty-something?” Rebecca asked.

      “Um, eighteen,” I answered.

      “Oh, hm,” Rebecca said, somewhat surprised and perplexed. “You carry yourself so maturely, so confidently. That’s a very valuable asset to have in this sort of job.”

      “Thank you,” I replied.

      “Well, when you get to be my age,” Rebecca started, “You learn a thing or two about value. Sure, this condo is lovely, but there are a few apartments down the street for less, with virtually the same features. What is your agency willing to negotiate to?” She asked.

      “Um, I’m sorry,” I asked, biting my lip.

      “What I’m asking is; you willing to go down?” Rebecca asked, turning her nose down slightly as she kept her eyes locked with mine.

      Holy shit; did she really just ask me that? I thought, as I instinctively licked my lips and ran a hand through my hair. She wants me to eat her out? Fuck… There’s no way I’m going to eat another girl out, I thought, my eyes racing over every item in the room; whatever it took to avoid Rebecca.

      The only problem – the only major problem – was that my pussy was dripping wet from the very question, betraying me and my heterosexuality. What is going on? I can’t be turned on by this; I’m straight! I tried to console myself. I must’ve lost myself in that moment, because Rebecca eventually tapped me on the shoulder and said, “Christine? You there?”

      “Oh, shit… um, sorry,” I said, eyeing down to make sure my arousal hadn’t somehow leaked through my jeans. Fuck… can she see that?

      “So? Are you willing to go down in price, at all?” Rebecca asked.

      “Oh,” I said, letting out a huge sigh. I laughed and shook my head, bowling over before regaining my composure. Rebecca watched me, confused. “Is… something the matter?” She asked.

      “I thought you were asking if I would go down; you know, like go down on you,” I laughed.

      Rebecca began to chuckle and shake her head. “Um, well I definitely wasn’t asking that, just to be clear,” she continued, smiling.

      I shook my head and said, “No. I’m sorry. I’m making this whole thing way too weird,” I said. It was then that I saw Rebecca’s eyes scour down over my jeans. Could she see that I’d become wet? Surely she couldn’t see my arousal through thick denim. She bit her lip as she turned them back up toward me.

      “I’m not authorized by the seller to go down… in price,” I said, with a final giggle. “Um, I’m sorry. To be completely honest, we’ve been trying to get the seller to agree to a slight price cut, but she won’t. She actually hasn’t lived here for years; nobody has. They maintain it and everything, but she has, like, five houses across the country. I don’t even know why she’s so stubborn about it, to be honest,” I smiled.

      “Well, when you want something, it’s hard to compromise,” Rebecca said, licking the corner of her lip.

      “I could afford this place; that’s not a question. But, again, I don’t think the price is worth it. I’m not asking for much of a decrease, at all. Maybe two, three grand? At the very least, would they agree to leave that grand piano in the entry way?” She asked. “It looked like it would appraise for about that value,” she continued.

      “Really? How do you know?” I asked.

      “Well, it has my name on it,” she said, chuckling.

      “Wait, what?” I asked, cocking my head.

      “I own the company that makes them,” she said. “I don’t want to go into all that, though. I’m not here to show off or anything,” she said, with a hint of embarrassment.

      “That’s amazing, though,” I said. “Couldn’t you just get, like, another one from your factory or something?”

      “Well, without getting into all the details, it’s one of the first I ever manufactured, and it would be a sort of sentimental value. I couldn’t help but feel like it must be fate to be considering this condo, after seeing it,” she said. Rebecca clasped her hands together and raised her brow. “So, what do you say? Do we have a deal?”

      “Um,” I said, running a hand through my hair. “I could call and ask,” I said.

      “Go for it,” Rebecca said.

      I slid my phone from my pocket and called Janet, who then called the seller. The few minutes in-between phone-calls grew agonizing, watching Rebecca pace the room and eye me every few moments. When Janet finally called me back, I thought I’d prove a lifesaver. Instead, I found myself in deeper water than before.

      “You’ve got to be kidding me. Ok, fine; whatever,” I groaned, and put my phone back in my pocket.

      “I’m sorry, Rebecca, but she won’t consider either option,” I said. I felt cheated; cheated out of my destiny – my future success. I knew that if I couldn’t make that sale, it was off to college; to some useless degree in a field I had little interest in. And all while Janet continued to cash in on the hottest real estate market in history.

      I bit my lip and shook my head with frustration. “Is there anything else I can do to make this sale? I will do anything else, beside lower the price,” I said, with what must’ve seemed a tone of futility and defeat. Could you blame me, though? How stupid must it have sounded to promise just about anything but the very thing Rebecca wanted from the deal?

      But her expression changed. She stroked her chin and seemed as though she’d been genuinely searching for something else that could convince her to buy, despite the dissatisfying price.

      “I don’t know, what are you willing to do to make the sale?” She asked me, cocking her brow.

      “Anything, honestly,” I said, facing her. With my back against the window that looked out across the city, I stood there and eyed her – all of her – as she looked me over. Whatever she’d been thinking, I had no conception of it. In my mind, I’d foolishly expected her to ask for a discount on one of the local businesses our real estate office had been partnered with. But Rebecca had a look in her eyes that suggested something else – unbeknownst to me.

      She stepped closer to me, until I was up against the glass window, with her body only a mere six inches or so from me, towering over my skinny, short frame.

      “Well,” Rebecca said. “Maybe if you came with the apartment,” she smiled.

      “Me?” I asked, after a slight pause. “What do you mean?”

      “Don’t play coy. I know you’re not so innocent,” she laughed. “I’ve caught you looking at me. And don’t think I didn’t the flush in your cheeks when you were confused a minute ago.”

      My mind raced with conflict and suggestion; was she seriously coming on to me? I had no idea; I’d had no experience with women, after all. Once or twice before, I’d had lesbians checking me out in grocery stores and the sort.

      And now, with Rebecca standing over me, grinning indulgently and locking her eyes with me, I realized what she’d been interested in, just the same.

      Still, my face must’ve turned red when she’d mentioned my arousal. She’d caught me, all right. The last thing I needed, in my own confusion, was to have been found-out about it. But Rebecca had taken notice of me, and when she saw, she must’ve seen a set of doors open wide for her, allowing a smooth enough come-on. And despite the fact that she’d obviously caught me, I didn’t relent. “Um, I’m not sure what you mean,” I said, playing dumb.

      “Come on, Christine,” Rebecca said, with a tone of slight frustration coming through her grin. “What I’m saying – but not on the record, of course – is that if you can convince me,” she continued, forming a certain emphasis on the word ‘convince,’ “I’ll buy. And you can cash in on your big commission.”

      So that was it. I, a young, naïve straight girl, had been propositioned to do something sexually for this gorgeous older woman in order to close on the condo. My heart beat fast in my chest, and I wrung my hands nervously. My legs grew weak, and my mind grew confused and dazed with thoughts of modest and lewdness.

      Is she seriously expecting me to, like, eat her out? I thought, eyeing Rebecca as she grinned down toward me. I’m not going to eat her out. But that’s the only way I’m going to sell this damn condo, I continued. The more I looked down and eyed Rebecca’s skirt, the more my own pussy ached for release.

      I didn’t know why. As far as I knew, I was not attracted to girls. But I knew it must’ve been the taboo of it; the fact that I’d never wanted to consider or let myself consider doing something with another woman. But now, I’d have to. It wasn’t a matter of want; it was a matter of fulfilling an obligation with myself. If my body enjoyed it, so be it. But I could exempt my mind of the internal complications.

      In my short life, I’d only had sex with two people; both were men. I’d received oral. I sure as shit hadn’t given any, though. But now, Rebecca stood over me, eyeing me in a moment that seemed like forever, as I contemplated which could be worse; eating her out for a sale, or walking away with wet panties and an empty hand.

      “So, what do you want me to do?” I said, with a light, playful grin.

      “Whatever you want,” Rebecca said, as she reached down and hiked up her skirt. It relaxed around her waist and I bit my lip. Suddenly, I wasn’t playing or pretending to be fixated and curious about the novelty of seeing an older, attractive woman’s pussy.

      Her panties were black cotton, and while I couldn’t see the proof of her arousal, I could smell it, and it smelled divine.

      “You could do something about this here,” she said, nodding down to her panties. “Or, I could do something about yours,” she said.

      “Um, okay,” I said, laughing nervously. “Which one?” Rebecca asked.

      “Well, it’s your condo on the line; which one do you want?” I asked.

      “Well, if it’s my choice, there is no contest. I want to see what you’re hiding in there,” Rebecca said.

      After a moment, I took a deep breath and began to unbutton and unzip my pants. At once, I felt the fabric fold away from my body, and I tugged slightly, letting them fall, until my own soaked panties were revealed. Mine were white cotton and the stain was embarrassingly visible.

      “Yeah,” Rebecca said, with a light groan of approval. She grabbed my hand and pulled me, until I fell onto my back against the top of the bed. I felt her grab my pants and pull them down my legs, until they bunched at my shoes. Rebecca quickly yanked my shoes and socks, and followed with my pants, until I was completely bottomless, save for my white panties.

      “Well, this is certainly interesting,” she smiled, coming up toward the cotton. I looked down my shirt, down at my panties, and then up toward her, as she hovered just over them.

      My heart sped and my pussy only tingled more as her eyes zeroed in on it, like a lion on fresh meat. I bit my lip harder than ever in my life, as Rebecca eyed me and I nodded, letting her know she could pull them down.

      I looked up toward the ceiling, at the gilded tiles with ornate patterns bordering each one, as I felt her big, warm fingers digging inside the band of my underwear. And just like that, she pulled them down toward me knees. I felt the cool air sweep across my slick folds and knew I was fully exposed.

      Fuck… this is crazy, I thought, as my chest pounded with adrenaline. I licked my lips and bit them, tight with anticipation, as Rebecca smirked and said, “Now that’s a nice pussy.”

      “Really?” I asked. “I never thought of it as pretty or anything,” I confessed.

      “It’s very pretty,” Rebecca said, grinning from ear to ear.

      “Well, it’s yours,” I said. The words left my pussy tingling more than ever. I felt so strange, so out of place, but in a good way; like a wild, excited visitor to a strange planet, where everything was new; everything was ripe for discovery and experimentation. I felt naughty and dirty, but so very alive.

      “Excellent,” Rebecca growled, and reached her fingers for my pussy. I felt her warm touch as she stroked my clit a few times, which sent a shudder of bliss through my legs. I felt so vulnerable and delicate with her handling my pussy, and with the entire world outside to see us. I felt like I was on display, not just for her, but for every woman like her.

      “You’re about the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen,” she grinned. I smiled. “A girl like you could get me into all sorts of trouble; you know that, though, don’t you? I’ll bet you do this all the time.”

      I started to correct her, but I changed my mind, and remind silent. Rebecca wasted little time, lowering her mouth. I looked down my body, watching her as her lips parted and closed over my pussy.

      “Fuck,” I gasped, as her eyes locked with mine. My hips writhed as her tongue waded over my clit and her lips sealed airtight around my mound. “Fuck,” I repeated, short on breath, as she began to lick back and forth, slipping a finger in and working it deeper and deeper inside me. “Oh, fuck,” I whimpered, blissful, as I tightened my eyes and felt her tongue flicking and swirling. Over the next several minutes, she grew closer and closer, until I cried out for her to stop.

      “I… I’m gonna’ cum,” I warned.

      Rebecca's response was a devilish smirk that never left her lips, even as she continued. Her finger curled inside me, hitting that sweet spot that made my toes curl and my breath hitch. She didn't stop; instead, she intensified her actions, as if the idea of making me come was all she had on her mind. Her tongue moved in a rhythm that matched the throbbing pulse of my own desire, coaxing me closer to the edge with every skilled lap.

      I felt the coil within me tighten to its breaking point. My hands found their way into Rebecca's hair, tangling in the soft strands as I sought something to anchor me to reality. But what was reality in this haze of pleasure where only her touch, her taste, and the sound of our shared breaths existed?

      "Please," I managed to moan out amidst the building pressure. The single word was laden with so much; it was a plea for release, an expression of desire so intense it bordered on pain. Rebecca seemed to understand perfectly, for she redoubled her efforts.

      Heat pooled low in my belly, and I was overwhelmed with sensations as waves of pleasure crashed over me. I arched into her mouth, my legs trembling uncontrollably. All at once, everything tightened and then shattered like glass as I came apart under Rebecca's unrelenting tongue.

      The orgasm rolled through me in shuddering waves, each one lapping over me with diminishing intensity until I lay spent and panting. Rebecca's mouth lingered on me through it all until, with one final kiss placed on my still-sensitive flesh, she ascended my body to meet my eyes.

      My gaze was heavy-lidded with satisfaction as I looked up at her. The older woman's face held a look of smug pride mixed with raw desire. Her lips glistened, and without a word, I reached up and pulled her close for a lingering kiss. In it, I tasted myself—sweet and tangy.

      "Christine," Rebecca whispered against my lips once we parted. "You're incredible."

      I could only smile in response, feeling cherished and alive in ways I hadn't known possible until this woman had walked into my life.

      “I think it’s your turn to return the favor,” she coaxed. The thought of eating out another woman made me nervous, but for Rebecca—and for this sale—I’d do anything. Rebecca rolled onto her back, hiked up her dress and pulled her panties down her legs. Her pussy was a revelation, wet and inviting as she lay there, expectant. My heart raced with a mix of nerves and excitement. I wanted to please her as much as she had pleased me, to make her writhe and sigh with the same intensity.

      With tentative eagerness, I positioned myself between her legs, the scent of her arousal enveloping me. She looked down at me, a look of complete trust in her eyes that urged me on. I took a deep breath, savoring the moment before my tongue made its first exploratory pass between the folds of her desire.

      Rebecca’s hand went to my head, encouraging but never pushing, as I found the rhythm she desired. Her hips responded in kind, lifting slightly towards my mouth as if to seek deeper contact. The sounds of her pleasure filled the room—a symphony of moans and gasps that propelled my actions onward.

      I focused my attention on the little bundle of nerves that seemed to hold her ecstasy, just as she had done for me. Her taste was intoxicating, a blend of salt and sweetness that I never wanted to forget. My fingers joined in the dance, slipping inside her wetness with ease thanks to her readiness.

      The pace quickened; Rebecca's breath became shallow and rushed. She was close—I could tell by the way her body tensed and trembled under my touch. And then she was there, crying out as an orgasm ripped through her, strong hands gripping my hair with an intensity that mirrored the climax rocking her body.

      Her cries tapered off into gentle sighs as she came back down from the heights I'd taken her to. After placing a soft kiss on her inner thigh, I started to raise myself up but was stopped by Rebecca's firm yet gentle touch.

      "No rush," she whispered huskily, pulling me up for another deep kiss.

      I bit my lip and grinned. I loved it; the feeling of being used so mercilessly. I found myself driven wild by the discoveries I’d made that afternoon.

      Rebecca lay next to me and took a deep breath. I looked down at her body, her chest rising and falling. I did that, I thought proudly, nodding.

      “Well,” Rebecca laughed and sighed. “Go get those papers and we’ll finish this up.”

      “Are you serious?” I asked. I tried to seem excited, but I simply couldn’t. I had been too exhausted and blissful.

      “If I buy this place you’re going to have to come see me every so often; you know, to check in on me and make sure I’m liking the place,” Rebecca joked.

      “Are you kidding? Of course,” I said. That afternoon I found something I wanted far more than ‘making the sale.’ Of course, in that context, I suppose it could have been referred to as ‘making the sale’ just the same.

      And if that was the case? Well, I was ready to make sales over and over again all summer long.
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