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I felt a sense of gnawing indifference the first time I met Claire. I couldn’t put my finger on exactly why, but I found myself avoiding her whenever I could. She was a solid volleyball player—a back row specialist on our Division II women’s team. One year younger, she was a freshman and had made the squad with relative ease. Short and curvy with wavy blonde hair and a bit busty, I suppose the casual observer would find her both cute and sexy. But I made it a point to look for her faults; I found plenty. First, she was from Southern Alabama and sounded like a hick to me—back woodsy and uneducated. This was probably an unfair assessment, as I frequently noticed her studying on the bus or in the locker room. But while many of the girls hailed from the South and had southern accents, the majority of the girls’ dialects were cultured and sophisticated, delicate and pleasing. But Claire added at least one syllable to almost every word she spoke; it drove me crazy. Or at least I told myself it did.

My physique was the polar opposite of Claire’s. A few inches shy of six feet, I was thin and leggy—legs of which I was quite proud. A boy once told me, “You got legs going straight up to your fine ass, baby!” It was a compliment I appreciated, mostly because he was a real cutie and I’d had a crush on him that culminated into a seven-month relationship during my senior year in high school. And later, when I bedded him, he had a propensity to pull me on top and squeeze my tight ass while I rode him, telling me I had a perfect handful. With a cute face, and big, brown eyes, I had no trouble attracting male attention. Chestnut hair fell just past my shoulders, and though my tits were a little small, they were perky and pretty.

Partially because of my size, but mostly because of my vertical jump, I was a hitter on the team—a two-year starter and the team’s leading scorer. But I had recognized back in high school, without good passes and good sets, a hitter wasn’t worth much. It truly was a team game, and when on the court, I tried to be a team player and cordial to all the girls. Valerie was different.

Valerie was our setter and a casual friend of mine. She was small and petite with straight auburn hair. But Val was probably the most athletic girl on the team. Quick and highly skilled, she was all over the court, popping the ball into the air majestically for the front row. Val and I rolled our eyes at Claire a lot—we were kindred spirits in the “Claire is not my favorite person” department. But I must admit, Val could be a bit of a bitch when it came to girls she didn’t like, and occasionally I found myself silently defending Claire when Val got a little too harsh. But Valerie made me laugh. She had the vernacular of a high school sophomore, witty and sarcastic and frequently downright mean. So while I didn’t always approve of the abuse she dished out and the way she could be hurtful to those she didn’t like, I did find her highly entertaining.

“That frickin’ Claire,” she said one day after practice as we strolled from the locker room.

“What?” I asked.

“Damn, Celia,” she ranted. “She’s as red as a vine-ripe tomato. Sa-ide Ow-t, Sa-ide Ow-t!”

I laughed. “Side Out” was a common expression used among players as an encouraging cheer to return the ball to your team’s court for serving. Val did a pretty fair rendering of Claire’s drawn-out chant.

“I’ll tell ya, Celia, I’m going to bang a ball off that girl’s head one of these days.”

I chuckled again while Val paused, and then she resumed the bashing.

“And OMIGOD! She is like so OCD: ‘Stand here!’ ‘Drop back!’ She’s a frickin’ freshman and she thinks she’s the team captain. I’m so fucking triggered by her right now!”

I laughed again, but Val was working herself into a frenzy over this girl.

“And she needs to shave those hairs off her butt. GAWD!”

I felt a little awkward when she had said that. The shorts we wear in volleyball are very short. And not every girl removes the downy fuzz along their upper legs and hips. I had noticed it a few times on Claire and it had given me an uneasy feeling, but not in a grossed out sort of way. Honestly, it had stirred something in me I couldn’t quite explain. I changed the subject.

“I think we’re in good shape for the games Saturday,” I said. “We can beat Valdosta State. I know we can.”

“Sure,” Val shrugged. I think she was less interested in discussing volleyball and more interested in flaming Claire. It was making me a little uneasy though.

“I’ll see you at the team meeting tomorrow afternoon,” I said, parting ways with Val as we headed to our separate dorms.

As I walked, I tried to put my finger on what it was about Claire that troubled me beyond the accent. She was a fine player and there was nothing to suggest that she was not a nice person. So why did she make me so uncomfortable? What was it about her that had me a bit unsettled? And the more I thought about it, the more troubled I was about Val’s abuse of her. It didn’t set well with me. And as I walked in the twilight toward my building, it really began to nag me. So I questioned myself and the part I’d played in ostracizing my teammate. I had never reached out to Claire or gone out of my way to engage her. I’d never asked her to grab a bite to eat or to study together. I told myself it was because I didn’t like her, but I was starting to realize how unfair I’d been to her just because she had a serious drawl when she spoke. I also began to wonder if I really disliked the way she spoke or if I had been unduly influenced by Val’s harassment of her. Then I cursed myself for the treatment I’d given this girl, but was equally concerned about how Val might feel if I let on about my sudden compassion for the object of her ire.

When I reached my building, I climbed the steps to my floor and entered my dorm. I slung my bag containing my gear to the floor and started the shower in my bathroom. Pulling off my sweaty clothes, I tossed them into a laundry basket and climbed into the steamy confines of the shower. I scrubbed thoroughly, stepped from the bathtub, and toweled myself dry. I had about an hour’s worth of studying to do, so I piled onto my bed with my laptop. But I had trouble focusing, as my thoughts kept returning to the treatment of Claire and the conversation I’d had with Val. I finally forced myself through my assignments, and curled up in bed. But my sleep was fitful as my mind kept replaying Val’s poor treatment of Claire, and my complicity by not defending a girl who’d done nothing to me.

----------

I slogged through the next day and went through the motions at volleyball practice, vowing to set my thoughts aside and allow myself a better night’s sleep. But following practice, the coach called a meeting regarding the upcoming trip we were taking for our weekend matches against our rival school. At the end of the meeting the coach said she was changing her policy on room assignments, and rotating which roommates we had on road games in an effort to encourage camaraderie among all players. A stunned silence washed over the locker room as the girls glanced around, apprehensive about being paired with someone they might not have chosen on their own. Val glanced my way. We had roomed together frequently, and enjoyed the time together. This was an unexpected twist.

The coach began calling the room assignments and halfway through I was paired with Tenisa, a tall, ebony-skinned hitter who was sweet and friendly. We weren’t close, but I had no problems with her. She smiled demurely when our names were called. When it came to only four girls remaining, the coach called out the penultimate pairing: Claire and Valerie. Claire had little reaction other than to glance over at Val, who sat at her locker pale faced and stunned—a nervous tic working her lower lip. She caught up with me walking through the gym lobby after practice.

“I can’t even!” she screeched.

“Aw, come on, Val,” I said. “It’s two nights. How bad can it be?”

“Bad!” she exclaimed. “I’m thinking of talking to the coach. I just can’t take her, Celia.”

“You won’t be in the room that much, Val,” I soothed. “Just make the best of it.”

She waved her hands in the air, lowered her head and shook it.

“Excuse me! I have to go die now!” she moaned.

I laughed and she glared at me.

“You think this is funny?” she asked.

I tried to purse my lips together but they widened into a goofy grin.

“Yeah,” I said softly. “Kinda.”

“Err,” she growled. “I mean, like, I’m literally going to die!”

“You’ll be fine, Val. Give her a chance. Maybe if you get past her accent, you’ll find she’s not that bad.”

Valerie extended her arm and gave me the palm of her hand.

“As if,” she huffed, and stormed off, leaving me giggling.

But my giggling was short lived. When I turned, Claire was lurking unobtrusively behind me, her lips twisted into a resigned scowl and her head nodding ever so slightly.

“Hi, Claire,” I said.

Her mouth twisted even more and her eyebrows rose on her forehead.

“Hi,” she responded.

I smiled. “Ready for the big game this weekend?”

“Sure,” she said, brightening slightly.

“You had some great passes in practice today,” I offered cheerily.

She shrugged. “I don’t think Valerie agrees with you,” she drawled.

It was my turn to shrug. “Val’s Val,” I said. “Don’t worry about it.”

She nodded once, raised a hand and walked through the lobby toward the exit.

I thought about calling out to her, seeing if she wanted to get a coffee or a quick bite to eat. But instead, I stood there lamely, watching her stroll through the door and walk alone into the approaching night.
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The bus ride south was mostly uneventful; it was about a two-hour trip. I sat on an aisle seat with Val next to me. She had nestled her head into a pillow flush against the window, ear buds in and scouring social media on her phone. I found myself continuously glancing at Claire, who sat alone one row up and on the other side of the bus. She wore very short shorts that exposed her ample fanny. Sitting partially curled up on the seat, her butt spilled over slightly into the aisle. She had her nose in a text book she was likely reading for a Lit class. Her thick thighs were tan and smooth with the exception of the blonde, downy fuzz on her exposed cheeks. Val had made fun of her for it, and though I shaved carefully to remove any hair in that area, I had decided that it actually worked for the blonde Claire. I was in a bit of a daze admiring the striking contours of her upper legs when she shifted in the seat. I looked up and she was staring straight into my eyes. I blushed, feeling more than a little awkward having been caught gazing at her legs and butt.

Her smile disarmed me slightly, but I was still a little unnerved by the events that had just occurred. She continued to smile in my direction.

“What are you reading?” I asked.

“A Doll’s House by Henrik Ibsen,” she said.

“For Lit?”

“Ya-ess,” she drawled.

“Nora is a complex character, no?” I asked.

Claire brightened and turned to fully face me.

“You’ve read it?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said. “Last year in Lit. Did a paper on it.”

We started chatting about the play and the protagonist. We must have talked for nearly an hour. We may have continued indefinitely, but the bus veered off the interstate as we neared the hotel located only minutes from the college. I had enjoyed engaging with Claire and felt my indifference toward her evaporating. Val must have sensed it, because when I settled back into my seat, she was glaring at me like I had two heads.

“What the fuck, Celia?” she whispered. “You two got mighty chummy.”

I looked at Val, trying to conceal my distaste at her comment. I shrugged nonchalantly.

“Yeah, well, you don’t have to room with that freaky bitch, do you?” she asked.

I ignored her and she popped her ear buds back in and stared straight ahead.

We pulled into the lot within a few minutes, gathered our belongings, exited the bus, and entered the hotel. It was one of those cookie-cutter overnight places with three stories, a murky, smallish pool that looked like an infection, and a lobby that served a continental breakfast and smelled like a hospital cafeteria.

We checked in and got our key cards. Tenisa and I located our room on the second floor near the stairwell and entered. The carpet was orange and green with only a few stains, and the two double beds looked comfortable enough. The nicest feature in the room was a forty-inch flat-screen TV centered on the wall opposite the beds. We never watched much television while on the road, preferring to chat, study, or read some smutty romance story instead.

I glanced at my phone and saw that it was early afternoon. We had a scheduled practice at one of the auxiliary gyms on campus later that evening, and then we’d break for dinner.

“I’m gonna grab a quick shower,” Tenisa said, and headed into the bathroom.

I arranged my clothing and organized my gear before plopping onto one of the beds. It was marginally comfortable, but I’d probably wake up in the morning stiff and sore like I usually did on the road after sleeping in a cheap hotel bed.

I had just arranged my pillow and gotten comfortable in the bed when my phone chimed. It was a text from Valerie. She asked for my room number, which I promptly provided, figuring she would pop in later to hang out with us. I had just dozed off when an insistent banging on the door yanked me harshly from my slumber. Pulling myself up, I moved to the door and opened it. Valerie pushed past me, toting her luggage and gear, banging the walls as she went. She tossed her stuff on the floor and huffed.

“I’m not sharing a room with Claire. I don’t care what Coach says. Besides, she’s on the first floor and ours is on the third. She’ll never know.” She looked at me pleadingly. “Can I crash here with y’all?”

I shook myself from my slumber and stared at my teammate.

“Seriously?” I asked. “You can’t share a room with her?”

“No fucking way! I’ll sleep on the floor if I have to. I really don’t care.”

“You know what?” I responded.

“What?” Val asked, eyeing me suspiciously.

I gathered up the belongings I had removed and placed them in my bag.

“I’ll stay with Claire. You can room with Tenisa. Make sure she knows it’s you and not me, Val. What’s the room number?”

“Room 369. You’re really gonna room with her?”

“Sure,” I said testily.

I hefted my bags and gear and pushed through the door. I was halfway up the stairs when I realized I didn’t get the room key from Val. I wasn’t going back though. I figured Claire would let me in when I knocked. I’d go to the desk and get another key card later. I’d had enough of Val and her nonsense. And I’d decided that Claire had done nothing to deserve the treatment dished out by Valerie, and to a lesser extent, dished out by me.

Claire opened the door after the second knock, still dressed in the short-shorts she’d worn on the bus ride. She had a bemused look on her face.

I smiled cheerfully.

“Looks like I’m your new roommate, Claire.”

“Oh, okay,” she said, a look of confusion still clouding her face.

She stood in the doorway eyeing me for a few seconds, and then she slid back, holding the door so I could enter. Tossing my belongings on the floor, I began rummaging through my bag and repeating the process of organizing my things as I’d done just minutes before in my former room.

“Valerie didn’t want to room with me, huh?” she asked.

I turned and looked her squarely in the eyes.

“No, Claire,” I said matter-of-factly. “She didn’t. But I’m happy to room with you.”

She smiled, more with her eyes than her mouth, but it was a sweet and happy smile. She seemed pleased with both my sincerity and my honest answer. I had to practice a little restraint by not telling her what a bitch I thought Valerie was being. And to her credit, she didn’t say anything about our setter either.

“Well, I’m glad we’re rooming together, Celia.” She paused for a second and smiled again. “I guess I better finish my reading before practice begins.”

“You do that, Claire. I’m gonna finish my nap.”

She gave a short laugh as I plopped on the bed along the far wall and situated the pillows to my liking. I dozed off and on as Claire read in the other bed. She was quiet and let me rest without disturbance. I awoke about forty minutes before the departure for our scheduled practice and stumbled to the bathroom.

Practice went smoothly. Everyone gelled together as a team, and surprisingly, Val was pleasant enough during our ninety-minute workout. The bus carried us to a cafeteria along the interstate that was unexpectedly quite good, and then returned us to the hotel after nightfall. I begged off on Val’s offer to hang out in my original room with her and Tenisa, preferring to return to the room I shared with Claire and rest up for tomorrow’s game.

I felt tired and subdued and crashed in my bed, but a light from the parking lot filtering through the curtains interrupted my sleep. I got up several times and rearranged them, but it was like I was playing that children’s game, Whack-A-Mole. Whichever hole I plugged, another appeared from a different source of light. Frustration turned to anger and sleep evaded me. Claire was sleeping peacefully, but during another attempt to shield the light from the room, she awakened.

“What’s a matter, Celia?” she drawled sleepily.

“This frickin’ light from the lot is keeping me awake,” I said, waving my hand at the strip of illumination streaking over the abandoned bed.

Claire sat up and rubbed her eyes. I gazed at her silhouette in the dim room. It was dark but there was no mistaking what I saw. I gasped at her nakedness. She pulled a sheet up to cover her large breasts.

“Why don’t you sleep here?” she asked.

“I don’t want you to have to switch beds. Besides, the light will probably keep you awake too.”

She scooted over in her bed.

“We can both sleep here, Celia. I don’t mind.”

My head was spinning. If she was naked up top, she was likely naked below too. I sometimes slept naked, but when rooming with someone, I always wore a big T-shirt to bed.

“Uh…are you sure, Claire?”

“Yeah, come on. We better both get some sleep.”

Tentatively, I climbed into the bed with her. She turned with her back to me and I lay on my side, facing away from the window. It turned out to be a good idea. The light shining into my eyes from outside was eliminated, and enough darkness allowed my tired body to fall asleep. I could still log about six hours of sleep before I had to awaken in preparation for a team breakfast at 9 a.m. I had set my phone alarm for eight. But an hour before my phone chimed, I was startled awake by the gunning of an engine from outside.
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I was disoriented at first, much the way one is upon awakening in a strange place. But as I gathered my faculties, the memory of joining Claire in her bed because of the pesky light from outside came creeping back. And there I was, lying on my side, with Claire’s backside pressed into me. And she was naked…and warm…and very cozy. My breath hitched in my throat as I realized my shirt had curled up during my slumber, and Claire’s warm, smooth fanny was flush against my crotch. Her blonde curls tickled my nose, and her bare back gently brushed my breasts. I felt my nipples stiffen, but instead of pulling away, I pushed my breasts farther into her back. Inching my nose into the nape of her neck, I inhaled the aroma of her musky skin and the pleasant scent of her recently shampooed hair. I stilled myself and listened. Her breathing was shallow—soft inhales followed by breathy exhales competing with the soft hum of the mini fridge inside of our room. Ever so gently, I brushed my lips across her shoulder. Shivering at her warm smoothness and velvety softness, I gasped. Claire moved slightly as my breath ran over her back and neck, resulting in closer contact.

I was suddenly astounded and slightly embarrassed at the effect this sleeping beauty was having on me. Certainly, through my teenage years, I had cuddled with other girls under a blanket while we watched a movie and ate popcorn on a Friday night. I had found the touch warm and comforting. But this was different—very different. And while I’d occasionally fantasized about being with another woman, I’d never seriously considered following through with the fantasy. But I could not deny that I was disturbingly aroused by this sultry specimen curled into my body. Having Claire pressed against me was giving me more than a warm glow; I was on fire with desire for this young woman.

Resisting an almost overwhelming urge to wrap my arms around her, I bit at my lower lip and caught my breath once more. A hot slickness was palpable in my sex. I chanced brushing her again with my lips and when I did, I sensed her once again subtly pressing into me. I risked placing a hand on her curvy hip. It was hot, firm, and silky. I felt the stickiness of my lust accumulating on my inner thighs. I lay there spooning Claire, wondering what to do next. I questioned my ethics about rubbing up on a sleeping girl, and then I questioned whether I could be sure Claire was fully asleep. Could she be having similar emotions, arousal, and confusion?

I didn’t have time to consider this notion for very long because Claire abruptly turned in the bed 180 degrees. I slammed my eyes shut as she did, but didn’t remove my hand from her hip. The rotation of her body brought my hand briefly in contact with a soft wisp of pubic hair that sent bolts of electricity racing through my body. As Claire turned to face me, my hand maneuvered smoothly to her other hip. Trying to control my breathing, I feigned sleep. Her body pushed a little closer, and I felt the swell of her breasts touch mine as her hot breath caressed my neck. I was dizzy with lust. It took everything I had not to grab Claire’s face and plunge my tongue into her mouth. I wanted her—I wanted her badly. The base animal instinct of my sexual need was so strong it took every ounce of restraint I could summon to avoid devouring her there and then.

I calculated my next move. Was she awake and fully aware of the burgeoning sexual tension between us? Dare I open my eyes? Did she want me the way I wanted her? Was I suddenly a lesbian? Was she? These were too many questions to contemplate, so I decided my only recourse was to slowly open my eyes as if I were awakening. And when I did, half-lidded, beautiful blue eyes gazed directly into mine.

Perhaps it was only a minute, or maybe as many as ten, but we stayed locked in that position for what seemed an eternity, her lips perilously close to mine. I believe a kiss was imminent, and as we leaned in millimeters closer, my phone chimed, indicating it was time to start the day. The spell was broken. I pulled back and sat up in the bed, looking away from Claire and rubbing my temples as if I were transitioning from restful sleep to wakeful awareness. Claire said nothing, nor did I. Neither of us reached for the other; contact was completely broken. I climbed from the bed and stood, the warm stickiness between my legs reminding me that what had just occurred was more than a dream. I grabbed my phone and silenced the alarm, and then I braved a look at Claire. She hadn’t moved a muscle. She lay on her side, a large perfectly formed breast peeking from the sheet that otherwise covered her. She wore no expression, but her brilliant blue eyes bore holes into me. I knew in that moment that she burned with the same desire I did. Arousal and fear battled within me. My pussy was hot and flowing with my nectar. And then I averted my eyes and dashed for the bathroom.

Safely inside, I turned on the shower and locked the door, taking note of my shaking hands and shallow breathing. Testing the water from the shower, I stepped in and pulled the curtain. My hand went directly to my hairless snatch. Plunging two fingers inside my soaking pussy and using my palm to massage my clit, I went to work. Feverishly, I probed my hot, slick slit, finding my G-spot with my fingers. I practically humped my hand, frantically working myself into bliss. It didn’t take long. I came long and hard, reaching out with my other hand and grasping the metal rail inside the stall to keep from falling. I cried out as I orgasmed, wondering if Claire could hear my lust through the roar of the shower.

Once I caught my breath, I cleaned myself quickly. I knew Claire would need the bathroom soon, and I began fantasizing that she would take matters into her own hands also. But that fantasy caused my pussy to moisten again, so I forced myself to focus on getting ready and the task at hand: an important day of volleyball.

After toweling off and completing my oral hygiene, I threw my nightshirt back on and exited the bathroom. Claire was propped up in the bed, the sheet now covering her breasts.

“It’s all yours,” I said in a cracked and nervous voice.

“O-kaayy,” she drawled sweetly.

And then she surprised me by throwing back the sheet, exposing her nude, ripe body. I stared. I couldn’t look away. Her nakedness was a sight to behold. I glanced at her crotch and was instantly hypnotized by her golden fleece and the protuberant pink labia peeking through her bush.

I stood mesmerized as she sprung from the bed, her firm tits grazing me as she passed. I swooned and had to place my hand on the wall for balance. I followed her with my eyes to the bathroom door, her large, shapely ass rocking to and fro as she moved. When she reached the door, she glanced over her shoulder, catching me admiring her lovely rump.

“I’ll leave the door unlocked in case you need to come in,” she said, a small upturn at the corners of her mouth bold and suggestive.

She pulled the door partially closed, but left a two-inch crack that allowed me to track her movements inside the bathroom. She started the shower and climbed inside, disappearing from my view. I didn’t move. I had never been more uncertain about what to do. It was all so strange and happening so fast. I was about to move away from the door and get dressed when I thought I detected a sigh coming from the shower stall. I froze. Was Claire doing exactly what I had done or was my mind playing tricks on me? I listened and waited, standing there in only my shirt, terribly curious about what was happening on the other side of the shower curtain. Then I clearly heard a moan…and then another.

“Oh, Fuck!” Claire’s voice was audible now, there was no mistaking it. “Mhhhmmm.”

I felt my juices flowing yet again, warm, sticky goo running from my overheated twat. I was in a trance, mesmerized by the showering vixen only a few feet from me. My hand had a mind of its own and once more located the wet chasm between my legs. This time I rubbed my clit vigorously, while Claire’s moans from the shower became louder and more urgent. I heard a whimper escape my mouth, followed by a little cry. Then Claire let out a series of quick cries. That did it for me, and I came again, leaning against the wall to steady myself as my orgasm rattled through my body. As I stood there, legs bent and recovering, panting like a dog in heat, I heard the shower curtain sliding on the rod.

I gasped and awkwardly moved from the bathroom door, catching a glimpse of Claire grabbing a towel from the rack above the toilet. It wasn’t clear to me if I’d been caught in the act of voyeurism or not, but I felt a flush of heat rush through me as I scampered to the far side of the room where my luggage was located.

I whipped off my shirt, threw on a sports bra, and then pulled my practice jersey on. I looked over my shoulder, but Claire hadn’t emerged from the bathroom yet. I stepped into my panties and as I was pulling on my volleyball shorts, she moved into the room, a towel wrapped around her curvy frame. Now concealed, I slowly put on my cover-ups and stepped over to the mirror above the little desk.

“I’ll dry my hair here, Claire,” I croaked. “You can have the bathroom.”

She smiled and whipped the towel off, once again exposing her hot body to me. I gawked helplessly. I was a bit relieved when she covered her face and head with the towel, giving her hair a vigorous scrub and giving me a chance to stare at her blonde garden once more. I felt my tongue dart inadvertently from my mouth and nervously lick my lips. This girl had cast a spell on me. I was nervous and jittery, but mostly aroused. I felt my fresh panties already moistening with my lust, and I was sure Claire knew exactly what she was doing and what it was doing to me. This creature, whom Val and I had dismissed as a simple-minded hick, was playing me like a fiddle—plucking my strings to her own beat and making my body sing an unexpected tune. I managed to turn and face the mirror just as she was pulling the towel down, catching her in my periphery as she moved back into the bathroom.

We both dried our hair, and then Claire entered the room to dress. Movement in the mirror caused me to pause momentarily, as I noticed her in the reflection. Her side was turned toward me; I could see the shapely contour of her hips and the proud swell of her breasts. Gulping, I tried to ignore the movements behind me, but nevertheless, I glanced at her numerous times while she dressed. This girl was putting on a show for me—like a reverse striptease, but equally erotic. The room was cool, but I felt flushed, a bead of sweat forming on my forehead.

I did my best to steady myself, completing my light makeup and stepping into my slides.

“I’m going to head down and get something to eat, Claire,” I said, trying to smile nonchalantly.

“Kaayy,” she breathed in sultry southern tones. “I’ll see you down there.”

I felt badly abandoning her, but I needed to clear my head and catch my breath. Her little shenanigans had affected me profoundly, and I required a few minutes away from her to recover. I took the stairs to the lobby and proceeded to the buffet where the continental breakfast was provided. I selected a banana and a bagel, grabbed some strawberry preserves, poured some coffee, and found a marginally clean table. Just as I took my first bite, Val and Tenisa rounded the corner. Tenisa headed for the food and Val came straight for me.

“How’d your night go with that freaky bitch?” Valerie inquired. “Did she snore and fart all night?”

She started giggling at her own joke. I avoided meeting her eyes, thinking she could read my mind and would figure out exactly what had happened in our room if I looked at her. Instead, I just shook my head and resumed eating. Valerie huffed, set her phone and earbuds on the table, and left to get some breakfast. When she returned with a pile of food, she started in again.

“It was unbearable, right?”

I looked at her this time. She was pissing me off and I felt like I needed to defend our teammate.

“No, Val,” I stated. “She’s really very sweet when you get to know her.”

Val cocked her head and looked at me, her mouth turned into a crooked grin.

“You fell and hit your head, right? Or did you smoke some evil weed last night? You look ill, Celia. Clearly, you are not in your right mind!”

“She’s a nice girl, Val. I like her. You should give her a chance,” I said, trying to keep the vehemence I felt out of my voice.

“Yeah…uh, NO!” she said.

Mercifully, she stuffed her face with food and I got a reprieve from her snarky comments about Claire. I finished my banana and polished off my bagel. Pushing back from the two-top, I got up to get a second cup of coffee. Most of the girls had appeared by now, including Claire. She had rounded the corner just as I had headed back to the table where Val sat scarfing her breakfast. My eyes met Claire’s and she smiled. I gave a little wave and looked away, weaving my way back to where Val awaited me. She was absorbed with something on her phone and sat smacking her food as I settled back into my chair. I risked a look at Claire; she was staring right at me. I flushed and let out a little giggle. Claire smiled and Val looked up at me with her mouth open, a wad of soggy Cheerios on display.

“What the fuck is wrong with you, Celia?” she spat.

I waved her off. “Nothing,” I said.

She shook her head and went back to scrolling on her phone, so I chanced another look Claire’s way. She sat at a table by herself, and I suddenly wanted to go and sit with her. But I didn’t dare. My head was still spinning from the events of the morning, and I had hoped for some time to sort through it all. I finished my breakfast and topped off my coffee. I stopped by the desk and got a key card for room 369. It took a little persuading, but the girl at the counter eventually gave in and handed me the key. Returning to the room, I brushed my teeth, used the restroom, and collected my gear. Claire came through the door as I was exiting the room.

“I’m heading down, Claire,” I said. “I’ll see you on the bus.”

“Kaayy,” she drawled, sending shivers down my spine.

She looked at me with those beautiful ice-blue eyes, and I had to look away. I pushed through the door and hustled down the stairs, through the lobby, and outside to the waiting bus. Val shared a seat with Tenisa near the back of the bus, so I plopped down on a vacant bench about halfway down the aisle. I was scrolling through my phone when a shadow appeared. Claire stood in the aisle.

“May I join you?” she asked.

“S-sure,” I stammered, scooting over to give her room to sit.

She piled in, draping a hoodie over her bare legs and partially covering mine. When her skin touched me, I let out a little breath and shivered. We didn’t speak; both of us simply looked straight ahead. When her hand brushed my bare thigh, I may have moaned. The bus started and rolled out of the parking lot. The buzz of girls talking and the overflow of sound from the plethora of ear buds was white noise to me. I tuned it out and was singularly honed in on the touch of Claire’s hand. When her palm grazed the center of my thigh, I laid my head back and closed my eyes. Her touch was exquisite. Her fingers then toyed with my inner thigh, and I gritted my teeth to keep from crying out. My breaths were coming in rapidity—shallow and raspy. No one had sat across from us in the aisle, and most of the girls had moved to the back half of the bus. The only girls in front of us were two of our teammates, three rows up and on the same side. They were talking and giggling, totally oblivious to what was occurring just behind them.

Claire pulled the hoodie up higher, giving her better cover for her next move. Her hand found my crotch and hot lava rushed through my body. I sighed and subtly spread my legs to allow her access. She rubbed me vertically before finding my swollen clit and circling her fingers over it. I was instantly soaked and completely aroused. Disappointment rushed through me when her hand left me, but it was only temporary. Her warm paw traveled under the elastic of my shorts, and she slowly worked her hand downward. I had to bite my lip when her fingers brushed my pussy. I was slick with need and desire, and knew I was only minutes away from my third orgasm of the morning. A greedy finger entered me, curving upward and finding the sensitive flesh inside. Her palm, pressed against my engorged bud, was working me into a frenzy.

Claire slid a second finger inside me, and a little cry escaped my mouth. I was floating in ecstasy, now completely unconcerned with anything around me. The bus bumped along as Claire’s fingers worked their magic. My hips bounced hungrily to meet her thrusts, finding a perfect rhythm to her clandestine manipulation of my sex. I was so close now. Arching my hips, I pumped frantically, all the while keeping my upper body still to avoid attention to the shenanigans of this mysterious, young woman working over my girly parts. Then I exploded. I pursed my lips together in an attempt to silence the roar within me that demanded escape. I managed to limit my outburst to a singular whimper. The orgasm seemed to last for minutes, but in reality I’d lost track of time. When I came down from the bliss, I opened my eyes and glanced at Claire. A small smile graced her countenance, but fire burned again in those brilliant, blue eyes.

She slowly withdrew her fingers from my pussy, an audible slurp confirming my lust—as if confirmation was needed. She stared straight into my eyes, brought two glistening and sticky digits to her lips, and licked my glaze from her fingers. I was hypnotized by her. Suddenly, I wanted to touch her, to explore her luscious body. But just then, the bus pulled into the campus, and the rustling of girls preparing to exit the vehicle returned me to reality—an important volleyball game against a rival team. My burning curiosity and desire for the taste of a woman would have to wait.
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Claire withdrew the hoodie from our laps and began assembling her belongings. I followed suit. I hesitantly looked around to see if our little mobile tryst had been detected, but nothing seemed out of the ordinary. It was business as usual.

A few girls maneuvered between Claire and me as we moseyed down the aisle and stepped off the bus. Val caught up with me. Her face was twisted into a grimace as if she’d stepped in something unpleasant—a bitch face that I’d recently decided suited her just right.

“How was the ride?” she asked in a mocking tone.

A lump in my throat kept me from immediately responding. Had Val seen something? Did she know? I was freaking out internally.

“Really, Celia,” she said. “You and that redneck are getting quite chummy.”

I found my voice. Suddenly I was angered.

“Look, Val,” I fumed. “Why don’t you stop with your nonsense? I like Claire. Okay? We are friends. Get over it.”

She stopped but I kept going. I heard her huff behind me, and then the quickened pitter-patter of her feet as she hastened to catch up.

“I just don’t get it. She’s not one of us,” Valerie pleaded.

“She’s our teammate and a nice young woman,” I said, raising my voice more than I’d intended. “How fucking old are you, Val?”

She snarled but didn’t say anything else as we continued to the gym entrance. Once we entered, we gathered in the lobby to wait for the others, and mercifully Valerie said no more. When the entire team assembled, we walked through the gym to the visitors’ locker room, slid on our knee pads and ankle braces, and began some preliminary stretching. I ignored Valerie for the most part, but kept catching glimpses of Claire in my periphery. There was no question that I was enchanted with her; I think I realized then that I had been all along. She was quite stunning and her voice had grown on me. I had begun to find her accent and cadence sweet and alluring, quirky and cute. I watched the curve of her hip as she lifted a leg on the bench to put on her knee pad. Her curly, blonde locks kissed her shoulders, and I wanted to smell her hair again as I’d done earlier that morning. I longed to have her piercing blue eyes gazing into mine.

I shook myself and looked away. I needed to mentally prepare for the games ahead. We played two matches today and two on Sunday morning before returning home. And our arch nemesis, Valdosta State, was up first.

Coach gathered us up for a little speech, and then led us back into the gym to begin warm-ups. After bumping the ball back and forth with Tenisa for about ten minutes, we began formal preparation with Coach tossing balls to Val who would set the hitters from various positions. Then we practiced our serving. Val and Claire were both servers, but I wasn’t. I used the time to stretch out a little more and volleyed a ball off the gym wall to stay loose. We lost the first game 25-21 and won the second one by five. We played the third set to fifteen and were down three early when Claire took over the serve. She kissed the first one off the back line—just barely in—and wheeled off two more aces to tie the game. Our opponent finally returned one of Claire’s wicked serves, and Val led me with a beautiful set that I spiked to put us ahead by one. We reached game point, leading by one, when one of our back row players shanked a ball. By some minor miracle, Claire chased it down, dove, and managed to get it up in the air with the back of her hand. It floated up and over me, and I was able to misdirect it away from a defender who’d readied herself for the spike. It floated just over the defender’s outstretched hand and hit the floor seconds before their Libero could reach it. We had won the first match and huddled in the middle of the court in a sweaty embrace. When Claire’s wet skin brushed mine, I was instantly taken back to our morning together. Her eyes caught mine in a knowing gaze, and I felt my heart race yet again.

I moved in a daze through the rest of the afternoon but managed to perform well. We took the second match easily against a less competitive team than our hosting rival, and left the gym in the early afternoon. We found a barbeque place with terrific Brunswick stew and some of the best sweet tea I’ve ever tasted. Our team sat at a long table that managed to fit the entire squad. Claire sat across from me and one seat to my left. Val was on my right but was caught up in a conversation with Coach who sat across from her, so I stole a glance at Claire. Her eyes met mine, fire burning beneath those blue icicles. We gazed at each other for a moment. She had finished her meal and was eating an ice cream cone from the dispensary that offered complimentary treats with a purchased meal.

Suddenly, she darted her tongue out and swirled it through the creamy dessert she held in her hand. Then she ran her tongue 360 degrees around her lips. I sat mesmerized, haunted and hypnotized. A foot brushed the outside of my calf and slowly worked its way onto my thigh. Though I had yet to have ice cream, I shivered. I cut my eyes over toward Val who was still engaged in conversation with Coach. Claire’s leg continued to stroke me, producing a warm slickness between my legs. I reached a hand under the tablecloth and found her foot. I gently rubbed her ankle and lower leg, the velvety softness of her skin combined with the hard muscles of her calf making me squirm with delight.

Then Val tapped me on the shoulder, breaking the spell. I concealed my irritation at the disruption of my petting with Claire.

“I’m gonna grab some ice cream. Come with me,” she demanded.

Upon Val’s command, Claire stretched her foot to my inner thigh, her toes moving underneath my cover-up. I let out a short breath.

“I’m going to pass on the ice cream, Val,” I said in a breathy tone. I patted my tummy. “I’m pretty full.”

She glared at me for a moment. A little barbeque sauce played at the corner of her mouth. I looked away and she huffed off toward the dispensary. Glancing back at Claire, I noticed she had slumped a little in her seat, giving her better access to her imminent interest—my crotch. I smiled and resumed rubbing her leg. Her toes brushed my pussy briefly and I gasped. God, was I horny for this girl. I looked at her again and she was staring straight at me. Her tongue whipped out again and swirled around the ice cream. As she did that, her toe again located my pussy. I subtly slumped in my chair to press into her. Bolts of electricity shot through me as she toyed with my cunt. My juices were now flowing, drenching my panties with my warm, gooey lust. My teammate who had been sitting across from me, earlier engaged in conversation with Val and the coach, had wandered off, leaving the seat vacant. Claire scooted her chair over a little, giving her more direct access to my sex. She got the ball of her foot directly on my clit, causing me to grimace in an effort to stay silent. I used my hand to keep her foot steady on my nub, doing my best to keep the expression of burgeoning lust off my face.

Now I was an active participant in the manipulation of my sex. I pushed and pulled on Claire’s foot, swirling it on my cunt as I approached orgasm. Keeping my upper body as still as possible, I bucked my hidden hips onto my teammate’s foot. I bit down on my lip as I began to cum, gripping her heel with ferocity as I pressed her into me. As the climax passed, I slumped farther into my chair and released Claire’s foot. She stroked my leg lovingly, but slid from my grasp when Val returned.

Valerie plopped down into the chair next to me and licked away at her ice cream.

“This is good,” she said. “You should get some.”

She looked me over and scrunched her face. I could feel a bead of perspiration on my forehead.

“Celia? Are you okay?” Val asked.

I exhaled. “That stew was good, but I think it messed with my stomach a bit.”

Val made a face and continued to lick her ice cream. The corner of her mouth still had some barbeque sauce wedged in there. I handed her a napkin.

“Wipe that sauce off your mouth, Valerie. Maybe that’s what’s got me ill.”

She took the napkin and gave me a sarcastic look. Wiping the corner of her mouth, she looked up at me.

“Did I get it?” she asked.

I nodded. “Yeah, Val, you got it.”

She leaned in and whispered.

“We are meeting in our room later for a little party—just some beers and a little celebrating. Maybe you can leave Claire in her room, huh?”

I looked at her and shook my head.

“You’re unbelievable,” I said.

She shrugged and turned away, striking up conversation with some other girls.

I glanced over at Claire, but her seat was empty. I looked around the room and didn’t see her. I pushed my chair back and stood, the wetness in my panties significant. I figured it would be a good idea to head to the bathroom and freshen up as best I could. I passed a thirty-something woman coming out the door and entered the roomy restroom. A vanity with three sinks sat opposite four stalls. I grabbed a handful of towels from the dispenser and wet them with lukewarm water. I wiped my face and hair and prettied myself up as much as possible. Tossing the sodden towels into the trash, I grabbed another handful and wet them as well. I stepped into one of the middle stalls and was pleased to see it was marginally clean. I dropped my shorts and panties and cleaned myself up. Then I peed and used more towels to clean myself again, clearing the sticky wetness, courtesy of Claire, from my pussy. Feeling somewhat refreshed, I pulled up my panties. As I straightened, I saw a shadow pass near the stall door. Odd, I thought. I hadn’t heard anyone enter the bathroom. I unlocked the door and it swung inward. Claire stood smiling and blocking my exit. Her smile widened and she pushed me back into the stall, closing and latching the door behind her.

“Claire…I…uh, maybe we shouldn’t…”

She pulled my face down to hers and stopped my protests by planting her lips on mine. They were full and soft, wet and wonderful. I lost myself as our tongues tangled and fought. She pressed into me and I bent slightly to receive her embrace. Her hand firmly grasped my bottom, pulling me flush against her. Pressing her crotch into mine, she continued with her passionate kiss. I surrendered to her, grinding my flesh against hers in the cramped bathroom stall. Then her mouth disconnected from mine and she pulled back a little. She leaned in again and kissed my neck, nibbling, licking, torturing me into a frenzied lust yet again.

“I’m going to do wicked things to you, Celia,” she purred into my ear.

My knees almost gave out, but Claire caught me and I was able to steady myself.

“I want you to touch my pussy, Celia,” she cooed. “Don’t you want to?”

“Y-y-yesss,” I breathed. “God, yes.”

She took my hand and guided it down the front of her shorts. Running my hand through her bush, I felt the little hairs on the back of my neck spring to life. She pushed my hand farther into her garden, and for the first time, I touched another woman. Her sex was hot, soft, fleshy, and soaked in her juices.

“Put your finger inside of me, Celia,” she pleaded. “Finger my pussy!”

I curved a finger and slid inside of her cunt with ease. Claire moaned into my neck, her warm breath making me shiver. I got a second finger into her soggy snatch and located the rough patch of her G-spot. It was swollen and hard, rippled flesh begging to be stroked.

“Aaahhh,” she groaned into my ear. “Yes, baby. Fuck my pussy!”

I increased the pace and soon her whole body began to shake. She yelped and bit my shoulder, pleasure and pain colliding together on my skin. I palmed her clit, finding her bud engorged and hungry for attention.

“I’m gonna cum,” she cried. “Oh, fuck! I’m gonna cum, baby!”

She released a low guttural moan and soaked my fingers with hot, sticky juice. She writhed and humped, jerking and thrusting in my grasp until she finally slowed. Her breathing came in short, sharp pants as she recovered from her climax. She withdrew my fingers from her pussy and guided them out, holding them between our faces.

“Lick,” she instructed.

Without another thought, I shot my tongue from my mouth and tasted her from my gooey digits. Salty and tangy with an earthy aroma, the flavor was unique and mysterious. I had sampled myself before, but Claire’s taste was different, both heady and musky. I craved more. Cramming my fingers into my mouth, I licked her clean from my digits. I stared into her eyes, longing to taste her in a more direct fashion.

“I want to…” I started to say. But just then, a few noisy girls pushed through the door into the bathroom.

I froze but Claire’s expression didn’t change. She only stared into my eyes while standing perfectly still. When I raised my eyebrows in concern, she shushed me by placing two fingers over my lips and shaking her head.

“I don’t know what’s got into that fucking Celia,” Val’s voice echoed off the bathroom walls.

No one had time to respond before Val resumed her tirade.

“She’s all taken in with that freaky chick, Claire. What a fucking…” she started to say, but was cut off by one of our teammates.

“Aw, Val, come on. Claire’s okay. What’s with you?”

“I bet she’s a lesbian,” Val said. “Like, uh, fucking gross!”

I raised my eyebrows again, but this time Claire grinned. A few cackles resonated from outside the stall, and then I heard a smack.

“Ow-wee,” cried Valerie, followed by more giggles.

“I bet you’re a lez, Val,” one of the girls said.

“Like, as fucking if! Puh-leaze!” Val said indignantly.

Then we heard water running and other stall doors opening. I held my breath, hoping and praying not to be discovered. The stall doors didn’t have cracks one could see through, but there was enough space below that someone could hunker down and peer through the bottom if they wanted. Claire must have read my mind. She pushed me back—far enough that someone would really have to invade our privacy to see us from under the door. We listened for the longest few minutes of my life as toilets flushed, water ran in the sinks, and the girls moved in and out from the other stalls. Then mercifully, we heard them exit, still giggling and laughing at Val and her antics.

“I’ll go out first,” Claire said. “Wait a minute or so before you come out.”

I laughed. “I think I nearly ‘came out’ just now. And not by my own accord, mind you!”

She gave my lips one last peck, and gazed dreamily into my eyes.

“I’m gonna rock your boat tonight, Celia.”

Then she turned, unlatched the door, and exited the stall, leaving me standing alone in a state of confused ecstasy and utter fear at what had just happened.
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I didn’t sit with Claire on the bus ride back; I didn’t dare. She caught my eye when I strolled past her in the aisle and winked, letting me know she understood that there was no reason to fuel the rumors Val had likely started. I found a seat and sprawled out alone, not looking at anyone. The bus ride was uneventful. I lugged my gear up the stairs to the room I shared with Claire and entered. Claire had been occupied in the lobby by the coach, so I took the opportunity to jump in the shower first. I cleaned myself thoroughly, and then washed again, painstakingly cleaning every nook and cranny of my body. I shaved my underarms and legs, rinsed, and exited the shower. After dressing in shorts and a crop top, I dried my hair. Claire entered as I was brushing my teeth. She threw her gear down and herself across the bed.

“The shower is all yours, Claire,” I said as I entered the room.

She propped herself on an elbow and gazed at me, making me feel a little self-conscious.

“You look nice,” she said, a far-away look in her eyes.

“Thanks,” I said demurely, wondering if she was going to seduce me yet again.

Instead she sighed and popped off the bed.

“I’m going to shower, Celia,” she said.

“I’m going to check out the party, I guess,” I said and shrugged.

Claire shrugged too. “Okay. Have fun.”

“Will you come down?” I asked.

She laughed, but it was without humor.

“I doubt it, Celia. But I don’t know for sure.”

“I hope you do, Claire,” I said. “But I don’t plan to stay very long.”

She moved into the bathroom and I stepped into some sandals. I grabbed my phone and key card and slid them into the back pocket of my snug-fitting shorts. I took the stairs to Val and Tenisa’s floor. Music and laughter poured from the room, so I banged loudly a few times before Tenisa opened the door and smiled.

“Hey, Celia,” she said, pressing a cold Corona into my hand.

“Hey, girl,” I responded. “Y’all got started right away, I see.”

“Great wins today, huh?” she asked.

“For sure,” I answered. We clinked bottles. “Let’s do it again tomorrow!”

The room was crammed with about nine other girls; a few, including Claire, were missing. But the night was early and I guessed more of the squad would show up presently. Val and one of the other girls were doing a little dance between the beds. When our setter spotted me, without Claire in tow, she smiled and motioned me over. I grooved with the girls for the remainder of the song, but the space was limited, so I moved to a corner and watched my friends party. Sipping my beer, my thoughts drifted to Claire. I wondered what she was doing in the room. Most of the girls seemed fine with her, but it dawned on me that she had no close friends on the team. Perhaps she considered me her closest pal—if pal was the right word.

The song finished and Val moseyed over to where I leaned against the wall. She paused to grab another beer from the cooler, left the empty on the dresser, and popped the fresh beverage. She took a big swig, downing nearly a third of the Corona.

“Great win today,” she said.

Clumsily, she banged her bottle against mine. She was already pretty tipsy.

“I mean, I don’t know how we did it with some of those shitty passes from Claire, but we managed.”

Sheer ugliness, I thought. Claire had performed quite well today and saved a number of points with her spirited play. I frowned.

“Oh, come on, Celia! She sucks. I don’t know why Coach even starts her.”

“What did she ever do to you, Val? Why do you hate her so much?”

“She’s a skank! That’s why.”

I shook my head. There was no use trying with Val. I downed my beer.

“I need another,” I said, making any excuse to get away from her.

I pushed past her and grabbed a Corona from the cooler. I sipped it casually and made small talk with a few of my teammates, but soon realized I was bored with it all. I pulled out my phone and texted Claire, encouraging her to join me at the party. When she hadn’t responded after twenty minutes, I grabbed an unopened beer, quietly slipped out of the room, and headed upstairs.

I found Claire in the bed, a sheet pulled up over her frame. She was reading, but not from the textbook she’d read on the bus ride.

“Hi,” I said.

She smiled and I could tell she was glad to see me.

“How was the party?” she asked.

I shrugged. “The usual…you know.”

She nodded.

“Want a beer?” I asked, proffering the fresh Corona I’d snagged as I left Val’s room.

“Sure,” she said. “Thank you.”

She used an opener on her key chain to pop the top and took a small sip. We sat quietly for a few moments, nursing our drinks.

“Whatcha reading?” I asked.

“A smutty story on my Kindle,” she answered.

“Oh, yeah? What’s it about?”

Claire gazed at me for a long moment.

“How about I read it to you?”

“Okay. That sounds fun,” I said with enthusiasm.

She patted the bed where she lay, scooting over just a bit to give me room. I stood to move and she stopped me with a hand.

“You look great in those shorts and top, but I think you’d be more comfortable if you removed them.”

I looked at her for a long moment, her gaze expressionless except for the piercing blue eyes burning holes through me. I was suddenly apprehensive but equally curious and aroused at what this odd, young girl had in mind. I had a pretty good idea of her ultimate goal, and I’d stopped questioning whether I was a willing participant. I knew I was. But I was, nevertheless, a little nervous about the next step.

I stripped to my bra and lace panties, and moved toward the bed.

“All the way, Celia,” she said in a commanding voice.

“Uh…um…uh,” I stammered.

“Take off your bra and panties and I’ll read you the story.”

The slightest hint of a smirk crossed her lips.

“What about you?” I asked.

She pulled the covers back, revealing her naked body. I once again marveled at her—wheat-colored fleece assembled around her fleshy, pink lips, her large breasts puffy and succulent, pinkish-brown areolas anchoring thick, long, and inviting nipples. I stripped off my bra and panties and slipped into the bed.

Claire began to read:

Andrea beckoned the young servant into the room, gazing lustily at the maid’s full, ripe breasts spilling from the low-cut dress. The lady knew she’d have the house to herself for the better part of the day. She had watched from the second-floor parlor as her husband and adolescent son departed the stables for their fox hunt. Andrea had longed for this day for weeks, planning, scheming, and hungering for the young girl’s flesh.

The lady of the house reclined on the leather davenport, one foot propped on the matching burgundy ottoman. She inspected the young woman in her employ as she crossed the large room. The girl was barely eighteen, half the age of her mistress. Her honey-colored hair hung past her shoulders in glorious waves. Her curvy hips narrowed to a thin waistline, and her stockings fell just below her knees, showing her thick, creamy thighs in the space between stockings and the short skirt she was required to wear. A pretty, round face with the rosiest, full lips Andrea had ever seen, graced the maid’s countenance.

“Have you finished the morning rounds, Doris?” Andrea asked.

“I have, ma’am,” she answered in a brogue common with the English working class.

Andrea lifted the polished walking stick leaning against the davenport and tapped the ottoman. The stick was ornamental, as the lady of the house was quite fit and robust.

“Sit, girl,” she instructed.

The maid looked at her mistress for a long moment before moving.

“Yes, ma’am.”

Andrea kicked off her shoes and wiggled her toes.

“Rub my feet, girl.”

“Ma’am?” Doris asked.

“You heard me, Doris! I require my servants to do more than clean and dust!”

Doris hesitated for a moment, and then lifted her mistress’s delicate feet onto her lap. She began to knead and caress the lady’s right foot, using her strong, yet feminine hands to rub Andrea’s arches.

“Ah, yes, dear! That feels nice.”

The girl worked into a rhythm, as the lady sighed her approval. After several minutes, the mistress instructed her to do the same to the other foot. Andrea gazed at Doris whilst she continued the massage, licking her lips in anticipation of what was to come. Once her feet were adequately serviced, Andrea issued further instructions.

“Now, girl, rub my calves!”

Andrea lifted her skirt to mid-thigh, exposing her shapely, porcelain skin that contrasted beautifully with her black hair and cobalt-blue eyes. The girl was visibly shaken, delighting her mistress and causing her damp pussy to twitch. The girl hesitated again.

“Are you deaf, girl? Do as I say! At once!”

Doris followed her instructions and Andrea’s breathy release signaled her pleasure.

“You’re doing quite well, Doris. You are pleasing me. Don’t you want to please your lady?’

“Yes, ma’am,” Doris answered dutifully.

Doris kneaded and rubbed her mistress’s lower legs for several minutes. Andrea lay back and enjoyed the ministrations of her young maid. She licked her lips again at the prospect of having her way with the girl.

“Now my thighs, girl,” the lady instructed, pulling her dress nearly to her throbbing crotch.

Doris didn’t hesitate this time. She began to rub her lady’s meaty thighs with vigor.

“Ah, yes…this is wonderful, girl. Mhhhmmm.”

“I’m pleased that you are happy, ma’am,” Doris replied.

Andrea subtly moved her dress higher, exposing the widening curve of her ample hips. The girl took the hint and worked her hands over Andrea’s upper thighs. The mistress’s breathing became shallow and raspy. When Doris gave her a concerned look, Andrea smiled at the girl, encouraging the girl to continue.

The maid was almost completely bent at the waist now, her large breasts and cleavage on display for her employer. Then Andrea made her move. She slowly pulled her dress higher, revealing a lack of knickers and exposing a forest of dark curls to the girl.

Doris stopped and inhaled sharply. Andrea gave her a wicked smile and ran her tongue over her lips.

“Have you ever tasted a woman, Doris?” Andrea asked.

“N-n-no,” Doris whispered, clearly unhinged. “Ma’am, please…I never…I can’t.”

“Oh, you can, girl. And you will. Kneel between my legs, Doris. You are going to pleasure me with your tongue.”

The girl didn’t move, so the lady used the walking stick to prod her.

“On your knees girl. You are going to eat my pussy, and that is final!”

The girl slowly slid from the ottoman and knelt between her lady’s spread legs. Andrea reached up with one hand and pulled the girl into her.

The heady aroma of Andrea’s pussy was a cloud surrounding Doris. She was surprised to find her lady’s scent enticing. The thought of being with another woman had never occurred to her, and she suddenly found the prospect to be appealing. Her lady’s pussy was dark—a pinkish purple, fleshy, and corrugated. The lips were dewy and slick and surprisingly inviting.

“Lick me, dear! Now!”

Doris extended her tongue and sampled her first taste of pussy. Her lady’s cunt was warm, wet, and sticky—a glaze of her desire covering her labia.

“Oh, YES!” screamed Andrea. “Lick my clit!”

Doris ran her tongue through Andrea’s slick cunt, and found her clit. The thick, black curls tickled her nose and the sweet taste of her mistress spurred her on. Andrea began to moan. She pressed the girl firmly into her sex, and let out a feral roar as she came on the young girl’s face.

Claire paused and looked at me. Her blue eyes gazed into mine. She set the Kindle aside and reached for me. We met in the middle of the bed and pressed our naked bodies together. We kissed, our tongues tangling in hot passion. My pussy was soaked, not only from Claire’s rendering of the historic erotica, but from the sight of her, the anticipation, and the pressing of flesh. My cunt was gooey with lust—warm, slick nectar pouring from my sex. When Claire rubbed her hot, wet pussy against mine, I nearly came from the contact. I was spinning like a top, tingling from head to toe. Excitement at the imminent prospect of exploring new horizons with this juicy, nubile girl in my bed had me quivering in desire.

Claire rolled me onto my back and mounted me. Continuing with the kisses, she ground her furry, blonde snatch into my hairless twat—her soft thatch tickling me into a lustful frenzy. When she broke the kiss and nibbled my neck and ears, I could only whimper. Whatever Claire wanted from me, I was willing to give. I was putty in her hands.

She worked her way down my frame. My nipples stood at attention, waving the white flag of surrender. She captured one with her tongue, swirling it over my swollen bud before sucking my entire areola into her mouth. She created a vacuum and sucked with force, sending shivers through my core. A greedy finger found my pussy and rubbed it forcefully, spreading my sticky nectar over my vulva. Sampling my other breast, Claire issued wicked flicks to my nipple before kissing a trail to my abdomen. While swirling her tongue in my navel, Claire removed her fingers from my pussy, and reached beneath me, pressing my legs into the air. Hot breath blew across my vagina. I could take it no longer.

“Please, please, Claire,” I begged. “Lick me!”

When her tongue ran through the folds of my labia, I released an animalistic cry, my head moving involuntarily from side to side. Then her tongue probed my clit, shooting off fireworks through every pore of my body. I screamed again and within seconds, I was cumming.

“OH! GOD! CLAIRE!” I wailed.

I looked at her face between my legs. Her cheeks were glazed with my girly jizz. She lifted her head slightly and flashed me with a devilish grin before thrusting her tongue deep into my canal. Her nose connected with my clit as she probed me, causing me to stiffen. I bucked and writhed in her grasp until she used her superior strength to hold me in place. Claire was essentially fucking me with her coiled tongue, connecting with every fiber of sensitive tissue inside me. Finding her head with my hands, I humped her face with alacrity. I convulsed. I lost track of my surroundings, as I floated from one orgasmic paroxysm to the next. I was soaked below, my juices running into the crack of my butt. The entire area was drenched with my lust. Then a wet finger slid into my asshole. I stiffened. But Claire’s tongue continued its probes, and the added pressure in my ass sent me into orbit. Claire pressed upward with the finger stroking my third input, and the sensitive bundle of nerves between my cunt and anus fired. Propelled into another dimension, the roar of pleasure racing through me was like nothing I’d ever experienced. Claire removed her tongue and pressed two fingers inside my slit, pressing against the finger in my ass. I thought I might die from the intense pleasure. It was more than I could bear. And just when I thought I’d gone to heaven, her tongue lashed cruelly at my clit. I exploded. I’d heard of girls who could squirt, but had never done so myself. I ejaculated a thick, clear stream of girl cum into the air, drenching Claire’s hair and back. She sucked my cunt like a hungry animal, lapping my juices as I moaned in indescribable delight.

When I calmed and came to my senses, my lover was still nestled between my legs, gently kissing my inner thighs and breathing warm breath across my sensitive flesh. Gradually, Claire worked her way up my body, nibbling my erect nipples as she passed. Her lips found mine and we locked in a passionate kiss, my desire pungently sweet on her mouth.

The look on her face as I pulled back told me I was starry eyed with lust.

“That was amazing,” I breathed, pecking her lower lip. “I’ve never cum like that.”

She smiled. “I aim to please,” she giggled.

“I soaked you,” I said as I smoothed her hair.

‘Mhhhmmm,” she replied, and found my lips again.

I reached down, running my hands through her golden curls, anxious to reciprocate the tremendous pleasure she’d provided. She was soggy, and gasped when my hand brushed her pussy.

“Oh, yes, Celia,” she breathed.

Fingering her earlier had been exhilarating, but I was hell bent on doing what had been on my mind for the past twenty-four hours. I wanted to do what girls like Claire did to other girls.

Slithering down her curvy body, I marveled at her large mounds. I took in a mouthful and she groaned her approval. Encouraged, I flicked her nipples the same way she’d done mine. Her fingers ran through my hair, and she pushed my mouth firmly into her breast. I suckled her for a few moments, but my eagerness to taste her trumped the allure of her splendid tits.

Placing my hands under Claire’s thick, muscular legs, I lifted them into the air. She reached up and pulled them even farther back, allowing me unabated access to her glistening quim. I glanced up at her when my chin met the top of her blonde pubic hair. Her smile and half-lidded gaze was all it took. I moved my nose into her bush and inhaled her scent. Shampoo mixed with the muskiness of a young woman’s lust filled me. It was intoxicating and I breathed in, savoring her. She smelled simply delicious.

I had some anxiety about whether I could please her like she’d pleased me, but mostly I was beyond eager to bury my tongue into those puckered, pink lips—wet and juicy with her desire. Lowering my face to her eager cunt was perhaps the most erotic thing I’d ever done. The thick headiness of her exotic aroma drew me in. My tongue flicked out and connected with the bottom of her slit. As I journeyed upward through her puffy, pink lips, she moaned with delight. Her warm stickiness coated my tongue—her taste salty and slightly tangy. I licked her hungrily, loving her, completely absorbed in the feel of her pussy on my mouth. Avoiding her clit, I probed her depths, tasting her tanginess from within. I was a quick study. I coiled my tongue and fucked her feverishly with it, exploring her forbidden fruit. Claire began gyrating her hips, thrusting to meet my assault. I chanced a look at her, and she was still half lidded, but her mouth was open in an expression of ecstasy. Again, I ran my tongue through her soaking snatch, but this time I gave her clit the lightest of touches with the tip of my tongue. Her bud was hard and rigid, begging for attention. I ran the flat of my tongue over it and Claire’s eyes shot open. She cried out and pulled her legs back farther. I got a finger inside of her…then another. I curved them upward and connected with the rough patchiness of her G-spot. I pressed my tongue firmly on her engorged clit and swirled it over and over.

“I’m gonna cum, Celia!” she howled. “I’m gonna cum all over your pretty face!”

I kept finger-fucking her as I flicked and swirled her clit, increasing the speed with every lashing of my tongue.

“Ah, FUCK!” she bellowed.

Then Claire began whimpering, pumping her flesh into my face. My mouth was soaked in her love. With a final, feral cry, Claire splashed me with a gush of her girl cum—sweet and sticky fluid drenching me.

Claire eventually calmed and giggled—an unusual sound from her. She ran fingers through my hair, scratching my scalp with her nails, murmuring sweet nothings as her breathing stabilized.

I crawled up her body and we kissed, each tasting the fruits of our lusty desire. We lay together, limbs tangled, hot flesh commingling—her thick body pressed into mine bringing both cushiony comfort and new arousal, causing my juices to flow prominently between my legs.

“I want to do something to you,” Claire said.

“I’m game,” I giggled into her ear.

She pushed off of me and moved toward the end of the bed. Scooting back up, she placed her right leg over my left.

“Prop up on both hands, Celia,” she instructed.

I smiled and did as I was told, unaware of what my new lover had in store for me.

“Put your other leg over mine,” she said.

Again, I did as I was told and our pussies met in a warm embrace. The wet sogginess of Claire’s hairy cunt against mine was glorious, and I emitted a breathy moan. Claire angled herself at forty-five degrees and propped herself with one hand, the other one reaching out and tweaking my turgid nipple. I gasped with pleasure.

“It’s called scissors, Celia,” she said. “And it feels spectacular!”

With that proclamation, she grinded her meaty, pink lips onto my pussy.

“Oh my God!” I exclaimed. “Oh, fuck! That feels amazing.”

Claire rotated her hips over mine and I reciprocated, finding a rhythm. Our wet pussies sloshed against each other’s, our mutual cries bouncing off the motel room walls. Looking down, I could see her protuberant lips devouring my clit. And as each of her thrusts terminated, her engorged bud connected with mine. The bliss was like fireworks on the Fourth of July, loud, bawdy, and spectacular. I was nearing climax when I saw Claire throw her head back and wail.

“Ooohhh FUCK!” she cried, as she humped my pussy with vigor.

The entirety of my senses accumulated at my throbbing pussy. I was unaware of my limbs or torso. They no longer held any significance. Only the pleasure centered in my cunt mattered. A tingling that was both magical and unworldly encompassed me. I continued to look at our vaginas, which had meshed as one. In that moment, I believed Claire’s pussy to be the prettiest thing I’d ever seen—a blossoming flower, pink petals bold and beautiful, bursting with need and hunger, dewy with our combined lust. The visual rocketed me into another dimension. I came with such force, I feared I might lose my mind. Claire’s climax was in full force too. Her free hand was all over me: grasping my breasts, tweaking my nipples, stroking my head. When she inserted two fingers into my mouth, our mutual climaxes peaked. We were glued together in orgasmic frenzy, fucking each other with every ounce of energy we had. Then we fell, breathless and sated, cum soaked and sweaty. The last thing I remember was her warm hand stroking my leg as I drifted off into a deep slumber.


6

At first, I was sure it was a dream—Val’s voice droning in my ears. Annoyed that my post-coitus slumber with my new lover was being harshly interrupted by the voice of Valerie, I tried to tune it out and return to the blissful sleep I’d been enjoying.

“OH! MY! GOD!” Valerie cried in my dream again. “What the fuck?”

My eyes sprang open. I saw Claire first. Still naked and peacefully asleep, her legs remained tangled in mine. Then my eyes drifted up and outward. Valerie stood at the end of the bed, mouth agape, eyes wide, and swaying drunkenly, staring at the spectacle of Claire and me with a bemused look on her face. She held a beer in one hand and the key card I’d failed to procure upon my hasty departure on Friday night in the other hand. I blinked several times, slowly realizing that what I’d thought was a dream was, in fact, reality.

“Holy fuck, Celia!” Valerie cried. “You’re a lesbo!”

Claire awakened and slowly untangled her stout legs from my long, slender ones. She turned in the bed and surveyed Valerie in a disapproving way.

“You tricked her didn’t you, you bitch?” Val slurred.

I moved off the bed and sat atop the one opposite the bed in which Claire and I had made love. Claire’s eyes squinted and her upturned mouth hinted that she was not thrilled at either the intrusion or Val’s accusations.

“You should leave, Valerie,” Claire stated calmly.

“You-eww should leee-eve,” Val mimicked.

“I’m telling you to leave this room, Valerie,” Claire repeated. “This is the last time I’m saying it.”

“Or what, bitch?” Val asked. “I’m not afraid of you.”

Claire didn’t give her another chance. She sprung faster than a jack-in-the-box, grabbed Valerie by her auburn hair, and flung her onto the bed. The beer bottle went flying, somersaulting across the floor. Val landed on all fours, and Claire smacked her hard on the ass with the palm of her hand. Val flew face down and had just enough time to turn over before Claire was on her. I stared incredulously at the events happening before my very eyes. I knew I should do something to stop the confrontation commencing before me, but I was paralyzed.

Claire mounted Valerie as the smaller girl struggled and hissed in the grasp of her captor. Claire’s naked body hovering over Val, who was dressed in a loose tank top and skimpy shorts, suddenly had me hotter than a Texas barbeque in July. Val whimpered and whined, huffed and puffed, but Claire was having none of it. Claire had her knees planted on the girl’s biceps and used her heft to hold down Val’s torso.

“Why are you here?” Claire demanded.

“Let me up!” Val screamed.

Claire turned her attention to me. “Toss me those, Celia.”

I looked where she was pointing. My panties were lying next to me on the other bed, right where I’d left them before slipping into Claire’s bed earlier. Without thinking, I did as she asked. Claire caught my panties with one hand and crammed them into Val’s mouth. Our setter’s eyes became even larger.

“I think I know why you’re here, Valerie,” Claire said. “I think you want in on the fun.”

Claire nodded, still looking at Val, who mumbled unintelligibly around my panties.

“Sometimes, mean girls like you just need a good fucking, Valerie. How about I give you a good fucking? Hmmm? Is that what you need?” Claire asked.

I expected Valerie to shake her head and attempt to buck Claire from her body in protest, but she didn’t. Val simply stared into Claire’s eyes.

“Uh-huh,” Claire nodded. “That’s it! Isn’t it?”

Val remained motionless. Her eyes were big, almost bugging, but it wasn’t in fear. It was lust. Claire had likely seen it all along. With her knees still holding Val in place, Claire reached behind her and found the elastic band at the top of Val’s shorts. Her hand quickly disappeared beneath Val’s shorts.

“Oh, my, Valerie,” she cooed. “You’re as slick as a salamander!”

Valerie whimpered, but this time it was need, sexual need, causing the little noises to escape around my undies.

Claire managed to slide Val’s shorts past her knees, revealing that she’d come to our room wearing no panties. I gazed at Val’s pussy. Ruby-red lips, pouty and dewy, glistened in the dimmed light of the room. A well-manicured triangle of fiery pubic hair crowned Val’s jewel. Claire slid her finger back inside Val, causing the redhead to swoon, bucking and thrusting to meet the greedy digit exploring her sex.

“Oh, my, Valerie,” Claire chided. “You are sooooo wet!”

Val wasn’t the only girl in the room who was wet. My pussy dampened considerably as I watched the show unfolding before my eyes.

“You want me to fuck you, don’t you?” Claire teased.

Val’s face scrunched up. She looked like she might cry, but she nodded vigorously in reply. I felt relief that Val had now given Claire more than tacit consent. Relieved and aroused, I was surprised how turned on I was to witness the domination of our setter—how horny I’d become watching Claire humiliate her, how horny it made me to know that Val desired this treatment.

Claire drove a second and third finger into Valerie’s clamoring twat. Juices sloshed and squished as Val’s cunt endured the hammering from the pretty blonde atop her.

“You like this, girl?” Claire asked. “You wanna cum?”

Val whimpered again and nodded, a combination of arousal and embarrassment reddening her cheeks.

“Good! But you need to beg for it.”

Claire used her free hand and hastily pulled my panties from Val’s mouth.

“Please! Yes! Fuck me!”

Claire smiled. She fucked Val even harder, abusing the smaller girl’s pussy fiendishly. On each thrust, the heel of Claire’s hand would connect with Val’s clit, making the redhead grind and thrust against it.

Val began to shake and quake, indicating her imminent orgasm. Claire slowed her thrusts and Val moaned in frustration.

“Beg for it!” Claire commanded.

“Please! Please, Claire! Let me cum,” Val cried. She was nearly in tears.

“Hmmm,” Claire teased, clearly pleased with the current condition of our bitchy teammate.

“What will you do for me?” Claire inquired.

“Anything! God, anything! Make me cum! PLEASE!”

A wicked smirk graced Claire’s countenance. She kept rubbing and fingering Val’s pussy enough to keep her on the cusp of climax without delivering her to the Promised Land.

“Oh?” Claire asked. “Anything?”

“Yes, yes, yes! Please, God! Anything!” Val bellowed.

Claire nodded once. “You may cum!”

With that, Claire pounded Val’s cunt mercilessly. The writhing redhead began bucking and thrusting, crying and mumbling in ecstasy. And then she came. Claire continued pounding her, smacking Val’s pussy as she drove her fingers deep inside. Val screamed. Her pussy was a soggy mess, and I was mesmerized by the sight of it. I wondered what she tasted like, and hoped I would get a chance to sample her.

Claire slid her fingers from Val’s depths and pushed them toward the redhead’s mouth.

“Lick your cum from my fingers, missy,” Claire instructed.

She shoved them into Val’s mouth and our teammate licked them clean. When Claire removed her fingers, Val panted and shook, calming from what I’m sure was her first orgasm at the hands of another girl.

“My turn,” Claire chirped. “Eat my pussy!”

With that, she moved forward and planted her dripping snatch over Val’s mouth.

“Lick it!”

Val had no choice, but it didn’t matter. Our new recruit flicked her tongue out and sampled Claire’s pink flesh. Gooey strands of her girly cum stretched from her pussy to Val’s face. Claire reached down and grabbed Val’s hair roughly.

“Lick my pussy, bitch! Fuck me with your tongue.”

Val began licking Claire’s pussy with passion. I became increasingly horny watching this bizarre spectacle, so I decided to get in on the action. As angry as I’d been with Val over her cattiness toward Claire and me, her pussy looked delicious. I found my legs and stood. I moved to the end of the other bed and slipped between Val’s thighs. She had a beautiful cunt, and it was begging to be suckled. The smell of sex in the room was palpable and churned an irresistible desire in my belly. Her hot chasm was dripping wet, and her warm ooze delighted my palate upon the first lap of her gooey slit.

Val moaned into the night as I ran my tongue through the folds of her labia. Her clit was engorged and clamoring for attention. I didn’t deny her. I ran the flat of my tongue over it firmly, causing her back to arch and sending a little spasm of delight through her frame. Claire was moaning steadily and issuing further instructions to our new recruit.

“Fuck, yes,” she bellowed. “Eat my pussy!”

Keeping my tongue firmly planted on Val’s pussy, I looked up to see Claire’s big, fine ass gyrating over Val’s face. Claire’s head was rocking back and forth, signaling that her orgasm was fast approaching.

“Don’t you stop, Valerie! Keep licking me! Eat my pussy!” Claire screamed.

Her big thighs began to shake. Her humping of Val’s face became frenzied, and then Claire came.

“YES! YES! YES! Oh, FUCK!” she wailed. “I’m CUMMING!”

In the meantime, Val’s cunt was soaking my face. I ran two fingers into her slickness, curving upward to locate the corrugated patch of her G-spot. Muffled screams emanated around the pussy grinding her face, and I knew I was about to bring her to climax. Juices flowed from her quivering snatch, and I licked her greedily, swirling my tongue over her clit. Alternating swirls with bold flicks over her bud were doing the trick. Val arched and bridged, but I stayed with her like a pro, relentlessly assaulting her quim with wicked strokes. Then she exploded. Sweet pussy nectar flowed from her as I lapped at her cunt like a woman possessed. As her orgasm tapered, she began to calm. Claire dismounted Val’s face and fell over on her side. The two girls lay breathless and panting, clearly satisfied from the oral gratification.

Kissing Val’s slender thighs, I reached between my legs and touched myself. Wet, hot, and slick, my sex was hungry for attention. I moaned as my finger brushed my clit. Claire propped up and smiled at me. She reached over and grabbed Val by her hair.

“You’re not finished, Val. You need to make amends to Celia.”

Val emitted a little yelp as Claire pulled her toward me. I grinned and spun around, spreading my long legs and exposing my hairless snatch to our little redheaded bitch. Claire guided Val’s face, still slick with cum, directly onto my awaiting vagina.

“You’re a natural at licking pussy, Val,” Claire cackled. “Show Celia what a talented, little cunt licker you are.”

Val whimpered, a total look of submission on her face. Holding Val’s head, Claire pressed her into me. The initial contact made me spasm with joy. Val’s auburn hair over my thighs heightened my lust. Her warm tongue on my pussy filled my belly and thighs with electrifying warmth. I knew it wouldn’t take me long. Claire was right; Val was a natural at this.

I began to thrust and gyrate my hips, meeting Val’s strokes and developing a synchronized rhythm with her. The warmth in my belly and thighs began to radiate outward, hot lava cascading down the mountain toward delicious destiny.

“Oh, Val,” I cried. “Lick my pussy!”

Claire was behind Val, bent over and working her with both hands.

“Oh, Valerie,” Claire chided. “What a sweet little asshole you have.”

Val’s eyes widened as Claire probed her rosette with a finger.

“You like it in the ass, don’t you, bitch?” Claire persisted.

Val made a few muffled assents as she continued to eagerly lick my soaking snatch. I was close. Claire kept a finger in Val’s ass and used her other hand to smack our setter smartly three times on her tender rump.

Val jumped and squirmed but kept contact with my clit. I was so close; nearing the point of no return.

“Lick her pussy,” Claire urged, probing Val’s asshole with renewed vigor. “Make her cum!”

And cum I did. Val’s soft yet sturdy tongue probing my sex sent me over the edge. The world around me dimmed as all my senses centered on the roar of thunder pounding my cunt. I cried out, unable to stifle the screams and obscenities flying from my mouth. I came with force, a long and glorious wave of ecstasy propelling me into another world.

I lay dizzy with bliss, the backs of my hands over my forehead, trying to recover from the wicked convulsions of carnal desire still racing through my loins. Finally, I looked up at Val. Her face was removed from my pussy and was twisted into a lustful snarl of sexual need. Claire was behind her, continuing to pound both her holes. Val’s small frame was thrashing back and forth, her auburn hair flying to and fro as Claire worked her over.

A hand, fingers slick with Val’s cream, slipped from her pussy as Claire popped her hard on the ass three more times. I watched fascinated at Val’s contorted cum face. Claire re-entered our teammate, prodding her hole viciously. And Val seemed to love it. Then she lost it. A feral cry spewed from her lips as she climaxed on Claire’s fingers. Claire was relentless; her attack continued with rapid-fire thrusts into Val’s cunt and ass.

“FUUUUUCCCCKKKK!” Val screeched. “GOD, YES!”

Tears welled in Val’s eyes as Claire punished her holes without mercy. She came again and again, begging to be fucked and abused. Claire seemed happy to accommodate her, to dominate her, until finally, Val flew forward onto me spent and exhausted.

Claire was busy catching her own breath—strands of her blonde hair, sweaty and stuck to her face. Then she looked at me and flashed a wicked grin.

“This is just the beginning, Valerie,” she said to the girl lying face down on top of me. “You’ve got to pay for your wicked ways!”
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We split our two matches on Sunday. Our play was adequate but uninspired. Perhaps the core group of our team had other things on their minds. The bus ride back to our college campus was uneventful, and I said my goodbyes to Val and Claire on Sunday evening. Exhausted from volleyball, lack of sleep, and my new adventures, I headed straight for my dorm room to get some rest. I discovered later that Val and Claire had other ideas about how their night would unfold. At practice on Monday afternoon, everything seemed normal. We focused on drills and scrimmages; nothing seemed out of the ordinary. I felt confident that our Saturday night threesome had been kept on the down low.

I spent Monday evening studying. I attended classes early on Tuesday, and later that afternoon, I received a text from Claire. It indicated that I might want to stop by her apartment, a block from campus, on Tuesday evening. I eyed her suspiciously during practice—Val too—but all Claire provided me in way of a hint was to smirk lewdly when I glanced at her. And I had to admit, I was anxious to hook up with Claire, and possibly Val, again. They had been on my mind over the past twenty-four hours, and I had even taken matters into my own hands while fantasizing about my horny teammates. It was nice, but it didn’t compare to the electricity provided by my mysterious new lovers, and I was longing for their collective touch.

I scurried home after practice, showered and shaved all the necessary areas, and checked my waxed pubic area to see if any maintenance was required. I brushed my teeth, gargled, and dressed in some snug shorts and a crop-top before walking the four blocks to Claire’s apartment. I was anxious to arrive and see what she had in store for me, but I kept a steady pace. The night was a bit balmy, and I didn’t want to arrive sweaty after taking such care with my hygiene.

Claire lived on the third floor of a new and spiffy-looking development. I climbed the stairs and knocked on her door. She greeted me wearing very tight cutoff jeans, faded and worn, almost white. The orange tank top she’d chosen strained against her firm boobs, erect nipples poking against the thin cotton. She looked delicious and she grinned lasciviously at me when I surveyed her with a hungry smile.

“Hi, Celia,” she drawled.

She closed the door behind me and drew me in for a wonderful kiss. My hands roamed and found her ample bottom, and I kneaded her ass with a couple healthy squeezes before releasing her. My pussy was instantly damp. She took my hand and led me into a pleasantly furnished living room.

“I made some drinks. Do you like vodka and orange juice—Screwdrivers?” she asked.

A pitcher of the slightly orange beverage sat on her coffee table. A Tupperware bucket containing ice was next to it, and two clean glasses awaited the inevitable pour.

“Sure,” I said. “A drink sounds wonderful.”

Claire poured the Screwdrivers and handed me one. We clinked glasses and laughed. The first sip told me Claire didn’t mess around when it came to mixing drinks. It was stiff, to say the least.

“Have a seat,” she said.

I moved to the middle of the cushiony, chocolate-colored sofa, and Claire piled in next to me. She casually placed a hand on my thigh, sending shivers through my body, and further dampening my wet pussy.

“I have a surprise for you!” she chirped. “But you should probably have a drink or two first.”

I eyed her carefully.

“How mysterious,” I said. “I like surprises.”

I sipped my drink as Claire stroked my inner thigh. I was beyond horny for her, and I considered making a bold move and ripping off her clothes right there on the sofa. But something told me to wait—to let her take the lead and see how it played out. When we finished our drinks, she stood and took my glass. She poured another for each of us, and then spoke.

“Okay! The surprise is in my bedroom. Are you ready?”

I tried to be cool, but I was quaking in anticipation, hungry for Claire’s body, eager to have her lick and fuck me like she’d done in the motel.

“I’m sooooo ready,” I answered in a marginally steady voice that betrayed my horny curiosity at what Claire had up her sleeve.

“Well then, come on.”

I followed her down a short hall, stopping at a closed bedroom door. She gave me a lewd smile and opened the door. Soft lighting illuminated the room and scented candles burned, giving the room a sensual appeal and a very pleasant aroma. A rocking chair sat in one corner of the room, stuffed animals piled onto the seat. A cedar chest rested under a window, where burgundy drapes were closed, sealing off the night. A green comforter was pulled down on the queen bed. It looked warm and cozy, and I wondered what it would feel like to be tangled in that big bed cover with Claire. My eyes slowly drifted up to the headboard, noticing the silky look of the sheets. Then I gasped. I did a double take, not trusting what I was seeing, incredulous to the spectacle before me. Naked and bound with thick rope and silenced with a ball gag was Val. Her lower and upper legs were tied to each other and her wrists were secured to the bedposts with more rope. Her legs were spread, displaying her slick pussy and puckered asshole. Her eyes were wide, but it wasn’t terror I saw. It was something different—something wild and feral and intense. I slowly turned to Claire, my mouth agape in disbelief.

“Uh, Claire…what the holy fuck?” I asked.

Claire snickered. “I’ve learned a lot about our teammate over the past day or two…something I suspected all along. She’s a freak, Celia. She’s very into this.” She turned her head toward Val. “Aren’t you, Valerie?”

Val glanced my way and nodded once, as I stared in utter disbelief. I turned back to Claire, who stood confidently with a smug grin on her face.

“In fact, Celia, she enjoys being punished for being such a snotty, little bitch.”

She walked over to the side of the bed and gripped Val’s chin firmly in her hand.

“Don’t you, Valerie? Tell Celia how hot it makes you.”

Claire laughed wickedly and pulled and pushed Val’s face up and down in an exaggerated nod. Claire let loose of her and pulled off her tank top. Her big, beautiful boobs bounced, and Val’s eyes followed her every move. Then she slipped out of her cutoffs and stepped out of her skimpy thong, her blonde bush glowing in the dim light of the room. Claire glanced my way.

“Why don’t you strip, Celia? Maybe we can give Val a little show.”

It was like I was in a trance. I removed my clothing, the realization of what I was doing not fully registering completely. My panties were soaked now, the naughty scene unfolding in front of me making me hotter by the moment. Claire led me onto the bed and laid me horizontally across it near Val’s feet. She placed her body over mine and drove her hot, wet tongue into my mouth. It was delicious. We kissed for minutes, and then Claire began slithering down my body, kissing my tits and navel, traveling southward toward my hot, steaming pussy. I chanced a look at Val. Her eyes were still wide and I detected a whimper from her as Claire’s tongue teased just above my cunt.

Claire raised her head, gave me a mischievous grin, and dove into my sex. Her tongue moved upward through my slick folds, igniting a tingling sensation from my head to my toes. Avoiding my clit for the moment, she coiled her tongue and drove into me, fucking me, probing me, taking me to the brink of ecstasy. I bucked and thrashed. Grabbing her hair, I moaned into the night. She continued to tease me; it was nearly unbearable. So when she ran the flat of her wicked tongue over my throbbing bud, I screamed bloody murder. The feeling was like warm liquid gushing through my veins, an avalanche, a powerful waterfall cascading along the mountainside. I was removed from reality as I felt the tidal wave of orgasm crashing through me. I came powerfully, wave after wave of bliss soaring through my tensed body.

I lay panting, recovering, as Claire kissed my inner thighs. My breathing still labored, I glanced again at Val. Her gaze penetrated me, a feverish yearning undeniable in her emerald eyes. I looked down to see Val’s pussy dripping with her juices. Claire ran her fingers over my cunt, causing me to jump. Collecting my copious nectar on her fingers, she then turned to Val. Removing the gag, she ran her fingers, coated with my slickness, into Valerie’s mouth. The redhead lapped at Claire’s digits like a kitty licking the last remnants from a saucer of milk.

“She tastes so good, doesn’t she, Valerie?” Claire asked.

“Oh, God, yes,” Val cried.

By now, I had recovered. I watched from the bed below as Claire toyed with Val. She grabbed a handful of auburn hair and twisted Val’s face up.

“I bet you want to taste some pussy, huh, Valerie?” Claire asked.

“Please, Claire, let me eat your pussy!”

With that, Claire released Val and lay opposite her. She moved up her frame so that her hairy, blonde, cunt was inches from Val’s face. Propping her hands behind her, she pushed her sex onto Val’s awaiting mouth.

“Lick me, you little bitch! Suck my pussy!”

Val readily obliged. Poking out her tongue and leaning into Claire’s hot snatch, she probed Claire’s meaty, pink petals with greed. Rocking back and forth on her muscular arms, Claire pumped her thick bottom in rhythm with Val’s thrusts. Claire’s mouth hung slightly open and her eyes became half lidded as Val worked her over. Suddenly, I was horny again. Val’s face was wet with Claire’s cream as the buxom blonde drove herself against our setter’s face. Soon, Claire began to moan and pant as Val flicked her clit over and over. Within a few moments, Claire was at the precipice of climax. With one, last mighty thrust, she pressed her cunt into Val’s face and gyrated faster and faster.

“Oh, FUCK!” Claire screamed. “Make me cum, girl! MAKE ME CUM!!”

Claire began to rattle like a drunk in need of a pull from a bottle. She wailed, bucked, and writhed, until she finally arched her back and splashed Val’s face with a gush of girly jizz, drenching the bound girl who continued to eagerly lap at Claire’s pussy.

Claire finally pulled away and crashed backward on me. I stroked her sweaty brow as her breathing slowed, caressing her back into reality. Val panted above us, her face glistening from ear to ear, a few blonde curls dangling from her chin.

Claire slowly sat up and surveyed our captive. She climbed off the bed and opened a drawer in her nightstand. I watched perplexed as she donned two latex gloves, a devilish grin spreading her lips. She lifted a sealed Ziploc baggie from the drawer and inspected the contents. I turned to look at Val, who now had a look of concern on her face, a resigned expression of understanding that had yet to fully impact me.

“Ever heard of figging?” Claire asked me.

“Oh, God,” Val cried. “OH MY GOD!”

I glanced back and forth between them.

“Put the gag back on her, Celia,” Claire instructed. “Please.”

I turned to look at Val. The fire was back in her eyes and there was no mistaking it. It was sheer, carnal lust. I did as Claire asked and turned my attention to the bag she was holding. Upon closer inspection, I realized that she had several fresh ginger roots in the bag. She selected one and skinned it with a little knife she had on the nightstand.

“It’s a cute, little butt plug,” Claire drawled. “What do you think?”

She held the root up for my perusal. All I could do was stare incredulously until I finally found my voice.

“Won’t that burn?” I asked.

Claire laughed lustily as Val began to squirm.

“Oh, yeah!” Claire answered.

With that, she placed the plug gently into Val’s exposed asshole, using Valerie’s vaginal juices as a lube. Within a minute or so, Val’s face began to redden and she started making muffled pleas beneath her gag.

“We can’t do this, Claire,” I begged. “It’s barbaric!”

Claire shrugged. “Shall I stop, Val? Would you like for me to untie you and allow you to return to your dorm room?”

Without hesitation, Val began shaking her head. I couldn’t believe what I was witnessing.

“She needs punishment, Celia. She craves it, in fact. Enjoy the show!”

Claire removed the gloves, grabbed a hairbrush from the nightstand, and jumped on the bed, holding the brush in her right hand and using her left to push Val’s right leg back. Val’s cute, little fanny was fully exposed on the far side.

“Push her other leg, Celia.”

I hesitated, but upon receiving the slightest of nods from Val, I accommodated the request. Claire brought the back of the hairbrush flush against Val’s butt, leaving a red mark in the shape of her makeshift paddle. Claire initiated three more strikes, as tears welled in Val’s eyes.

Claire grinned. “Shall I stop, girl?”

Again, I was amazed when Val shook her head. Claire drew back and brought the brush down much harder this time. The red marks on Val’s ass were pronounced now. Claire drew back again, this time causing Val to clench in order to soften the attack…then immediately unclench before the strike hit. Confused, I glanced at Claire.

She laughed. “The ginger burns when she clenches, so she can’t do it for very long. My strikes are more effective when she’s unclenched…thus the ginger root.”

“What the fuck!” I exclaimed.

“Yeah, right? She’s a little pain whore, Celia. And I’m a sadist!”

With that she popped Val with three more hard strikes, leaving her right cheek scarlet. Tears ran down Val’s face and Claire ceased her strikes for the moment to lick the tears from Val’s face. I watched stunned and surprised—surprised to learn how turned on I was watching Val take her punishment.

Claire moved back to her nightstand and I glanced at Val. Her eyes followed her abuser, who replaced the hairbrush with a new instrument of torture—a black leather strap with red hearts embedded in the leather. Claire climbed atop the bed again and kneeled in front of Val.

“Hold her left leg way back, Celia.”

I did as instructed. Claire gently rubbed the cool leather over Val’s bound legs, letting her feel the shiny strap against her flesh before the main event. Claire stopped the caresses and pulled the strap back far behind her. Then she brought the leather paddle down hard—very hard—on Val’s little ass, leaving two, perfect, crimson hearts on her sweet, little rear. I stared at the marks, stunned, partially mortified, but eerily aroused. Val’s muffled cry produced more tears. Claire soothed her.

“You took your punishment very well, honey,” she breathed into her ear.

Claire reached down to Val’s pussy; my eyes followed her hand. Valerie’s cunt was soaking wet, and when two of Claire’s fingers invaded her throbbing twat, the redhead’s eyes closed and her back arched. Driving and thrusting her fingers into the bound girl, Claire smiled at me.

“Run out to the living room and grab the bucket of ice, Celia,” she instructed.

I hesitated only a second or two, and then proceeded to do as she asked. Returning with the bucket, it dawned on me what Claire had in mind.

“Use the gloves and remove the ginger root,” she said.

It plopped out of Val’s snug hole as Claire continued to finger her.

“Okay, Celia,” Claire began. “Place a cube of ice in my mouth.”

I selected a cube from the bowl and Claire stuck out her tongue. I laid a melting piece into her mouth. She swirled it around for a few moments before removing her fingers from Val’s cunt.

“Lick her pussy, Celia,” she instructed.

I bent down and ran my tongue over Val’s slick, ruby-red lips, swollen and hungry with her lust. Claire positioned herself beneath me and ran a cold tongue into Val’s asshole. The redhead squirmed and groaned through the gag. Clearly, the battle of the sensations, the division of pain and pleasure, were sending her into orbit. I flicked her clit and sucked her labia into my mouth as Claire ran her cold tongue into Val’s fiery asshole. Val grunted and writhed in her restraints as we pushed the limits of her tolerance. Her clit was a hard knob of energy, throbbing with each flick of my tongue. Her taste was sweet and salty, a delicious combination of sticky delight. I lapped at her with a renewed vigor as she bucked beneath me. Claire delivered a number of cold probes before popping up again and returning with the hairbrush and a jar of coconut oil. As I continued to lick Val’s pussy, Claire ran some of the natural lube into Val’s asshole, causing her to squirm violently in our grasp. Then she slowly inserted the handle of the brush into Val’s ass and used two fingers to violate her pussy.

I thought Val might hemorrhage right there in Claire’s bed. Her body tensed, and then a series of paroxysms shook her frame as she climaxed on me. Sweet cream ran from her abused cunt as I continued licking her. From below, Claire continued with the hairbrush handle, the lube allowing for faster thrusts. Val shook violently as her eyes rolled back into her head. Her orgasm seemed to last minutes. Claire and I were relentless in our assault on the smaller girl’s sex. When her sensitivity became too much, we redoubled our efforts. Val’s head rocked back and forth, nearly convulsing from the heightened sense of combined pleasure and pain until we finally relented.

Once she calmed, slumped and starry-eyed, we untied her. She was limp and damn near catatonic. We helped her to the bathroom and ran a bubble bath for her. We pampered Val for the rest of the evening, washing her gently, stroking her softly, and catering to her in every way. We managed to get a stiff drink in her, and that seemed to calm her a bit. Later, we all piled into Claire’s comfy bed, Val wedged between us. Sleep consumed us shortly after, and we didn’t awaken until mid-morning. Claire didn’t have classes on Wednesdays and Val and I only had one apiece…and it wasn’t until the afternoon.

I walked back to the dorms with Val. She seemed a little spunkier; the deep slumber we all shared acting as a sufficient refresher. But she was quieter than I could ever remember. The events of the past few days and her submission to Claire’s whims likely playing havoc with her emotions. I imagine, like me, Val was grappling with the realization of her Sapphic inclinations, coming to terms with the fact that she enjoyed sex with women. But, also like me, there was no denying the satisfaction of our new discovery and the potential for many more amazing adventures together.

We parted ways much like we usually did: a little wave and a “See ya later.”

----------

We all met at practice several hours later, and things were remarkably normal—at least on the surface. We shared a few knowing looks, and I found myself admiring Claire’s curvy body like I’d been doing in recent days. The way her butt jutted out in her shorts, the way her big tits danced in her practice uniform, the way her blonde curls bounced when she moved, and her half-lidded gaze always made me shiver. My pussy seemed to maintain a perpetual state of dampness when she was close by. I wondered when we would have an encore performance of our naughty tryst from the night before. I didn’t have to wait long.

The three of us dawdled in the locker room after practice, and when we were the last remaining, Claire took charge.

“Tuesday nights after practice, ladies,” she informed us. “We can meet at my place. Come prepared for fun and debauchery.”

Claire flashed us both a wicked smile, and an understanding passed between us. We all knew that none of us would miss these sessions.

“I’ve even given our little gatherings a name, y’all,” she said.

She eyed us for a moment as we waited with bated breath.

“Side Out,” she laughed, and turned and walked from the locker room, leaving Val and me standing there speechless.
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