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A Bad Time

'She was naked, gorgeous, sexy personified,
and mine'. Constance thought to herself.

Constance moved on her knees to Kelsey.
Tentatively, Constance reached for both breasts and hefted them as
she did. Her mouth moved down to taste one sweet nipple, then the
other. Kelsey's head fell back as Constance sucked them. When
Constance brought her head up and looked in her lust-filled eyes,
Constance knew their fucking would be the next order of this
day.

Constance quickly removed her clothing and
waited. "Kelsey, you'll have to help me out here. I want you, but
I'm uncertain as to what to do."

"Beautiful, sweet Constance," she mumbled as
she pushed me back and down on the quilt. "First, I will suck your
pussy. That is the best part."

Kelsey spread her legs and got between them.
Putting a leg on each shoulder, she brought Constance's pussy to
her mouth, cupping her ass. Never has her pussy been so well used
and thoroughly pleased as when sweet Kelsey did it. She knew where
to put her tongue in her folds, how to suck her clit to the
sweetest of multiple orgasms, how to plunge into her wet darkness
and make it light with her tongue.

When she pulled her mouth away from her,
Constance whimpered, wanting more. Kelsey did not disappoint her as
her back arched pushing her pussy to capture her tongue. Again and
again.

Constance's pussy was never left bare to
nature as Kelsey rose to cover it with her own. The feel of their
lips and folds mingling, clits jutting as they screwed their
pussies into each other was matched only by the feel of her thick
tongue fucking her mouth.

Constance could feel herself about to come,
but Constance held it off as many times as Constance could. When
Constance did come, pushing up to Kelsey, pushing her little ass
down to me, it was magnificent. The trees caught her screams of
ecstasy. This was far better than any finger could ever be.

Here Constance was, out the open, orgasming
under young, warm, pliable, willing flesh that was also cumming
because of her.

"Thank you, Kelsey. I've never felt like
that in my whole life." Constance kissed her.

"Told you," she said. "

"Told me what?"

"That I must leave forever, I am going away
and die a horrible death...

"WHAT, WHY, ... unnnnnnh! Constance awoke
from her dream, or nightmare. The same one she had had a lot
recently.

***

Dr. Constance Stone, a non-practicing M.D
involved in research and writer. At age 44, having survived through
the dark period of her life and a very unsuccessful heterosexual
marriage, she had come to enjoy her own company with the exception
of some friends and colleagues; that is until she met Kelsey a few
months ago and a very strong bond had formed between them Kelsey
and Constance had been together for the better part of a year.

They were best friends, lovers and provided
each other with a constant source of entertainment and deviltry.
They came together because they shared a riverfront apartment a
little South of Newport near Elm Street in Ludlow. Normally, when
Constance returned home from work at NKU, Kelsey was usually
sitting out on the balcony with Constance's usual vodka-rocks
sitting near her chair. Constance still had fond memories of
sitting down, kicking off her shoes and putting her feet up on
Kelsey's lap while sipping her drink as Kelsey massaged her tired
feet and recapped her experiences of the day.

Kelsey was a slender little waif-like pixie
of 24 who was indeed a free spirit in the true sense of the word.
She was intelligent but without a lick of common sense. She
teasingly told Constance once that: "a parasite had entered her
brain through her ear and ate the good sense node while she was
swimming with her parents in Lake Erie."

After Constance really got to know her, she
began to believe her story. She had small breasts with unusually
large nipples that changed significantly in size when responding to
a gentle teasing or the warmth and texture of a long, wet tongue.
Constance had come to know her body quite well in the short time
that they were together and Constance 'a biggest pleasure was to
maximize her arousal up to the point of her exploding with ecstasy
& screaming pleasure.

You could say that the older woman took
Kelsey away from a large, muscular butch who had turned mean
hearted, most probably from being a junkie and pumping steroids to
achieve greater muscle definition and bulk. Being at the highest
level in a little known ancient martial art form, Constance was
able to quite easily subdue Kira when she came around to cause
trouble. Unfortunately though for Kelsey and Constance, Constance
allowed herself to become a little too complacent with regards to
Kira, underestimating her capabilities and cruelty.

. Constance was on the phone talking to
Kelsey's mother in Lexington.

"Monica, I just don't know what to tell you
to make you feel better. The police said they'll continue to
investigate Kelsey's disappearance and keep me well informed. I'll
call you if learn anything about her and that's a promise!"

Constance hung up the phone. "The female
police sergeant had all the earmarks of being a bigot when she took
the report of Kelsey's disappearance," Constance thought to
herself.

Kelsey's Mother really never approved of her
daughter's lifestyle but she had come to at least respect her
relationship with Constance, who contributed to her stability and
general wellbeing.

After two more days of waiting for word, it
became apparent to Constance that the missing person's report had
flown down a black hole. The Cops had gone through the exercise,
said all the right things that people want to hear and just turned
their back on the case.

Constance sat on the couch in the great room
staring at Kelsey's belongings spread out on the floor. She went
through the desk where Kelsey wrote comments and doodled as she
talked on the phone.

"Nothing unusual here," Constance said out
loud in frustration.

Constance lifted Kelsey's only set of car
keys from a hook inside a kitchen cabinet. She bounded down four
flights of stairs to the parking garage and opened Kelsey's car.
Like her room, her car was a mess of discarded clothing, magazines,
candy wrappers and general trash. The glove compartment contained
the usual owner's manual and registration.

She went through every scrap of paper,
continuing to pull everything from under her seat.

"Well, what do you know? A picture of Kira
with a number written on the back," Constance thought to
herself.

Constance dialed the number.

"Inner Sanctum," A husky female voice boomed
on the other end.

"Is Kira there please?" Constance asked
politely.

"Kira who?"

"Uh, I don't know her last name. I met her
the other night and she gave me this number to call her," Constance
responded timidly.

"Get fucked bitch," the husky voice
bellowed, followed by a dial tone.

Constance grabbed the Cincinnati. phonebook
from the desk and began thumbing through the yellow pages under
bars, nightclubs or anything she could think of. "No listing for
Inner Sanctum," she thought to herself in total frustration.

8:00 AM Wednesday, Constance called in at
NKU and made arrangements to take a two week leave of absence. She
slipped into a pair of Kelsey's jeans, a dingy, worn sweatshirt and
a pair of sneakers. She opened a locked drawer by the side of her
bed and lifted a 9 mil Beretta in a shoulder holster. She grimaced
at it for a few seconds; then slipped it back in the drawer
re-locking it.

9:30 AM, Using the stairs, Constance
ascended to the 19th floor of an office building across from the
downtown Cincinnati Post office building. A receptionist sat at a
desk just inside the door of the stairwell. As the receptionist
looked up, Constance picked up a trashcan filled with shredded
documents, dumping them in a large canvass bag that she picked up
in the stairwell. She then slipped into the outer office with the
name "Mary Ellison, Chief Administrator" on the door.

Constance was dumping the contents of the
trashcan when the inner office door opened and a woman came out
with an arm full of files. She glanced at Constance, nodded and
left. Constance could see Mary Ellison sitting at her desk in her
private office so she quietly slipped in and sat in one of the
plush leather chairs across from her desk completely
un-noticed.

Mary was startled as she looked up and saw
Constance.

"How in the hell!" She reacted as she pushed
jumped in her chair with an expression of extreme alarm. "Panther?"
she blurted out as she stared wide eyed at Constance.

"I've not been called that for about 9 years
now Mary," Constance responded with a gentle, submissive smile.
"Maybe we should forget that code name and refer to me as just
Constance now."

"Yea right, I'd heard that you were in the
Cincy. area but you don't stay very long in one place."

Constance smiled and nodded her head in
agreement.

"What ever happened dear? I heard that you
resigned from the agency and just disappeared back in about 2002. I
never thought they would let you leave. I've never seen a field
operative who handled themselves as skillfully as you did. When you
were on a mission, you were indeed the phantom of phantoms in the
true sense of the word. I wondered if they would resurrect you and
send you after Sadam after the Gulf war or use your special talents
to go in after Osama."

"No dear, people like me fell out of favor
with the administration and were permanently deactivated. It all
started with the Nixon fiasco and gradually got worse with
subsequent administrations. I didn't really mind though, I made a
lot of money and invested it fairly wisely. I guess you might say
that I'm now semi-retired and enjoying it."

"So what brings you to see me?" Mary asked.
"I need to use your computer and some passwords to access police
files. I'm trying to locate someone who mysteriously disappeared."
Constance responded as she continued to tell Mary about the phone
conversation with the "Inner Sanctum."

"Inner Sanctum? What in the hell are you
doing screwing around with that horrible cult? I thought you said
that you were retired from covert, clandestine activities. They are
one nightmarish group of bitches for sure Constance! The Bureau has
a file on them the size of a Buick down on the next floor."

"I don't have time to sift through tons of
hard files Mary, I need to move fast and there might be a life at
stake." Constance reacted as she pulled out the picture of Kira. "I
think that this woman has something to do with the kidnapping and
possible death of a friend of mine and she may be a member of the
Inner Sanctum group. Can you check it out for me for old times'
sake?"

Mary took the picture, made several entries
in her terminal, and then swung the monitor around so Constance
could see it.

"That's the bitch. Kira Leigh Aarons is her
full name with about seven aliases listed," Constance responded as
she stared coldly at the picture on the screen. "Please scroll down
so I can read the entire file."

Mary complied, then hit the print command.
The printer started spitting out page after page of text.

"I owe you one Mary," Constance committed
with a frown as she stood, gathered the twelve printed pages, and
headed for the door.

"If you want me to call it even dear, you
can keep me in the loop on this one. I'd love to get my claws into
some of these nasty bitches. They're into just about every illegal
and immoral activity imaginable. We never had this conversation if
anyone asks and please be very careful Constance!" Mary ordered as
Constance bounded through the outer office door.

"You sound just like you did in the old days
Mary!" Constance responded with a broad grin.

***

Constance jumped on the expressway and
exited at the Greater Cincinnati International Airport. She pulled
into long term parking, slipped her wallet and belongings into the
trunk and carefully placed the keys on a structural member under
the body frame. She then sprinted across the front of the main
terminal and down a flight of stairs to the taxi station. A few
minutes later, she was in a cab bound for the inner city.

Having memorized the maps of the old.
"Produce District" just south of the ball park, she headed in the
general direction of Kira's address and the location of the "Inner
Sanctum" group provided to her by Mary Ellison, now with the local
office of the Central Intelligence Agency. As she continued to
walk, the population on the sidewalks began to diminish until all
that were left were a few homeless sitting in doorways and along
the curb.

Addresses weren't displayed adequately in
the area where she felt the location existed, so she calculated the
approximate location.

An old but husky woman stepped out from a
door carrying an armload of old tattered clothes and started down
the concrete steps toward the sidewalk.

Constance looked up at the woman and smiled.
"I'm looking for my friend who lives in this area, have you seen
her lately and do you know where she might be?" Constance asked as
she held out the picture of Kira.

The old woman grimaced at the picture,
stained and decayed teeth showing below her herpetic upper lip. She
scowled at Constance and pointed at the next doorway to her
left.

Constance walked to the doorway and tried to
turn the knob of the very robust lock assembly. A motion detector
clicked over her head and the almost inaudible whirr of a tiny
motor caused a camera to move under a molded concrete roof a few
feet above the door. A solenoid clacked within the lock set and
Constance was allowed to enter the building. She was drawn toward a
room where muffled music and laughter echoed through a closed metal
sliding door.

Constance slid the door to one side and
stuck her head inside.

"Hi Sweet Cheeks," A large muscular woman
greeted as she stared at Constance wantonly, her flexed, bulging
arm muscles extending out of a black imitation leather jacket.

Constance glanced at the woman, then at
seven women sitting in very plush chairs and couches around the
room dressed in similar attire.

"Hi," she responded timidly. "Got anything
good to drink in this place?"

The large woman grabbed Constance's arm and
twisted it to where the inside of her arm was exposed.

"No tracks, just who the hell are you baby?
I never seen you around here before? Are you a cop?"

"Hell no, I'm just looking for a friend of
mine."

"And who might this friend be love?"

"Kira Aarons. Have you seen her lately?"

"Shit babe, nobody looks for Kira unless
they're a cop, a big cop!" the woman responded with an evil grin
which she exchanged with the other women in the room. "Kira would
eat you for breakfast that is after she fucks you to death!" she
bellowed, followed by a deep horselaugh as she exchanged boastful
glances with the other women.

"Kira and I get along just fine. Do you know
where she might be?" Constance asked politely.

"She'll be along. I expect her at any time
now. What would you like to drink sweetie?"

"I'll have a vodka rocks with some ice water
on the side if that's okay with you."

The big woman nodded and walked behind the
bar. She withdrew a bottle of cheap vodka from the freezer and
poured it over a glass of ice as she held a second glass under the
spigot of a small bar sink. Constance sensed that the woman was
putting something into her drink, which was hidden behind the bar
out of her sight but didn't respond.

The woman walked over and set the two
glasses on the table in front of Constance and sat down very close
to her. "My name's Sue," the big woman announced. "What's
yours?"

"Mine's Constance," she responded with a
flirtatious smile.

Constance exchanged the water and vodka
glass in a split second when the woman was distracted momentarily,
hoping that the suspected drug was in the glass with the vodka. She
sipped the water slowly and occasionally lifted the vodka glass to
her lips without drinking, sipping a small sample and drawing the
scent of the liquid into her nostrils. She detected a sight scent
of an exotic drug called "Lypsurslic" which caused extreme neural
dysfunction along with drowsiness and heightened sexual
receptiveness.

As time progressed, Constance began to act
tipsy and clumsily spilled the vodka on the floor.

"Oops, oh well, its only water!" she slurred
as she downed the balance of the remaining drug free glass.

Being a doctor, Constance knew how to fake
being drugged with Lypsurslic as she stood and collapsed limply on
the floor next to the big woman's feet.

"Woooh! Do I feel crazy," Constance
responded as she continued to fake the effects of the drug. "Mmmm!
I do wish that Kira were here to take care of me,"

"I'm right here Constance ," a familiar,
husky voice announced from behind Constance 's slightly elevated
head as she lay on the floor writhing and acting stoned.

"Oh hi Kira! I didn't hear you come in."

"Come to visit me sweetie?" Kira asked with
an evil tone of voice.

"I came to see if you know where Kelsey
might be. Have you seen her?"

Kira knelt down on one knee beside
Constance.

"Yea, you might say that I’d seen her. I
also fucked her, licked her, beat the shit out of her and..., Well
you don't really want to know. If you're real good sweetie, I'll
make sure that you join her though." Kira responded as she grinned
wickedly at the other women in the room.

Constance felt a dark depression grip her as
she pondered Kira's words and looked deep into Kira's cold,
menacing eyes. "What have you done Kira? Have you...!"

Before Constance could finish her question,
Kira scooped her up in her arms as Constance hung limp with her
head dangling back as she continued to fake being drugged. The
other women stood and opened a door at the back of a room. They all
walked down a hallway in what was once a large warehouse where
produce had been stored and sold about 60 years in the past.

They entered a room with one large, barred
window, filthy with dust and cobwebs. Kira placed Constance on a
king sized mattress laying in the center. Near each corner of the
mattress, there was an eyebolt fastened to the concrete floor. From
each eyebolt, there was a length of chain with shackles at the end.
Kira fastened the shackles to Constance's wrists and ankles,
stretching her out across the mattress on her back.

Kira and Sue knelt down on the mattress
beside Constance and removed a fairly large switchblade from their
tight leather pants. Constance watched as they cut through her
clothing, removing everything and throwing them in the corner of
the room. When Constance was naked, they stood up and stared down
at Constance who was continuing to act stoned, wreathing around on
the mattress as the chains held her arms and legs outstretched.

"Nice little picnic lunch I prepared here!"
Kira said boastfully as she flashed her evil grin at the other
women. "I think I'll have a little appetizer right now!"

Constance watched as Kira and Sue removed
their own clothes. "Kira, what did you do with Kelsey?" she asked
shyly. "Please tell me Kira. Sue, please tell me."

"Shut up bitch," Kira barked back at
Constance as she strapped a large 9" dildo around her pelvic area.
"I'm gonna fuck your brains out you fucking bitch."

"Okay honey, then will you tell me what
happened to Kelsey?"

Kira didn't respond but pounced down on
Constance, inserting the head of the large black dildo in
Constance's vagina, now very wet from the sheer excitement of her
predicament. Kira pushed forward as Constance raised her hips to
better align and accommodate the large, molded plastic penis. Kira
pumped it in and out rapidly as Constance's excitement escalated as
the rapacious act being done to her continued.

Constance stretched her neck as she looked
back toward the door, watching the expression on the women's face
and eyes as they watched.

"Ohhh Kira, deeper baby, deeper. Pleeeease!"
she ordered between her screams of ecstasy.

Kira grasped Constance's hair, jerking her
head toward her. She pressed her mouth over Constance's, extending
her tongue inside Constance 's mouth as she continued to rapidly
impale her on the massive dildo, their tummies slapping vulgarly
together in rapid succession.

Constance let herself go over the edge and
started into a violent orgasm, screaming and squirming intensively
against the mattress while straining against the chain restraints
on her arms and legs. When it was over she fell limp and closed her
eyes whimpering just enough to display her satisfaction of what had
just occurred.

"If I play along, they will eventually tell
me the whereabouts and status of Kelsey. If I resist, they'll only
make it worse and they'll eventually kill me when they tire of me,"
Constance thought to herself as she lay motionless, staring
longingly at Kira.

Kira removed the dildo and stood straddling
Constance's face, staring straight down at her. Kira slowly lowered
her body down until her genitals contacted Constance 's face and
mouth. Constance stared at Kira's eyes through the mass of her
black, dense pubic hair. Constance then slowly extended her tongue,
gently touching Kira's clitoris while gently sucking the blood
gorged, swollen appendage into her mouth.

Kira moaned with delight. "If you hurt me in
any way bitch, I'll cut your throat. Do you understand me?"

Constance gazed up at Kira and nodded her
head in agreement as far as the restriction of Kira's large
muscular thighs would permit. "Mmmm Hummm!" she replied, muffled by
the large, wet mass covering her face and mouth.

As the other women in the room removed their
clothes and crawled in close around the spectacle taking place on
the mattress, Kira went into a clitoral orgasm, writhing and
moaning with her low frequency voice.

"You're good Constance. Bet you can make me
come again if you try!" she bellowed.

As Constance worked her tongue back towards
Kira's gaping vagina, she felt a tongue from one of the previous
onlookers working its way inside her own vagina while others began
to lick and suck her nipples, navel and even her toes. Hands pawed
over her entire body.

"I feel like the roasted pig at a luau," she
thought to herself.

Constance allowed herself to enjoy the
event, knowing full well that eventually she would achieve the
upper hand.

After what seemed like hours, some of the
women became tired of the feeding frenzy and just collapsed on and
around the mattress. One of the women held Constance's head on her
lap while she poured beer in her mouth which Constance drank
willingly.

"Where's Kelsey, please tell me," Constance
asked politely.

No one responded as they all began to gather
up their things and leave through the door. Kira checked the
shackles on Constance's limbs while Sue walked over to one of the
doors in the room.

"Whissssst!" Sue whistled. "Get in here
Loki," she ordered

. "A large black male German Shepherd
trotted into the room and started sniffing around Constance.

"Loki! Go lay down, NOW!" Sue screamed.

The dog cowered and crawled over to the pile
of rags that were once Constance's clothes and flopped down,
staring at Constance with wide inquisitive eyes.

"If you try anything during the night, Loki
will tear your throat out," Kira hissed with an evil smile. "I'm
not kidding Constance, Loki's a killer."

Constance nodded her head in agreement.

A dim night-light glowed in a receptacle
just under the barred window. Constance raised her head and stared
at the dark shadow lying in the corner. The light reflected off of
two eyes in the darkness that stared back with a chilling
effect.

Constance looked around the room and spotted
a pile of old newspapers alongside her mattress. She noticed that
the shackles on her wrists were metal and had a key lock. The ones
on her ankles were made of heavy leather and were only fastened by
a heavy steel buckle. She glanced once more in the direction of the
dog, which had now closed its eyes and lowered its head on what was
left of Constance's sweatshirt.

Constance worked the joints of both of her
thumbs completely out of their sockets and manipulated both thumbs
around to the middle of her palms making her hands smaller than her
wrists. She slowly, quietly slipped her hands out of the wrist
shackles, working the thumb joints back into place. Continuing to
lay flat, she positioned her body to where she could unbuckle her
left ankle restraint while watching for movement from the dog.
Within a few seconds she had the restraints off of her ankles. With
her right hand, she quietly reached beside the mattress and
gathered several sheets of newspaper and stacked them neatly in a
pile.

Taking a deep breath, she jumped to her feet
and moved back toward the wall to where the dim nightlight was
between her and the dog. The dog prepared to jump to its feet and
then stood growling at Constance who just stood staring into the
dog's eyes while holding the newspaper in one hand. Constance
slapped the newspaper hard against her bare thigh, making a loud
Thwaaaaaak! The dog stopped growling, and his ears perked up.

Constance raised her arm and pointed to the
corner of the room; the dog watched intently the woman's actions.
Then Constance with a voice totally in control. "Loki! Go lay down,
Now!" she bellowed imitating Sue's voice.

The confused, bewildered dog cowered
whimpering and crawled over to the corner, flopping down on the
pile of rags.

Constance tried the doors to the room and
found them to be unlocked. The clock over the bar read 1:23 AM. She
flipped on a small lamp as she began to go through drawers and
pigeonholes of a desk at the end of the bar. She found a small
handgun and thought a moment about hiding it in case she needed it
later but changed her mind, removing the magazine and placing it in
another drawer under some papers. On a shelf behind the bar, she
found a large flashlight. She turned it on after turning off the
lamp, then she went back to the hallway and started toward the room
where she was restrained.

Loki stuck his head out of the door and
seemed to droop and cower as she approached.

"Come on Loki, here boy, go with me," she
ordered as the dog moved next to her, positioned against her right
leg while wagging his tail.

In a door to the left she saw a large
kitchen. Opening the refrigerator, she removed some lunchmeat and
cheese. She ate a large quantity of the protein and gave the
remainder to the dog who gratefully devoured the remainder. She
then removed a can of Miller Light and began to sip the contents,
pouring the remainder into a small bowl, giving it to the dog. As
she looked through some to the drawers in the kitchen, she felt
Loki's cold, wet beer soaked nose against her leg as he adoringly
licked her salty skin.

"Let's go big guy," she ordered, as she
started for another door that led deeper into the complex. She
searched the lower level, then bolted up a stairway to what had
once been offices which full of old records and dilapidated desks
from 60 years ago. She then walked out onto a catwalk that
continued across a large space that had once been the main produce
warehouse. She directed the light up toward the ceiling where there
were exposed steel beams forming the roof superstructure and pipes
running across the large void below.

Suddenly, her flashlight beam hit a large
mat on the floor below. Dangling from the ceiling just over the
mat, were chains that extended down from pulleys mounted to one of
the steel beams above. Next to the mat, were tables containing
whips and other menacing looking torture devices? Constance bounded
down a steel stairway to the main floor and over to the mat. The
shackles attached to the end of the chains were made of heavy
webbing with steel buckles to restrain the victims.

The whips were braided leather with a six
inch strap of leather extending at the tip. The handle was tightly
wrapped leather, ending with a spherical rubber appendage at the
end.

Constance whirled the whip over her head and
made it crack in midair. "Holy shit," she said in amazement as she
felt herself getting wet from the fantasies that were leaping
through her mind, her imagination picturing the events that might
have taken place here in the past.

Constance, accompanied by the dog roamed
through every nook and cranny of the old produce warehouse but
found nothing that would relate to Kelsey's whereabouts. As the
first signs of daylight began to show through the filthy, dusty
windows of the building, Constance led the dog back into the room
where she was restrained. She fastened the buckles on her ankle
restraints, popped her thumbs out of their sockets and slid her
hands back into their respective shackles and closed her eyes. Loki
flopped down on his bed of rags and went to sleep as well.

***

The scent of coffee drifted under the door
to the chamber where Constance lie chained to the floor. She opened
her eyes and gazed at Loki who was sniffing at the gap under the
door to the hallway. Loki's tail wagged as a tall slender African
American woman entered the room with a Styrofoam cup of coffee and
a couple of donuts in a bag. The woman knelt down and removed the
lid off of the coffee cup. Raising Constance's head with her hand,
she slipped her thigh under her head and neck as though to position
her to drink.

"I've brought you some coffee and a couple
of donuts," the woman said as she held the cup up to Constance's
lips. "You'll get me in a lot of trouble if you tell anyone that I
did this."

"I always protect my friends," Constance
replied with a warm expression from her eyes and tone of voice.
"What's your name dear?"

"Jazmine Greene,"

Constance took a long sip of coffee. "You're
very kind to do this for me Jazmine."

Constance looked up into her soft, kind eyes
as she was fed the donuts from the crumpled white sack lying beside
her a nibble at a time.

"They're gonna kill you lady," Jazmine said
with a sad tone as she gazed softly back into Constance's eyes.

"I know," Constance replied sadly. "Why
would someone like you be involved with a gang of mean hearted
bitches like these? You don't strike me as the type."

"They brought me in off the street when they
found me beaten half to death in an alley by a John. I was a hooker
on the street and on my own since I was 13. I had nowhere else to
go so here I am nine years later seeing to their needs and trying
to stay on their good side."

"Good side?" Constance responded
sarcastically. "Did you know Kelsey?"

"Yea," she responded sadly as she closed her
eyes and pursed her lips. "I knew who she was."

"You say `was' like it was in the past
tense."

"Lady, please!" Jazmine said in alarm as she
stood, crumpled the cup and sack and headed for the door.

"Jazmine, please dear, tell me what happened
to Kelsey. I'll never reveal that you told me. They're going to
kill me anyway so what difference does it make if I know?"

Jazmine slipped through the door and was
stopped by Kira as she barged in the room.

"What the hell are you doing in here
Jazmine?" she barked rudely. "I told you to have the big room set
up for the `Lady Godiva' routine."

Jazmine dropped her eyes and nodded her
head.

"Well bitch, I see Loki didn't eat you for
breakfast so we can move on into the next phase of our little
games," Kira said coldly as she grimaced at Constance.

"You're gonna just love this next one!"

Sue and three other large women entered the
room and each took hold of Constance's wrists and ankles.
Unfastening the shackles, they lifted Constance off the mat as Kira
wrapped her left muscular arm around Constance's slender waist.

"Hang on to her now!" Kira ordered. "She can
throw us all over the room if she gets loose. She fights like a big
jungle cat when she's pissed."

They carried Constance out the door, down
the hall past the kitchen and into the large area of the warehouse
where she had seen the chains and torture equipment when she
prowled in the night looking unsuccessfully for traces of
Kelsey.

As the women continued to hold Constance,
Kira attached straps to her wrists. She then walked over to the
wall pushed a red button on a control box. A motor sounded and
Constance felt her arms being pulled upward as the chains were
retracted noisily through the pulleys mounted on the ceiling beam.
In a few seconds, Constance's feet lifted from the floor as she
dangled, suspended by the chains several feet off the floor.

Jazmine pulled a large, crudely built wooden
sawhorse from a storage room to where they were. Sue placed the
sawhorse directly under Constance, aligning a large plastic,
vertical appendage attached to the crossbeam with Constance's
genitals. As Kira depressed the green button on the control,
Constance began to descend as Sue guided the large, plastic
appendage into Constance's vagina.

As Constance's weight was borne completely
by the crossbeam of the sawhorse, she felt the incredible pain as
it penetrated deep within her pelvic area from her genitals and
pubic mound. Two of the women tied Constance's ankles to the
A-frame, securing her unmercifully to the torture rack.

"Constance baby, meet Lady Godiva's Horse,"
Kira said with a cruel sneer. Do you like the way that feels
sweetie?"

A tear rolled down Constance's cheek as she
looked at Kira who was displaying an evil grin.

"Did you do this to Kelsey when you killed
her Kira?" she asked sadly.

"Worse!" Kira hissed showing her large,
white, carnivorous teeth in a cold grin. "Want me to demonstrate
how I skinned her alive?" she continued as she grabbed one of the
braided leather whips on the table, cracking it in the air
menacingly.

Constance felt a twinge of fear begin to
descend on her at the same time as she felt sexual stimulation of
being totally subdued and violated. She moved her pelvis slowly
against the narrow beam while flexing her vagina muscles against
the appendage that impaled her.

Kira approached with a small box and
balanced it on the beam behind Constance. She removed several items
and held them in front of Constance continuing to grin like the
Cheshire cat.

"Know what these are sweetie?" she
hissed.

Constance didn't respond as she continued to
escalate in sexual stimulation. Kira compressed the handles of a
small plastic clothespin, placing the jaws over Constance's nipple
and releasing. Then she repeated the exercise with the other
nipple. Constance felt the pain shoot through her, extending
through her genitalia and continuing down to her toes. She closed
her eyes and moved against the appendage now more actively than
before in a state of sexual reverie.

"What the hell!" Kira barked in amazement.
"You're enjoying this aren't you bitch?"

Constance didn't respond but stared at Kira
with a strange, bemused expression in her eyes.

"What strange creatures our species!"
Constance thought to herself as she slowly gyrated against the
beam. "I can't believe that I'm really getting turned on by this
absurdity," she continued to think to herself. "There truly is a
dark side of me that I don't comprehend and it seems to have a mind
of its own," she continued in her inner thoughts.

"Let her stay like that for a few hours,"
Kira hissed. "She won't enjoy it for long."

Constance watched as they left the room and
closed the door. She continued to work her vagina against the large
appendage that penetrated deeply within her. She moaned softly as
the sensations built in intensity and she approached the threshold
of orgasm. Suddenly, she was caught up in the grip of an orgasm
that caused her to writhe and moan completely out of control,
ultimately screaming with the final, pulsating release.

When it finally subsided, Constance slumped
over, letting the wrist shackles and chains from above hold the
weight of her upper torso as she continued to straddle the wooden
beam. She opened her eyes and saw the wet residual coating on the
surface of the wood and the droplets running down her legs just
under the wet, matted hair below her pubic mound. She re-closed her
eyes and let her mind drift away, taking her thoughts toward Kelsey
and other fond memories of the past to await whatever Kira and Sue
had in mind for the next session.

Constance was awakened by the clatter of a
door to one of the unloading docks at the far end of the warehouse.
Several women gathered around the back of the trailer truck that
had backed up to the dock and started unloading computers, and
stereo systems along with other electronic contraband.

One of the women started a forklift and
drove within the trailer, retrieving a pallet of small white bags
that were shrink-wrapped, holding the load in place. The pallet was
driven up to a pile of old signs that leaned against a wall which
were slid to one side revealing a large door.

The forklift disappeared through the door
and down a steep ramp to a lower, basement level. The electronic
contraband was placed on large cargo dollies and rolled into the
opening following the forklift.

"What are you looking at Constance?" Sue
asked coarsely.

"Have a little side business Sue?" Constance
asked sarcastically. "What other kind of crap are you broads
involved in? Let's see, theft, drugs, prostitution, and ... Oh yes
I almost forgot, you murder people too don't you? You and Kira
murdered Kelsey didn't you?"

Sue sneered at Constance.

"You'll be joining Kelsey soon bitch! Just
keep shooting off your big mouth and it may be sooner than you
think!" She growled as she punched the red button, raising
Constance upward until the restraints on her ankles began to lift
the wooden sawhorse.

Sue untied Constance's ankle restraints and
continued to elevate her until her feet were about two feet off the
floor. Sliding the sawhorse over to one side, Sue picked up one of
the whips, whirled it around overhead and let it strike Constance
across her butt with a sharp snap. The searing pain shot through
Constance's body like a bolt of lightning. Again, the whip hissed
as it whirled through the air and connected with Constance's naked
thighs with snap. Constance began to wince, feeling the effects of
the burning pain as her neurons switched to the overload mode and
she began to feel chilblains forming on her skin.

"I have to get control here," Constance
thought to herself as she prepared for another impact of the
whip.

Kira stuck her head in the door and glared
at the spectacle. "Get in here Sue," she ordered as she motioned
with her hand. "We'll take care of the bitch later but let's see to
business first and pleasure later."

Sue tossed the whip on the table and headed
for the door to join the others in the lounge.

"See you later pussycat," she hissed as she
departed through the door.

Constance hung by her wrists as she recapped
Sue's words in her mind: "You'll be joining Kelsey soon."

The words echoed through her thoughts
repeatedly as she began to feel herself transitioning into a state
of mind that she hadn't experienced for over nine years, a state of
mind that she was trained to maintain in the heat of an extreme
survival environment when in the grip of "harm's way".

Suddenly, she felt a gentle touch on and her
thighs and butt and a feeling of caressing warmth. Constance looked
down and into the soft brown fawn eyes of Jazmine who was gently
applying an ointment to her large, red, swollen welts that extended
across her butt and thighs.

"This should ease the stinging a little
since it contains hydro-cortisone," Jazmine whispered as she
continued to apply the ointment. "I used this same tube on Kelsey
but she was whipped so unmercifully that she was beyond help. She
cried for mercy but they just kept on beating her until she passed
out."

Jazmine pointed toward the table at a black
rubber ball attached to a leather strap. "They put that gag in her
mouth because they said that the screams hurt their ears."

Tears trickled down Constance's cheeks.
"Perhaps she went into shock at some point," Constance said as her
voice took on a deep vibrato tone and her eyes became affixed on
the gag in a cold icy stare.

"Constance, I'm going to set you free but
you must take me with you. They'll kill me for sure," Jazmine said
as she walked toward the green lift control button.

"Stop Jazmine. I know what I'm doing dear.
Meet me back here at 3:30 in the morning. Can you get here at that
early hour?"

"Sure, but why not get the hell out of here
now?"

"Humor me dear! It will all be revealed to
you in due time." Constance replied in an almost unearthly tone as
her brain began to process a plan of recourse and resolve. "See you
in the morning.

***

"You know the drill Constance!" Kira yelled
through the door from the lounge. "Either hang around and be nice
or Loki will eat your liver!" she continued sarcastically as the
other women behind her in the lounge laughed mockingly.

Constance's arms and wrists were aching and
numb when she heard the door close and lock and the noise and
laughter ended abruptly.

"Alone at last!" she said aloud in relief as
Loki glanced up at her adoringly while wagging his tail in a
submissive manner.

Constance worked her thumbs against the
restraints as she hung. Both thumbs eventually slipped out of their
sockets allowing her hands to slip through the restraints and she
dropped to the floor, crouching like a cat while surveying the
large dark warehouse space.

Loki crawled over toward Constance with his
tail between his legs, whimpering submissively. Constance stood and
walked toward the lounge door as Loki followed close behind. She
felt her way along in the dark until she found the kitchen next to
the lounge. She opened the large refrigerator door, opened a can of
beer and rummaged through the stored food, selecting mostly the
higher protein items.

She began stuffing herself with cold
lunchmeat, occasionally tossing some to Loki who bolted it down
with one gulp. She found a jar of peanut butter in a cabinet. She
scooped out its contents with her fingers and ate most of it,
holding her hand down to Loki who obligingly licked her hand
clean.

She found her way into the lounge. A dim red
light over the exit door illuminated her way over to where she had
found the flashlight the night before.

"Let's go Loki, we have work to do!" she
ordered in a serious tone as she headed back into the
warehouse.

The signs that hid the door to the lower
level were made of thin metal and plastic making them easy to slide
to one side. There was a padlock on the door but Constance
remembered seeing one of the women place a key near the top of the
doorframe. She slid her fingers along the surfaces until she
touched the key. Unlocking the door, she entered and walked down a
steep ramp leading down into the darkness as Loki pressed close
against her legs.

The damp chill on Constance's naked body
felt miserable but she was determined to explore the secrets that
lay hidden below the building. She entered a room where several
pieces of old rusty equipment were stacked, The walls were of hand
cut stone and appeared to be old but one wall was of fairly new
cinderblock. She noticed that the tire marks from the forklift and
the footprints all went toward the cinderblock wall and
disappeared.

Pushing what appeared to be a loose block,
the wall began to rotate into a large area. Unlike the previous
room, the air was cool and dry, obviously from a large capacity
dehumidifier running at one end of the room. There were rows of
boxes stacked up to the ceiling containing new computers, stereos,
TVs and other items. At the back of the room was the pallet load of
white powder in small plastic bags, shrink-wrapped to the pallet.
The plastic was tough and she couldn't drive her fingernail
through, so she bit a small slit with her teeth. Tasting a particle
or two, she discovered it was Cocaine.

"Street value in the millions!" she said
aloud as Loki responded by cocking his head and gazing
affectionately at Constance.

"Well, what have we here?" she thought to
herself as she lifted a loose board on a wooden crate. "Holy shit!
AK-47 Assault Rifles," she said in amazement as she counted the 36
crates, each containing three rifles. "I wonder where the hell
these are going," she asked herself as a mental picture of a
bearded terrorist of Arabic decent flashed through her mind.

Across from the rifles was a stack of wooden
boxes under a tarp. Constance slid the tarp back and read the
stencil on the box. "Plastic Explosives!" she read aloud. What in
the hell are these bitches up to?"

Constance continued to explore the very
large space. At the rear of the room, she found several large
planks placed tightly together covering an opening in the cement
floor. Dragging them to one side, she discovered a crude stairway
leading down to a very old wooden door with rusted fittings
appearing centuries old. Constance tugged on an old rusty ring and
the door creaked loudly on three rusted hinges as it swung
open.

Constance was now two levels below ground as
she stepped through the ancient doorway. She directed the
flashlight down a long dark corridor. The ceiling was made of very
old, crudely fabricated bricks that were laid in such a manner as
to form an arch. The arched ceiling extended beyond the capacity of
the light and disappeared into a curtain of darkness and mist with
a cold, chilling affect

Every ten yards, there were arched doorways
to side rooms. The rooms had no floor, but had sandy dirt spread
unevenly across the rooms. She shined the beam of her light on some
markings in the brick. The very faint inscription read: "San
Francisco Brick Co, 1813," and bore a faded logo of the now extinct
company.

Constance walked forward cautiously with
Loki nervously pressing against her leg. Up ahead, she heard a
slight noise and Loki let out a low menacing growl. A fairly large
rat scampered across the corridor from one of the rooms and into a
hole in the bricks.

Constance broke out in chilblains. "Oh shit!
Why rats?" She said aloud as she experienced a flashback of being
in a rat infested prison in El Salvador when on an assignment
during her dark past. "Must be from the early 1800's," she thought
to herself as she directed the light down the corridor. "They might
have stored root vegetables down here like potatoes and turnips.
Could have been part of an old winery from that period too," she
continued to speculate to herself as she continued forward, turning
abruptly as another rat scampered across behind her.

She directed her light into the first room
on the left of the corridor. She was curious about a mound of dirt
at one end of the room so she kicked at it with her bare foot which
eventually touched something hard about six inches below the
surface. Bending down, she cleared away the soft dirt, exposing a
skull. Removing more dirt, she determined that she had found the
skeletal remains of a woman, probably buried there about fifty or
sixty years ago.

Above the shallow grave, she saw rusted
chains dangling from the ceiling. Faded, colored pictographs and
symbols were just barely visible over the entire surface of the
arched room. Strange grotesque figures painted in various sexual
positions. Some of the figures were of naked women while other
figures wore a hooded robe with skull-like faces.

At one end of the room was a structure
crudely made from brick and cement. The structure stood about four
foot high and was about six by four foot in length and width. Old,
rusted chains were attached to the four corners that were attached
to iron wrist and ankle restraints that had rusted almost beyond
recognition. Around the edge of the top surface, there was a gutter
like formation that led to the gargoyle like carved, stone head
with its mouth open and a very long tongue extending downward.
Below the open mouth, Constance saw a large urn adorned with a
monstrous head, it's large, gaping mouth open to catch the fluids
that would drop from the Gargoyle above.

Constance's eyes gazed at basically between
the apparent sacrificial altar and the frightening pictures on the
walls and ceilings. She envisioned in her mind's eye, the naked
women chained to the top of the altar awaiting whatever fate an
insane Cult Priestess had on her mind.

Constance stretched out on the altar
surface, running her hands and feet under the cold, rusted chains.
As she stared up at the frightening figures above the altar on the
ceiling, she felt herself start to become wet as she manipulated
her vaginal muscles and rotated her hips against the cold surface.
She reached down and gently touched herself to heighten the
pleasure as she relaxed her bladder, allowing the hot steaming
liquid to drain across the top and into the gutter.

She stretched her head over the side as the
urine began to drip down from the gargoyles open mouth and into the
open mouth of the urn below. As Constance felt herself being drawn
ever deeper into the overpowering sensual trance, Loki let out a
piercing series of barks directed at Constance , jarring Constance
's consciousness back to reality and she jumped from the table as
though hit with a thousand volts of electricity.

Constance slowly backed out of the room,
horrified at the strange spectacle. Continuing down the corridor,
her light focused on a pile of dirt in one of the rooms. The dirt
appeared to have been disturbed recently and she began to dig at
one end of the oblong pile. Eventually, her fingers pulled up a
lock of hair. She continued to remove the dirt and was suddenly
overwhelmed by a deep feeling of depression.

"Oh my God, it's Kelsey!" she said aloud in
a deep, unearthly tone of voice. "You're dead meat Kira and Sue,
you're dead meat for sure! Get the hell back Loki!" she ordered as
the dog sniffed at the corpse. "Get out!" she screamed, pointing at
the arched doorway as the dog cowered and backed away.

The air became repugnant as she continued to
clear away the dirt from Kelsey's body. Constance evaluated the
extent of decomposition, determining that she had been dead for at
least four or five days. The flashlight revealed the massive welts
across her butt and thighs. Some of the larger welts had even burst
open from the repeated impact of the whipping.

"Oh my God, my poor baby!" Constance
responded sadly. "Why, why, why?"

She asked aloud as she stood up, looking
down at the atrocity that lay before her. "Why would anyone do this
to such a kind hearted, free spirited little soul like Kelsey," she
mourned as she gazed down at the poor little waif, lying there so
lonely in her crudely constructed grave.

Constance turned and gazed at Loki who was
crouched in the archway gazing pitifully back at her. The dog's
ears jumped straight up as a chilling sound came from the
unexplored end of the corridor. Constance crept over to the door
and peered out toward the dark abyss in the same direction that
Loki was staring so intently. The sound came again, an unearthly
moan that sent chills through Constance as she frantically searched
the dark corridor with the beam of her flashlight.

One green eye glowed back at them as they
stood petrified. It was the most ugly, largest tomcat that
Constance had ever seen. It was a dark gray in color, exhibiting
several large scars, had one ear missing and a grotesque empty eye
socket that caused one side of its head to appear withered and
grotesque.

It glared intently at Loki with its one
large green eye, illuminated by Constance's flashlight. Loki was
now crouched and ready to attack. Confused by this unearthly sight,
the dog whined and curled around behind Constance's legs, peering
around them at the cat who was slowly advancing while hissing and
moaning with a deep reverberating sound.

"You're a big help you silly wuss!"
Constance said mockingly as she looked down at Loki.

Constance picked up a loose brick and hurled
it in the direction of the cat causing a distraction as it
clattered against the wall of the corridor. Loki let out a string
of barks in succession as it lunged forward toward the cat.
Surprised, the cat shot away into the darkness.

"There must be another way in and out of
here," Constance thought to herself as she began to follow the
cat's footprints down the corridor. The prints led her into a room
where the ceiling had caved in, leaving a pile of bricks, cement
and other debris. Slowly working her way around the pile, she felt
a slight draft coming from an opening that led upward.

Carefully working her way through, she came
up into the rubble of an old building that had burned and collapsed
within itself. Through the rubble, she recognized the lights from
the entrance to the old DeFrantz Hotel on the opposite side of the
street. An old derelict hotel used now only by transients and
prostitutes.

Constance climbed back down the opening and
headed back toward the old produce warehouse as Loki followed along
behind. She pulled the ancient door closed behind her and made her
way up to the main door, closing it and pulling the signs back into
place. Entering the lounge, she opened a can of beer from the
refrigerator behind the bar. The clock on the wall said 2:45
AM.

Jazmine arrived at 3:07AM, let herself in
and went immediately to where she knew Constance would be hanging
by her wrists.

"What in the world? How in the heck did she
get loose from the chains?" she asked aloud as she looked up at the
wrist cuffs in total disbelief.

"I have ways dear," Constance replied,
peering through the doorway from the lounge. "What time do you
expect Kira and Sue?"

"I heard Sue say that she would be in about
5:30 AM and she had invited the others to watch her whip you to
death. Kira usually comes in around 6:00 AM but it might be earlier
since the other girls want to be here when they whip you to
shreds."

Constance picked up the wall phone and
dialed in the restricted number of Mary Daniel's home phone. She
covered everything that she had found in the secret cellars below
the warehouse. The information about the assault rifles and the
plastic explosives sent Mary into ecstasy as she took notes.

When Constance was finished, she paused for
a moment. "Mary, I want you to promise that you'll make
arrangements to have Kelsey's body transported to a funeral home in
Bakersfield. It would mean a lot to me if you could keep Kelsey's
name out of the report. She wasn't involved in any of the criminal
activities and I would owe you a big one if you could keep her name
clean," Constance requested in a polite but firm tone.

"Constance, this falls under the FBI
jurisdiction more than the agency, but for providing one of the
Senior FBI agents with a windfall like this which I'm just about to
do, I think I can arrange it." Mary responded with a sincere tone
of voice. "While I have you on the phone Constance and being an
expert on cults, how do you perceive what you found in the old
brick sub-cellar?"

"It probably was started in about the 1940's
and the cult's `Alpha Female' or her family probably owned the
warehouse, built over the old brick cellar which probably came into
existence in about 1813. I'd like to research the history on it
myself if it's okay with you and the Bureau. There might just be a
story that would support a best seller."

As Constance hung up the phone, she looked
toward Jazmine. "Nobody will be whipping me or anyone else to
shreds ever again around this evil place!" Constance announced in
her deep intense tone of voice. "In fact my dear, Kira and Sue
won't be doing much of anything when I get through with them!"
Constance continued as she began to drag the wooden sawhorse across
the floor and place it directly under the hanging wrist
restraints.

Constance leaped gracefully like a cat, up
and on the crossbeam of the sawhorse, balancing herself as she
slipped her hands back through the restraints.

"Jazmine, be a dear and drag this damned
thing over to the side where it was before would you?"

Jazmine did what she was told as Constance
hung suspended by her wrists.

"Now here's what I want you to do dear,"
Constance ordered. "Take Loki and get out of here now. I don't want
you anywhere in the vicinity when the shit hits the fan.

Constance continued to instruct Jazmine to
go the CVG Airport, get her car out of long term parking after
explaining where the keys were hidden under the body frame and
return to the area, remaining out of sight of the front entrance.
She also told her that there was money in her wallet, locked in the
trunk of the Beamer.

"Now listen very carefully dear, I want you
to park the Beamer in front of the DeFrantz Hotel at exactly 5:45AM
this morning, in other words, about two hours & 45 minutes from
now. Do you have enough money to take a cab to the CVG
Airport?"

"Uh, yes!" Jazmine responded.

"Okay then, get the hell out of here and
take Loki with you on a leash," Constance ordered. "Oh by the way
Jazmine, I'm putting my trust in you girl." Constance hesitated and
stared intently into Jazmine's eyes. "If you just take off and
leave me holding the bag, I'll find you," Constance said softly but
with a deep threatening undertone.

"Constance, I promise you that I'll be
there. You have no call to take that tone with me. I've been your
friend through all of this and you know it!"

Constance's intense stare softened to a
warm, kind gaze from her pale blue eyes and she smiled
affectionately at Jazmine, continuing to hang, suspended by her
wrists from the chains above.

Jazmine gently wrapped her arms around
Constance's long, sinuous, muscular legs and placed her cheek
lovingly against the soft skin of her inner thigh. Then she
attached a leash to Loki and they both disappeared through the door
leading to the rear loading dock.

***

Constance recapped everything that she saw
and heard in her mind as she hung by her wrists from the chains
that were part of an old chain hoist. She slowly swung back and
forth as she reviewed her thoughts with her eyes fixed intently
upon the whip that was no doubt used on Kelsey, causing her cruel
demise by the twisted minds of Kira and Sue.

She thought about her earlier phone
conversation with Mary Ellison, Administrative Director for the LA
office of the CIA. Constance's roughly laid plan began to clearly
form in her mind as the clock ticked away the time. She knew that
she only had a matter of a few minutes to implement and complete
her plan from the time that Sue and Kira would arrive to the
pre-scheduled time of the FBI and Local Police raid that Mary had
promised to arrange.

Constance had dozed off for a short period
of time when she heard the heavy, steel front door slam with a
metallic clack.

"I have to force myself to become fully
conscious and operational and right now!" Constance thought to
herself as she concentrated on increasing her heart rate from its'
usual 65 beats per minute to about 98. She felt the blood rushing
to her brain and felt the warmth of oxygen-enriched blood rushing
through her major muscles.

Constance's pale blue eyes turned toward Sue
as she entered her line of vision in a cold icy stare. Her mind and
body was now in a state of siege. This mode of body and mind
preparation was part of her intense training in a remote Japanese
temple, a cult of females where she had been raised by a priestess
who was a direct descendent of the Emperor.

This cult of cat-like women was located on a
small remote island, part of a string of islands located off the
Southern tip of Japan called the Ryukyu Islands. Constance had been
very secretive about her origin and dark past.

"Well bitch, Tired of just hanging around
and anxious to get into the fun?" Sue hissed mockingly, showing her
large carnivorous teeth in her large evil grin

. Constance said nothing but continued to
stare into Sue's bloodshot eyes.

"I'll wait until some of my friends get
here, then I'm gonna whip the shit out of you bitch!" Sue said
laughingly.

"Why wait Sue, why not a little taste of
what you can do?" Constance said coldly.

Sue glared at Constance, picked up the
braided leather whip and cracked it across Constance's thighs.
Instead of screaming with pain, Constance moaned in ecstasy,
writhing and sliding her long, shapely legs together.

Sue looked startled as she drew back for
another lash.

"Put one between my legs and across my
genitals Sue. I want to feel it there!" Constance moaned as though
thoroughly enjoying the experience and the pain.

"You little bitch. You like it don't
you?"

"Mmmmm!!" Constance responded loudly as she
parted her legs, exposing her genitals. Her labia extended outward
from the parted vulva, moving and pulsating as though they were
alive and with a mind of their own. The wet, viscous fluids from
within Constance's open, throbbing vagina glistened as the big
halogen lights above reflected off of the wetness of the spectacle
in front of Sue's lusting eyes.

"Well you little bitch, you really are into
this aren't you. Maybe I should just keep you around as my slave.
You could lay at my feet and I could keep you on a chain next to
Loki. You could slide up between my legs and lick me out whenever I
wanted. Would you like that bitch?"

Constance didn't respond. Instead, she drew
both legs upward until both thighs were against her stomach,
spreading them apart to stretch her genitals further open. She
began making a deep moaning sound, much like a cat in heat. She
looked up at the ceiling, rolling her large blue eyes in total
ecstasy.

Sue moved closer, sliding the handle of the
whip between the open, drenching wet lips of Constance's
genitals.

"Mmmmm!" Constance responded again as the
spherical handle made contact with her clitoris, causing her to
wriggle and gyrate her hips.

Sue dropped the whip, stepped closer and
pressed her mouth into Constance's gaping genital interior,
extending her tongue deep into Constance while wrapping her large
muscular arms around Constance 's butt. Constance continued to hold
her legs almost straight up as she looked down at the top of Sue's
head with an intense, severe flash of resolve in her cold pale-blue
eyes.

As though Constance was struck with a bolt
of lightning, her body lurched in a gigantic spasm of muscular
reflex. Her legs aligned with the horizon, then came together like
a gigantic pair of scissors, her right thigh smacking Sue's neck
while the left caught with the side of her throat. The resulting
misaligned impact caused Sue's to be stunned and trapped. Constance
increased the pressure of the scissors hold and Sue struggled
albeit futilely, slapping at the thick muscled thighs around her
neck. Sue's struggles abated slowly.

The pulleys attached near the roof that held
the chains by which Constance was suspended, clanked loudly as the
shock wave of her abrupt, explosive movement traveled up the
chains.

Sue went totally limp and fell to the floor
like a large sack of soft lard. Her eyes looked up at Constance as
her life slowly drifted into unconsciousness. She would be out for
some time.

The last thing she saw was the intense
revenge in Constance's icy stare. "Just a little something from
Kelsey," Constance said in a cold, low, unearthly tone

. Constance hung for a few seconds watching
the light of life fade away in Sue's bulging eyes. She then
dislocated her thumbs and slid out of the wrist restraints, hitting
the floor in a crouch over Sue's lifeless body like a large cat
just after a struggle.

The door to the lounge slammed back against
the wall as Kira stepped through, followed by five of the other
women who came to watch Constance's demise at the hands of Kira and
Sue.

"What in the hell is this!" Kira screamed in
horror as she stared at Sue's lifeless body. "What have you done to
her bitch?"

Constance remained crouched like a stealthy
cat, staring coldly into Kira's cruel eyes. Her body and mind had
now made the total shift to the "siege" mode. As her body's
metabolism sped up to an astonishing rate, the movements of her
adversaries began to slow as though in slow motion.

Kira moved forward toward Constance at a
dead run.

"Gonna blow your damned head off bitch!" she
screamed as she unzipped the front of her leather jacket and began
to pull a small handgun from a shoulder holster

. Her jacket was now completely open down
the front, revealing the cleavage of Kira's breasts and the upper
portion of her abdomen.

Constance's pale blue eyes were now almost
iridescent as she continued to stare into Kira's eyes. As she
sprang forward from her crouched position, she flattened her right
hand, locking it very stiff and robust into a form of a right
angle.. As she grabbed Kira's gun hand with her left hand, she
slammed the hand into Kira's nose. The room was silent except for
the sound of the breaking of cartilage in Kira's nose, while it was
being rammed into her brain.

Kira screamed and dropped the handgun. Blood
gushing from her nose a look of sheer horror on her face. She fell
to her knees holding her bloody nose then fell face first onto the
concrete floor. Out cold..

"I'm Kelsey's Avenging Angel of Death, come
to send you to hell you evil bitch," Constance announced to the
group, in a low but intense tone of voice.

Part of the ancient culture under which
Constance was raised, was to mark you territory on your mortal
enemy's body when vanquished by your own hand. It's a secret ritual
and can't be discussed at this time.

Constance moved the still unconscious Sue
next to Kira, both out cold. She placed one of her feet so that her
right foot was next to Sue's head and the left was next to Kira's.
She began to squat slowly over the two motionless women, and a
golden stream began to spout from her crotch. She was marking her
territory by pissing on the two slime balls.

Constance now stood facing them, blood
covered her right hand from the punch to Kira and as well as a few
trickles of pee, that ran down her inner thighs

"Kira won't be working with you girls in the
future. Her heart just isn't in it anymore," she said
sardonically.

The moments of silence that followed was
broken by a sudden burst of gunfire from an automatic rifle. A
garbled voice over a bullhorn out in the street and the loud bang
of a battering ram against the front door told Constance that it
was time to "get the hell out of Dodge."

She bolted toward the sliding door to the
cellar, threw the signs clear, unlocked and slid to door to one
side and disappeared into the dark abyss below. She had
thoughtfully laid the flashlight on the floor just inside the door
which she grabbed as she ran. She tugged the ancient, wooden door
open and ran along the corridor as rats scurried across the
flashlight beam. She found the room where the ceiling had collapsed
and squeezed through the narrow crevasse until she saw the faint
morning light above.

She crawled out of the ruins of the old
burned, collapsed building and looked across the street toward the
DeFrantz Hotel. She breathed a sigh of relief when she saw her
Beamer parked at the curb. Three large youths about age18 or 19
were trying to get Jazmine to open the door. The only thing that
deterred their access was Loki. His large head was lurching from
side to side as the men tried to open the doors and his viscous,
aggressive lunges deterred their progress.

The largest alpha male of the group saw
Constance approaching the Beamer. The muscles of her slender, naked
body rippled as she gracefully walked across the street. Her
resilient body absorbed the motions of her stride and her head
floated motionless in a forward direction; her eyes fixed intently
on the large youth moving toward her.

"Hey Poon Babe! Where'd you come from?
Wooooo! Look at you mamma! I got somthin fo you to wrap doze big,
long legs aroun baby! Woooeeeee! Ask an ye shall reeeceeeive! The
big 6' 4" teenager yelled as he walked toward Constance who was now
in the middle of the deserted street.

When the big youth reached to grab
Constance's wrist, he found himself spinning in midair, manipulated
by movements faster than he had ever seen, followed by a hard
landing on paving bricks that formed the street. His lights went
out suddenly as his head impacted the hard surface. The other two
youths backed away, holding their hands with palms up in a
submissive gesture.

Constance slid in behind the wheel. Loki,
excited with Constance's presence, lapped the side of her face with
his tongue as his tail slapped against the window.

"Is he dead?" Jazmine asked as she looked at
the big kid stretched out in the street.

"No, he'll be alright. Fortunately his brain
is in his dick and not his head like most folks," Constance replied
sarcastically as she put the Beamer in gear and headed out from the
curb.

Pulling up to the curb about two blocks down
from the produce warehouse, Constance removed a pair of binoculars
form the glove compartment. The lights atop the police cars flashed
in the dim light morning light as men clad in black uniforms and
baseball caps ran in and out of the building, dragging the women
form the Inner Sanctum as they struggled to get free. Standing on
the sidewalk near the main door, she saw Mary Ellison engaged in
conversation with a tall slender man in a black suit and tie.

Constance flipped on her cell phone and
dialed a number. "Hi Mary, is that your FBI friend that you
mentioned and is he elated at what was found?"

"Constance?"

"Uh huh."

The moment was interrupted as a large truck
from the Bomb Squad whizzed by followed by an ambulance with their
sirens screaming. They both pulled up in front of the warehouse
entrance.

"Tell the Bomb Squad that it would be easier
for them to pull around back to the loading dock so they can load
the plastic explosives with a forklift sitting in the storage
room," Constance commented laughingly.

"I'll tell them honey," Mary replied shaking
her head. "Where the hell are you sweetie? How the hell did you
take those two behemoths down the way you did? I haven't seen that
kind of brutal combat since we encountered the Russian Mafia in
Prague back in the old days.

"It was self-defense Mary."

"That was apparent Constance. The bureau or
CPD won't need to talk to you. You can just disappear back into
your twilight world or wherever it is that you go. If you ever want
to come back to the agency again, just let me know. There's only
one like you in this world that I know of!"

"Bye bye Mary," Constance replied as she
pulled out and headed for the coast highway.

***

Constance lay back in her large bathroom
Jacuzzi filled with very hot water as she sipped her double vodka
on the rocks. A slight fragrance of lotus blossoms filled the air
as she savored the memories of Kelsey and the sweet revenge that
was inflicted upon her assailants.

She lazily gazed over at the transparent
shower door when Jazmine began humming a sweet little tune, the way
Kelsey did when she showered. Jazmine's smooth ebony skin in
contrast against the light blue tile of the illuminated shower was
strikingly beautiful as she applied soap to her delicate parts,
smiling sweetly and beautifully as the hot, steamy water caressed
her slender body.

Jazmine turned off the water valve and
stepped out on the white bathroom carpet and gazed back with
pleasure at Constance.

"Feel good honey?" she asked as she smiled
impishly at Constance.

"Uh huh, heavenly."

"Want some company in there?" Jazmine asked
as she strolled across the room toward Constance.

Constance held up her right hand and waved a
gesture in a manner that meant: "welcome to my Jacuzzi."

Jazmine stepped in and leaned back against
the opposite wall of the oval tub. Jazmine and Constance arranged
their legs in such a manner that genitals touched together under
the swirling surface of the water and they began to slowly move,
causing the sensations of soft skin against soft skin.

Constance handed Jazmine her vodka glass.
"Sip?" she asked as she watched Jazmine take a mouthful and wrinkle
her nose in displeasure.

"You have to develop a taste for straight
vodka baby. It's not like drinking pop."

Both women continued to relax and enjoy the
moment in silence, deep in thought of the fiasco that took place
earlier that morning at the produce warehouse. Constance held out
both hands toward Jazmine with her palms up.

Jazmine placed her hands in Constance's and
was pulled closer until lips gently touched. Jazmine uncoupled her
legs from their position and slid over the top of Constance until
she was looking straight down into her eyes. She parted her lips
and pressed them over Constance's lips, slowly sliding her tongue
into her mouth. Constance returned the gesture by extending her
very long and muscular tongue deep within Jazmine's mouth as they
both tightened the grip with their arms and legs.

"I love you Constance," she said trembling
slightly as she continued the deep kissing.

"I love you too baby," Constance replied in
a whisper.

As they both stepped out of the Jacuzzi
Constance grabbed a large bath towel from the rack. She wrapped it
around Jazmine's body and pulled her close, softly kissing her lips
as she gently dried Jazmine's back.

Constance dropped down to her knees and
began drying Jazmine's genitals and inner thighs with the heavy,
soft bath towel. As Constance was sliding the towel down the back
of Jazmine's legs, she gently brushed her lips across Jazmine's
shaved mound.

The sensations of the smooth skin on her
lips, slightly damp from the Jacuzzi, heightened Constance's
passions as she continued to gently apply the towel down Jazmine's
legs and feet. Jazmine had backed up against the vanity as
Constance pressed her lips further under her mound, parting her
vulva to the extent that she felt the hot, slippery interior of her
genitals.

Jazmine swooned in pleasure as Constance
slid her long, textured tongue deeply along the front wall of
Jazmine's vagina as she pivoted her hips forward, while resting her
butt against the front edge of the vanity, making her womanhood
more accessible to her new lover.

Constance manipulated her "G" spot with the
tip of her tongue, occasionally withdrawing it from the depths and
sliding the tip up into her urethra and across her clitoris with
electrifying results. During Jazmine's deep, intensive orgasm, she
momentarily lost control of her bladder, delivering a sudden burst
of the hot, acidic liquid into Constance 's mouth, now tightly
pressed against the interior if her genitals.

The sudden, unexpected moment of deviant
pleasure made Constance's own genitalia throb. Longing to be
touched, Constance slid her finger inside and against her own clit
as she felt herself starting into the throws of an orgasm. Jazmine,
knowing that her screams were excessive, grabbed another towel and
held it to her mouth as her womanhood began to explode deep within
with pulsating spasms that made her bend forward and press
Constance 's mouth and head more firmly against her.

They both collapsed to the floor at once.
They gazed into each other's eyes as they lay on the damp, deep
piled bathroom carpet. Constance raised her hand and gently touched
Jazmine's cheek, caressing it ever so gently as she continued to
silently gaze into her soft, fawn eyes. Without a spoken word or a
whisper, Constance formed the three words with her mouth: "I love
you."

Jazmine smiled softly back at her, unable to
speak as her heart rate began to slow back towards normal.

Even though Jazmine was in her early 20s',
Constance made her enroll in adult high school courses resulting in
her obtaining a diploma. Jazmine continued her education at adult
classes at a NKU extension facility where she obtained a degree in
nursing. She met a young man who also attended classes,
subsequently married him and had three little boys. They are all
living a normal, happy life near Lexington.

"Constance? Oh..., she's still a loner. She
seems to intimidate people with her unusual skills and weird
temperament so she stays by herself and continues to do research at
Berkley and write. She's content with her own company but for the
rest of her days, she has no doubt that she'll continue to see the
ghost of her little Kelsey doing her mischievous little antics and
teasing in such a delightful way in her mind's eye."

END. .




A Dream Come True

 It's that time of
the day for me, the enjoyable ordeal of my exquisite fantasy, my
masturbation ritual, my dream of what I want to do, what I have
never done, and nearly drive myself crazy with this obsession. A
world, of butt plugs, analingus and domination.

It is only behind a locked door that I submit to
myself to my fantasy. What I am. Only beneath the shimmer of bath
bubbles, piled high, do I give myself permission to indulge in my
fantasies and to remember what it is to be a woman, sensual and
alive.

For, if I admitted to the yearnings of my
body, much less my soul, she, my lover, would turn from me in
disgust and call me a whore. She would berate me for the wanderings
of my sinful mind, just as he reminds me of the shame I should feel
for that which I have known, whether it be the cyclic breath of a
shared climax, the taboo of a powder room rendezvous or a private
photo shoot featuring my shaved sex..

If truth be told, it's not shame I
experience in the recollection, rather nostalgia. What I wouldn't
give to feel the trembling within my belly and the heat rising from
my skin, not to mention that undeniable ache between my thighs, on
the cusp of that first solid tongue thrust.

Thus, as respectable as I'm directed to be,
I find the inklings (or remnants) of myself where I'm free to be
the woman I remember myself to be -- the woman I was before we
became us -- as I prepare for my bath.

With a firm latching of the door behind me,
I turn to choose the silken bubbles that characterize my mood.
Tonight, shall it be French Apple Blossom or Midnight Pomegranate?
Ah, Sensual Amber, earthy like the incense I once burned.

And I begin filling the tub.

After peeling away my dress and thigh-high
stockings, I hesitate just for a moment before the mirror as I
unhook my bra and free my breasts. I lift my arms over my head,
just to give them that little extra lift and roundness. Even I am
impressed.

Turning my back toward the mirror, I admire
the tanned flesh over taut sinews and the yantra tattooed at the
lower curve of my spine, near the second chakra, from the days when
sex was sacred.

As I continue gazing over my shoulder, I
lean forward, accentuating the curve of my ass in the mirror's
reflection with the arch of my back, and ease my panties over my
hips and thighs, only to let them rest over and upon one ankle
before kicking them away.

Quieting the rush from the faucet, I step
into water nearly too hot to endure; yet, this is the way I like
it. Beads of perspiration form on my brow within seconds. Sinking
back, I pull the foam toward me, covering my breasts, and dry my
hands so I might easily bring the wineglass to my lips. A taste, a
deep breath and the whisper of a sigh.

"Welcome home, my child," the water beckons
as I unfold and ease into the gentle undulations created by the
subtle movements of my limbs.

I close my eyes and contemplate who might
inspire the evening's fantasy. Shall I allow the Jehovah's Witness
lady to seduce and tempt me? Or the well-built new neighbor next
door, about my age? Shall I submit to a well-deserved flogging or a
tender caress? Perhaps, but please don't tell, I might fall into
the sweetness of my dearest girlfriend's pouty pink lips, as much
as I love to see her smile.

Of course, Lover is the name I have given
her. And the one I choose to imagine close to me. She always is and
forever will be.

Over the course of the past couple of days,
I have seen enough about Lover to fall in love with her. I wonder
if stress keeps her up at night; will she tell me her stories of
heartbreak and betrayal. Does she enjoy Argentinean Malbec over the
in-your-face fruit of an Australian Shiraz. She may be blind as a
bat; yet, even so, she looks quite stylish in her designer glasses.
She is an incredibly beautiful girl with rather short black hair
that was spiky on top she's my everything.

Yes, I'm hopeful that, just as I am, she's
unmarried, too. Nevertheless, I know the details. Every night, the
obligatory act. No one is touching her, caressing her, the way I
would.

I can't help imagining what it would be for
her to accompany me home to allow the weekly Saturday evening wine
tasting to linger, sipping from a glass of the Insignia that I've
been holding for an unspecified special occasion.

Perhaps she and a girl friend had an
argument earlier in the day. You know how it goes, "Our lovemaking
is always so one-sided. What about my needs? Why do I always have
to end up on my back without a moment's consideration for my
climax? I want my panties to be wet with desire. I want to need
you, but I don't. You don't give me the opportunity."

Over a healthy pour, she speaks of her
frustration and wonders when sex became a chore rather than
bliss.

As I notice a single tear streaming down her
cheek, I embrace and comfort her.

"I know," I tell her. "I know so well."

As we pull from the embrace, we both notice
the longing within one another's eyes. It's the longing that has
seems to have always been there, for which we've both
overcompensated with charming dialog, manicured nails and community
service.

"Let me love you," I beg her as I walk
around the kitchen island to where she's pulled up a seat.

The undulations amid the bathwater increase
in intensity as I imagine what it would be to love my Lover as she
deserves to be loved.

I want to lay her down and touch those
delicate petals, savoring her musky-sweet nectar upon my
tongue.

Indeed, my muscles tighten slightly as I
take in my own first finger.

"Let me save you from what it's become," I
plead, "Or at least give you reprieve from the ennui of life at
home."

Two fingers, and she gasps.

With her skirt hiked high upon her hips, I
fill her with my fingers while drawing upon her tight brown rosebud
with my mouth, engaging both my lips and tongue. I plunge my tongue
wantonly into the dark recessed opening of her ass.

"Dammit, Lover, I love you."

Three fingers -- deep, ferocious and full of
love.

How desperately I long for her to articulate
her passion, but she simply moans and grinds ever more deeply upon
my hand.

The bath overflows with the crest of my own
undulations, slopping soapy water upon the tiles. I have no idea
how it could have happened; but, at that moment, the wine bottle
sitting near my glass on the toilet seat topples over, splattering
cabernet against the wall and upon the fixtures, soaking the roll
of bath tissue a scarlet red.

I can only assume that the intensity of my
need for her and the energy gestated on the cusp on my own orgasm
are to blame.

"Feel me, Lover," I speak slowly in what
amounts to a shakti-like groan. "I need you to feel me."

As I thrust a fourth finger in deep, we both
come, the Lover of my fantasies and I amid the undulations.

"I am your mistress. Squeeze my hand. Come.
Yes, come, my love," I whisper.

As I catch my breath, arched back upon the
porcelain, I take in the wine stains and puddles of bathwater.

Once the throbbing has subsided and the
swelling within my own petals has diminished, I find the fortitude
to get upon my hands and knees, scrubbing the tile and fixtures
with my bare ass high in the air, so as to leave no trace of my
passion.

Yet, she will always be with me through my
longing, my love and my desire. I will treasure the fantasy of her
sweet surrender to my dominance within each solitary
undulation.

For, she is and forever will be, my Lover.
My everything. I smile and move to the comfort of my inviting
pillow top mattress on my king size bed, with the fluffy down
comforter.

***

My name is Carrie and I am twenty-six years
old. It was an unusually warm Sunday evening at my apartment as I
sat up from my bed and cleared my eyes. It was just nearing the
middle of my two-week vacation and I still hadn't done very much
during my time off.

I kept finding myself sitting at home for
most of the day staring out of my window through the blinds at my
new neighbor who a few days earlier had moved into the apartment
next to mine and I had become very curious about who she was. I
knew that it was a girl who looked my age, so I was especially
excited about it. It wasn't until now that I decided to go over and
introduce myself. Since I live alone at my I could wear whatever I
wanted.

I have medium length brown hair with blonde
highlights which I always liked to keep tied back. I also had long
slender legs and bright blue eyes. I looked out of my window one
last time to see what was going on next door. There was another
window only feet from mine which also had closed blinds and the
light at the front door was on, so I knew someone was home. I
changed into a white t-shirt and yoga pants before I left my
apartment to go greet my new neighbors.

I walked the steps to her apartment and
knocked on the door three times, waiting for someone to answer.
Within a few seconds I heard the door unlock and open for me.
Standing there was an incredibly beautiful girl with rather short
black hair that was spiky on top.

She was wearing only a pair of black soccer
shorts and a black tank top which showed off her stomach. I was
surprised at how nice she looked, and I couldn't help but smile to
myself.

"Hi!" she said happily.

"Oh...Hi there!" I answered. "I'm Carrie,
your new neighbor."

"Hey Carrie, nice to meet you." she said.
"I'm Miranda."

"Hi Miranda. Ummm...am I bothering you at
all right now?" I asked nervously.

"Of course, not Carrie. I was just
doing...well no you're not bothering me at all. Would you like to
come in?"

I started to smile and put my hands behind
my back.

"Okay."

I walked inside the apartment and looked
around. The entire main floor was dark and there was a faint light
coming from up the stairs ahead of me. Miranda closed the door and
turned to me.

"I'm the only one living here right now
Carrie. My new roommate, Samantha, doesn't move in until Tuesday."
Miranda said.

"So you have the apartment all to yourself
for that long?" I said.

"My rent is a killer and I need someone to
share the load, you have to trust me. We both work in this city so
I will be alone quite often."

"That must be great."

Miranda returned my smile and narrowed her
eyes.

"It has its moments."

We stood and looked at each other for a few
seconds.

"Let's go upstairs and I'll show you my room
Carrie."

"Okay." I replied.

She ran her hand through her hair as I
walked up the stairs in front of her. When we got to the top
Miranda led me down the hallway to her bedroom. It was huge and
full of lots of great stuff. She had a large bed in the corner. An
oversize leather recliner, and even a small TV with a DVD
player.

Like any single girl's room there was a few
clothes scattered randomly on the floor but nothing serious. I
walked over to her bed and sat down while Miranda walked past me
and sat in the recliner without taking her eyes off of me once.

I wanted to tell her how beautiful she
looked but I still felt a little shy in her presence. She had the
slightest bit of a tan and a body almost identical to mine. I
noticed that Miranda's breasts seemed a little bigger than mine as
they slightly stretched the shirt she was wearing.

"So are you sharing you apartment right now
Carrie?" Miranda asked.

"No, I am alone actually."

"So no one knows you're over here?"

Miranda's smile turned into a wide grin as
she closed her eyes and took a deep breath before looking at me
again.

"Do you have a boyfriend Carrie?" she
asked.

"Well...no but I..."

"That's okay Carrie, I don't either. I've
never seen a good guy before in my life."

Now was my chance to jump in and give her a
compliment.

"I'm surprised Miranda, you look so
beautiful." I said, smiling at her.

Miranda slowly crossed her legs and narrowed
her eyes.

"You're quite the hottie yourself there
Carrie."

We both continued to smile and even giggle
to each other from our compliments. Immediately I could feel the
tension and inhibitions between us begin to fly out the window.

Miranda leaned forward and looked as if she
was staring at my legs for a second.

"Ohhh, I just remembered something I got
from my brother that I wanted to take a look at Carrie!"

"What's that?" I asked.

"Well I sorta borrowed this DVD from him a
few days ago and I've never had the chance to see what's really on
it. Wanna take a look Carrie?"

"Sure, sounds fun." I answered.




Chapter Two

Miranda reached under her bed and pulled out
a DVD from under a pile of her clothes. She looked at me, smiling,
before turning and inserting it into her DVD player. She then
grabbed the remote and jumped onto the bed making me bounce up and
down. We both laughed for a few seconds and then she sat down
beside me and turned the TV on.

"What do you think it is?" I asked.

"I'm not sure. I'm hoping its porno; I love
watching that stuff. Don't you Carrie?"

"Well...I don't really..."

"Oh, come on girl! You can't tell me you've
never watched that stuff before." she said, smiling at me
brightly.

"Well maybe once I guess." I whispered.

"Mmmmm hmm..." Miranda said quietly.

She pressed play on the remote and began to
fast forward until the movie actually started. I missed what the
title of the movie was, but I easily realized that it was indeed a
porno as it began.

Before almost anything was said between the
characters on the screen they quickly groped each other and started
to take off their clothes. My eyes immediately widened, and I began
to feel a wonderful sensation between my legs as I watched the man,
and the woman kiss and touch each other.

"Mmmm...guess I was right about this video."
Miranda said.

I looked at her for a second and then turned
my gaze back to the two on the screen. Without knowing it I
slightly began to squirm and move around next to Miranda. I
couldn't deny the feeling that I was getting from watching the
incredibly hot love scene. When the two were finally naked and on
top of each other I could barely contain myself. I ran my hand
through my hair with one hand very quickly and kept my eyes locked
on the screen.

"Do you like this as much as I do Carrie?"
Miranda asked.

"I... oh god it's making me feel hot
Miranda." I replied.

As soon as I realized what I had said I
began to blush tall over. Miranda looked at my body and then into
my eyes in a seductive manner.

"Do you feel like touching yourself honey?"
she whispered.

I didn't know what to say back. I couldn't
tell if she wanted me to say yes, or if she was only joking with
me. I finally took a risk and told Miranda what I really felt,
hoping she was thinking the same thing.

"Miranda...I... yes I do."

"Then lets both do it. I'm feeling so wet
right now I have to."

I took one hand and slowly placed it in my
lap and let my other hand gently cup my breast. I took a deep
breath as I felt my fingers brush very close to my wet crotch. I
could feel the moisture soaking into my yoga pants and when I
looked down I noticed a small stain on them.

"Ohhh Miranda...I've never done this in
front of anyone before. It's so different." I whispered.

Miranda already had one hand inside her
soccer shorts and the other on her squirming thigh as she looked up
at me.

"Mmmmmm it feels so good doesn't it honey?
Play with yourself for me Carrie, you look so hot when you touch
yourself like that."

I slowly let my fingers slip in and out of
my wet vagina, slowly increasing my pace in sync with Miranda's
video. moments later I began to moan with the same intense pleasure
as the characters in the movie. It was the greatest feeling in the
world for me to excite myself in front of someone else. Miranda
couldn't take her eyes off my body and I couldn't blame her.

Seeing another girl as horny as I was with
her hand between her legs would be unbelievable for me too. While
still watching me, she ran her other hand through her spiky hair
slowly.

"Damn girl, you're good at this." Miranda
said, staring at my body.

I took my eyes off the screen and looked at
her hand between her legs. I couldn't believe that the view was
making me even more aroused than the video itself. A deep desire
broke loose from within me at that instant. I wanted to see
Miranda's naked pussy so badly that I couldn't stand it.

My hand was now pumping faster within my
moist cunt and the feeling was becoming more incredible by the
second.

"Oh shit! Unngghhhhh!! Miranda I think I'm
gonna cum!!" I moaned loudly.

I threw my back to the bed sheets and lifted
my legs high into the air as I thrusted my fingers in and out of my
throbbing pussy. The minute I heard the woman in the video begin to
scream with excitement I joined in as if I was in the movie myself.
I spread my legs and prepared for the imminent flow of my hot
juices as I screamed to Miranda.

"MIRANDA!! I'm Cumming!!!
Aaaaaggghhhhhhhhhhhhh!!!!"

A hot stream of my girl cum burst forth from
my pussy almost immediately after my words. I felt the warm nectar
slowly soak into my already drenched panties and begin to add more
stains to my yoga pants.

I removed my fingers from my pulsating cunt
just as the flow of my juices began to slow down. A final squirt of
cum shot out as I inhaled my thick, musky scent and sighed happily
to myself. I had never masturbated in front of someone else before
let along another beautiful girl my age.

I couldn't believe the infinite amount of
new ideas that were on my mind as I turned my head slowly to look
at Miranda. She was completely speechless, and her mouth was
hanging wide open as she stared at my drenched crotch.

"Oh my god Carrie, that's the hottest thing
I've ever seen!" she said, amazed.

I sat up and rested my wet fingers in my
lap.

"It's so different when you're watching me
Miranda. It feels even better, wanna do it again?"

"I had something else in mind Carrie
honey..."

I looked a little surprised, but I couldn't
hide the fact that I was waiting and even hoping for the words she
spoke next.

"Why don't we try it on each other now
Carrie?"

"Ohhh god Miranda I want it again so badly.
I can't believe how horny I feel right now." I said, still touching
myself.

"So you wanna have some fun with each other
then, honey?"

"I don't really...know how to do it with
another girl Miranda." I whispered.

"Well lets both learn how shall we?"

Miranda moved closer to me and put one of
her hands on my thigh, slowly caressing it with an incredible
gentleness. Her other hand reached for my breasts and pushed my
body backwards causing me to fall back down to the bed sheets.

"Mmmmmmm...so naughty aren't you
Miranda?"

"Ohhh Carrie, when I'm done you'll be on
your hands and knees drooling and begging for more."

We both let out a rather loud laugh before
continuing with each other. I lifted my arms for Miranda, and she
slid my t-shirt off my body. As I shivered with excitement she ran
her fingers under my bra strap and gently slid my top off, quietly
giggling every second of the way. An unbelievable lust and desire
for each other had taken over both of us.

The forbidden nature of us being together
seemed only to add to the excitement of the moment. Within seconds
my two firm mounds were completely bare for her to see. Miranda
playfully buried her face between my breasts and gave my skin
endless wet kisses causing me to begin moaning once more. She
lifted her face away from my chest leaving a small string of her
saliva still hanging from her moist lips.

"Ohhh fuck I want you so badly Carrie, I'm
going to make sweet girl love to you all night." Miranda said.

Within an instant she sat up and placed her
hands on my hips, directly at the waistline of my yoga pants.
Miranda quickly pulled them down and off my legs and threw them
across the room, hitting a wall before she continued.

"You'll never need those ever again honey."
she said, grinning at me.

I cupped my breasts with my hands as Miranda
removed the last piece of clothing I was wearing. My panties slid
off of my legs at last, revealing my young, wet sex to her. Miranda
wasted no time and immediately dove her head between my legs,
penetrating my quivering pussy lips with her warm tongue.

"Ohhhh god...Miranda Yesss! Eat me just like
that." I moaned.

The sounds of her licking and sucking became
very loud which added to my arousal and the intensity of our hot
love making. Miranda slowed her motions slightly and began by
running her tongue along my dripping pussy walls, purposely
avoiding my clit and driving me crazy. Then, with a slight flick of
her tongue, Miranda lightly brushed up against it for the first
time of the night.

"Ooohh! Miranda you're so...aaahhh...good at
this." I moaned, staring at the ceiling mindlessly.

As the motions increased my pulsating cunt
actually began to drool with a tiny flow of my juices as if I had
already climaxed. Instead of swallowing the warm liquid Miranda let
it pour onto her face and chin as she continued to devour my
heavenly vagina. After a few seconds she removed her face from my
crotch momentarily and stared into my eyes to speak.

"God girl, you're the wettest thing I've
ever seen. I wish I could just have your pussy to myself forever."
she said.

"Who says you can't Miranda dear?" I
replied.

We both laughed out loud to each other again
for a moment.

"Mmmmm...you are a naughty girl; I might
have to punish you." Miranda said, with my juices dripping from her
chin.

Miranda licked her lips and rested on her
knees for a moment. Instead of returning her face to my wet cunt
she lifted up her hand and spread her fingers apart, showing them
to me.

"So, which one do ya want first Carrie?" she
asked with narrowed eyes.

"What do you mean which one Miranda?" I
asked innocently.

"I mean which finger do you want me to fuck
you with first silly."

We both giggled like little schoolgirls as
she watched me make up my mind.

"Mmmmmm...let's try your pinky first lover.
Slowly..." I said.

Miranda put her lips around the finger I had
chosen and moistened it with her warm saliva. Just looking at the
two of us all over each other like we were was enough to make
anyone and everyone wet. It was as if we were completely drunk with
an endless arousal. I believed we were the two most horny females
on the planet at that moment. Our chests were already heaving with
an excitement that had never been reached in either of our
lives.

"Ohhh come on Miranda don't make me wait. I
want your finger inside me now!" I moaned loudly.

I closed my eyes and felt the single digit
run up my thigh starting from my knee, leaving a glistening trail
of her drool behind on my leg. Her wet pinky parted my quivering
vaginal lips and slipped slowly inside me causing my body to shake
for a split second. I stopped tweaking my nipples with my fingers
and brought my hands down to my hips slowly. I let my lower body
move in a slow rhythm aiding her finger's movements. Miranda gently
began to pump her pinky in and out softly, building speed with each
wonderful thrust.

"Unngghhhhh! Now I want another finger
inside me Miranda..." I moaned.

Miranda obediently removed her pinky from my
juicy pussy and let her index and middle finger slip inside me to
continue the job.

"Ohhhh god yes! Deep Miranda, deep!"

I bent my knees and drove my hips lower to
meet Miranda's incredible pumping while still moaning for her even
louder than before. Still, I craved more power and more stimulation
for my young, tender pussy. Instinctively Miranda sped up her
motions and thrusted her fingers deep into my pulsating cunt.

"Ohhh yess!! Miranda I'm gonna cum again!
Keep going, keep going Aaahhh!!"

I tried to stay still but I couldn't stop my
entire body from shaking violently on top of Miranda's bed. Her
fingers continued to plunge in and out of me reaching new
unimaginable levels of ecstasy inside me. As before, I was ready to
let go and release my thick honey onto Miranda's fingers.

"Cum for me Carrie, cover me in your
beautiful love juice!" Miranda yelled.

My body was completely engulfed by a world
of bliss as my great climax approached. I held onto my hips so
tightly that it almost hurt as the pleasure built to its final
levels of enjoyment. As a final act of arousal Miranda shoved her
fingers deeper inside me than ever before as she let her face dive
between my legs once more.

"That's it!! I'm Cumming!!
Unnnggghhhhhhhhhhhhhh!!!!"

My pulsating walls immediately tightened on
Miranda's fingers and burst forth with my precious fluid like an
exploding dam. I continued to scream at the top of my lungs as the
thick cum completely covered Miranda's hand and washed onto her
chin which was also close by.

Seconds passed and the stream of my girl cum
still did not cease its flow. I tried to open my eyes to get one
more glimpse of Miranda's cute smile covered in my own cum as the
flow finally came to a glorious end. Before I could, my body went
limp and I completely blacked out on top of Miranda's bed.

***

The first orgasm she had given me was beyond
perfection. My mouth dropped open and let a small flow of my drool
ooze out as I fell into a seemingly endless sleep of young
passion.

After what seemed like hours I finally came
to and opened my eyes slowly, still a little shaky from our hot
sex. Miranda was lying down next to me, still fully clothed with
one hand resting on my stomach.

"Wha...what happened?" I asked.

"You passed out from our hot, girl sex
Carrie. I've been waiting for you to wake up." Immediately I perked
up and placed my hand on Miranda's hip.

"I believe it's my turn to do you now
lover." I said, smiling.

"Mmmm...frisky as always huh Carrie?"

"Ohh I'm going to hold you down and make you
scream for me young lady." I said in an adult's voice.

Miranda stood up from the bed and loosened
her soccer shorts but was very careful not to let them drop.

"What makes you think you can catch me
honey?" she replied, grinning at me seductively.

The rest I had gotten from being passed out
had filled me with even more energy than I had before, and I knew
it. Without warning I jumped up from the bed sheets and lunged at
Miranda hoping to grab her with my arms. She quickly stepped out of
the way and turned for the door before speaking.

"If you can catch me, you can do whatever
you want to me all night honey." she said.

With that she darted out of the room and
into the hallway, heading for the stairs. I immediately gave chase
and dashed out of her bedroom hot on her tail. I was still
completely naked as I ran after Miranda down the dark hallway until
we reached the stairs.

Along the way Miranda slowly began to remove
her clothes while still managing to keep ahead of me. She lifted
her tank top over her head and threw it in my direction hoping to
slow me down. She was now completely naked from the waist up and
the gap between us was gradually beginning to narrow.

Miranda quickly reached the bottom of the
stairs and turned into her living room with was pitch black inside.
I entered the room and slowed to a stop to try and find her in the
darkness. I didn't have the best night vision and my eyes were
still a little blurred from being passed out so there was
absolutely nothing in my sight. We both began to giggle again as I
stretched my hands out and walked forward as if I were blind.

"Where are you lover, I need you." I said
slowly.

"Mmmm...getting warmer Carrie, over here."
she whispered.

I felt another piece of her clothing hit me
in the arm and then fall to the floor.

Miranda was only in her panties now and I
still couldn't see her. Lastly, her underwear jumped into my face
overpowering me with the musky scent of her young sex.

"Oh, you are red hot honey." she said into
my ear.

Miranda wrapped her arms around me and
pulled me close to her incredible body. The hot, moist feeling of
our skin rubbing together was building that same insane, lustful
desire within us both. Miranda moved her thigh between my legs and
rubbed her smooth skin against my mound gently, teasing me every
second of the way. The fire between my legs was building even more
than before as we held each other close.

"Are you still feeling as hot as I do
Carrie?" Miranda asked.

"Ohh god yes Miranda, I want you more than
ever."

I began to kiss her neck slowly, letting my
tongue stick out to wet her warm skin with each one. Miranda
brought her lips closed to my ear and whispered, "I just had a
really naughty idea Carrie, wanna hear?"

"Ooooh a naughty idea...of course lover,
what is it?"

Miranda looked over my shoulder and out the
front window of the apartment and then looked back at me with a
wicked smile on her face. I had no idea what to expect which was
incredibly exciting for me.

"How about we have some of our fun outside
lover, in my backyard? God that would be so exhilarating. What do
ya think Carrie?"

I had a nervous look on my face for a moment
until I realized how horny I still was for Miranda.

"We could be seen or even caught Miranda; it
sounds risky."

"That's what adds to the excitement honey,
are you up to the challenge?" she asked, only inches away from my
face.

"Let's do it lover." I whispered to her.

We both turned and ran for the back door of
Miranda's apartment. First, she ran into the bathroom and came out
with a huge dark blue towel for us.

"We'll put this out on the lawn for us to
use, come on Carrie."

When we reached the back door we both
carefully looked out of the small window together. The fence
enclosing the yard was fairly high so the chances of being seen
were quite slim thankfully. Just to make sure, Miranda switched off
all of the lights at the back of the apartment including the ones
on the porch making it almost totally dark outside. With that she
slowly opened the door and led me outside first.

The air was surprisingly humid on my bare
skin which was unusually nice. Miranda walked through the door
herself then closed it behind her before turning to me. I ran my
hands down my naked body driving her even more crazy for me than
she already was.

"Oh god I can't want, I need you now
Carrie!" she whispered loudly.

With that we bounded onto the grass and laid
out the large towel right in the center of the lawn. The ground was
a little ticklish on our bare feet and we tried to keep our little
giggles as quiet as possible.

As we stood in the center of the lawn I
looked around to make sure no one else was watching. My heart began
to pound inside me, and I loved every second of it. Miranda quickly
threw her arms around my waist and pulled me down to the towel with
her. I laid on top of her for a moment, staring into her stunning
eyes and smiling at her.

"Carrie, I want you to fuck me honey." she
said, closing her eyes and spreading her legs for me.

I took two of my fingers and sucked on them
the same way Miranda had a while earlier. Then I brought them
between her legs slowly and slipped them inside her waiting
pussy.

"Ohhh Fuck yeaa..." she moaned.

"Shhhh...not too loud lover, wouldn't want
to be caught now would we?"

"Ohhhh Carrie I don't care honey; you make
me feel so good..."

I took my other hand and brought it just
above Miranda's face. She looked up at it and let my index finger
enter her mouth so she could suck on it. Now instead of making
loud, vocal moans Miranda started making sucking sounds on my
finger as I let my other hand excite her wonderful pussy.

"You like that lover? Do my fingers make you
feel good?" I said in a sly voice.

Miranda nodded her head slightly and placed
one of her hands on her breast and the other on the towel, gripping
it tightly.

The feeling of making love to another girl
under the moonlit sky was absolutely electrifying. The tranquil
sounds of the night mixed with Miranda's writing on the towel and
the sound of my fingers pumping in and out of her throbbing cunt.
It was if I had died and gone to heaven and I wasn't even the one
who was being fucked.

We had both begun to perspire due to the
surprising heat of the night air and the fact that we had been
chasing each other around Miranda's apartment. There was still a
small breeze blowing against our naked bodies as if we were living
in a fairy tale. I pulled my finger out of Miranda's mouth and
began to lick it slowly, letting her watch.

"Unngghhhhh! Oh, Fuck Carrie that is so
good, don't stop!"

I wanted to make her pleasure last for hours
as I let my fingers glide in and out at a faster pace. Miranda
reached forward and grabbed my hand forcing it even further inside
her with each thrust. It was a moment that I wished would never
end. The cool wind and the faint sound of crickets mixed with
Miranda's moaning was the most incredible thing in the world. It
felt as if we were meant to make hot girl love to each other
outside under the bright stars.

"Mmmmmm...Oh Miranda I want to eat you so
badly." I said.

Miranda opened her mouth to speak and let a
small bit of drool trickle down from her mouth.

"I want your tongue inside me Carrie, fuck
me with it." she moaned.

Obeying her command, I slowed the movement
of my hand and gently pulled my fingers out of her dripping pussy.
My fingers were covered in her warm juices and even a little red in
color from all the friction they had produced in Miranda's tight
vagina. As I positioned myself so that I was between Miranda's
gorgeous legs I looked into her lust filled eyes and said, "I've
wanted to do this ever since I first saw you answer the door
Miranda."

I closed my eyes and let her overpowering
aroma enter my nostrils as I moved in. I stuck my tongue out and
ran it along the edges of Miranda's pussy lips, teasing her
sweetly. She moved one of her hands off the towel and began to pull
up grass from the ground, begging me to penetrate her quivering
lips.

She got her wish as I slid my tongue inside,
getting my first taste of her wonderful pussy at last. It was so
incredibly warm and moist that the mere touch of my tongue had
caused it to begin drooling juices from the glistening walls
inside.

"Fuck! Carrie ohh god yess! Right
there!!"

Miranda had no idea what was still in store
for her. I made my tongue travel deeper inside, finally coming into
contact with her swollen clit. She made a loud gasp for air and
tore up more grass from the lawn as I ran my tongue around it in
small circles. Miranda lifted her lower back right off the towel
for a moment then slowly calmed back down and continued her loud
moaning.

"Ohhhh yeaa! Fuck that's good honey!"

I let my tongue inch deeper inside Miranda's
beautiful cunt until I was able to gently suck on her hot clit with
my lips. I squeezed it and kept it tightly inside my mouth,
swallowing the warm juice which secreted from her pink walls. She
was ready to explode all over my face and I yearned for her
majestic girl cum to drench every inch of my face. I purposely made
loud slurping sounds with my mouth as Miranda gradually tensed her
entire body with arousal.

We were both completely out of our minds and
filled with an infinite desire for these unimaginable sensations. I
half expected Miranda to lift her legs off the ground and raise
them near her face she was enjoying herself so much. Her entire
body began to convulse as her first orgasm of the night built up
within her hot, gorgeous body.

"This is it! Ohhhhhh Fuck!!!
Carrieeeeeeeeeeeee!!!!!"

A hot spurt of her thick girl cum splattered
onto my face as the orgasm hit Miranda at the exact moment she had
begun yelling. She arched her back and dug her hands deep into the
grass, screaming out loud with no regards for any of the other
residents in the neighborhood.

Her tasty love juice continued to squirt
into my mouth for a few more moments before her screams lessened
and transformed into fragile whimpers. I lifted my face from
between Miranda's glistening legs and wiped her sweet honey out of
my eyes before I looked at her once more. Her cum was all over the
towel and still dripping from my chin.

"Mmmmmmm...Oh god that was so hot Miranda, I
loved it."

As if nothing had happened Miranda sat up
and brought my face close to hers. She stuck her tongue out and
licked my face slowly before she backed away to speak.

"Ohh shit this is the hottest night of my
life Carrie, lets fuck again." she said, staring into my eyes.

"I'm going to eat you alive sweetheart." I
said, with a familiar wicked smile on my face.

Miranda wrapped her arms around me and
pulled my body down so that I was on top of her once more. Our hot
pussies meshed into each other, swollen and still craving more
excitement. Just as we began caressing each other again, I noticed
a loud sound coming from the front of the apartment. It was a car
pulling up the driveway! We immediately jumped up and looked at
each other, bewildered and with our eyes wide open.

"Oh shit! My new roommate must be moving in
early! What do we do?" Miranda whispered nervously.

I thought of a plan as quickly as I could.
We couldn't go back into the apartment again without the risk of
being caught but we also couldn't really go anywhere else because
we were both still in the nude.

"I've got it! Come on, we gotta jump this
fence and get to my apartment." I said.

"No one's home and we always keep a spare
key in the back."

"Okay, lets hurry then." Miranda said. "You
go first."

Without hesitation we darted to the high
wooden fence separating our two yards. I went first and slowly made
my way over top while Miranda admired the sight of my naked body
scaling the fence. She then jumped onto the fence herself and
quickly made it over just as the lights in the kitchen of her
apartment turned on.

"What about our clothes Miranda? They're all
over the place."

"Let's hope they don't notice them, now come
on."

I grabbed the spare key from under one of
the plants and unlocked the back door to my apartment. We quickly
ran inside and closed the door, finally able to calm down. My heart
was still pounding as I reached behind my head and untied my hair
letting it fall to my shoulders. Miranda and I both let out a huge
sigh of relief and tried to calm our heavy breathing.

"That was intense Miranda. If we'd have been
caught..."

"I know, it was so dangerous. That's what
makes it fun Carrie." she answered. "Now let me just quickly call
her and let her know where I am before she notices anything."

Miranda walked into the kitchen and picked
up the phone, as her cell phone was with her clothes. I walked in
behind her and opened up the refrigerator, casually looking inside
for something to tease her with. Her roomie finally answered and
spoke with Miranda as she stared at me bent over and peering into
the fridge.

"Hi Sam... I'm fine. I'm just next door with
my new neighbor." she said.

I pulled a single red cherry off of a cake I
had bought a day earlier and closed the refrigerator door. Then I
walked over to my breakfast table and sat on top of it, crossing my
legs as Miranda watched.

"How late will I be?" she said, smiling. "Oh
a few hours at least...

" I smiled back at her comment and slowly
slipped the tasty cherry into my mouth, sucking off all of the
icing on it and making sure not to swallow it just yet. At that
moment I thought of something devilishly fun to do in front of
Miranda. I pulled the moist cherry out of my mouth and began to run
it down my chin very slowly. I let it pass my neck and gently run
between my breasts as I closed my eyes and uncrossed my legs.

The tension in Miranda's voice was growing
as she kept her eyes glued to the erotic sight I was creating for
her.

"Actually...on second thought maybe I'll
spend the night over here Sam, is that okay, you don't mind do
you?" she said, struggling to sound calm.

The cherry passed by my belly button and
made its way across my thin layer of pubic hair until it reached
the entrance of my hot pussy. I let it gently push inside my slit,
still holding onto the stem with my fingers. Miranda's knees began
to tremble as I slowly pulled it out and brought it to my
mouth.

I put my lips around the moist cherry once
more and sucked off every bit of my juices which it had been
covered in. It was barely enough for Miranda to handle without
beginning to moan out loud. I opened my eyes to see a small trickle
of her juices ooze down her inner thigh as her mouth hung open.

"Uh huh...okay I'll see you later Sam...
bye."

Miranda hung up the phone and glared at me,
walking closer to me with an almost angry but playful look on her
face.

"Jeez Carrie you could have gotten us both
caught again. What do you think Sam would have thought if she found
out what we've been doing tonight?" she said.

I took the cherry out of my mouth and smiled
innocently.

"I don't know...join us?"

"You've certainly got sex on the brain this
evening girl." Miranda said.

"Oh, and you don't Miranda?" I replied
quickly.

***

We both giggled for a moment and then held
each other once more. I put the wet cherry back in my mouth and
kissed Miranda passionately, letting our tongues explore each
other's mouths. I felt the cherry leave my mouth and slip into
Miranda's where she immediately chewed and swallowed it.

"Mmmmm...tastes sweet just like you cute
pink cunt honey." she said.

"Ohh god Miranda take me now, right here!" I
moaned, looking down at the small bit of hair between her legs.
Miranda pulled me off of the table and down to the white tiling of
the kitchen floor. With me on top of her we rubbed our pussies
together for a few moments, finding endless delight in every second
of our contact.

The rest of my rational mind was swept away
with the desire for eternal pleasure. I began to drool all over
Miranda's face, moaning loudly on top of her. She opened her mouth
to let random drop of my saliva fall inside, closing her eyes. We
both slowly writhed upon the floor as our mounds meshed together
tightly, bathing in our seemingly endless supply of juices.
Miranda's waist and entire lower body vibrated in a constant rhythm
causing her leg to hit one of the nearby chairs at the breakfast
table, pushing it aside.

"Ohhh fuck this is incredible
lover...Uuuugghhh!" I moaned.

She licked her lips which were still being
dripped on by my saliva and opened her eyes.

"Let's play a little game
Carrie...Unngghhhhh...whoever cums first loses. Okay?"

"You're on Miranda...Mmmmm...why don't you
give me a challenge though?"

Miranda smiled brightly.

"We'll see about that honey...I know, the
loser must be the winners submissive for the rest of the
night."

..."Miranda, you are on." I said, trying my
best to control my excitement.

The top and bottom, or domme and sub scene,
if Miranda only knew, had been a secret fantasy of mine. I just had
to win this. I had all the equipment, fate had smiled, when we
ended up in my apartment.

It was now a race to see who could take the
most stimulation without having a climax. I was determined to win
but the grinding motion of our pussies was getting to me very
quickly. I noticed that our bodies were both dripping with
perspiration now and we were almost as wet as our pulsating
mounds.

Miranda pulled my head directly towards hers
and began to lick every inch of my face in a fit of passion. Then
she turned my head to the side and stuck her tongue inside my ear,
drooling lustfully.

She was actually, tickling me which caused
me to burst out laughing, bringing me closer to my imminent
orgasm.

"Hey, that's not fair!" I said as she kept
her tongue inside my ear.

"Miranda pulled out and turned my head again
so we could make eye contact.

"All's fair in love and all girl fucking
Carrie." she whispered.

With that in mind I took my right hand and
placed it on Miranda's breast, caressing her nipple and gently
tweaking it.

"Yeaa...you like that lover? I'm going to
make you explode all over me long before I do..." I moaned.

By this time Miranda could not speak but
could only moan and yell out remarks about how good she felt. I
stared into her eyes, still letting small drops of my drool fall
onto her face every few seconds. The fire between our throbbing
mounds was raging almost out of control. Miranda raised her arms
above her head, and I responded by reaching forward and holding
hands with her tightly, waiting for one of us to give in to the
heavenly sensations.

"Unngghhhhh! Cum for me Miranda, you must!"
I moaned loudly.

"Ohh Shit! Carrie I can't hold it, I
can't!!" Miranda yelled.

In a last attempt to free the girl cum from
her luscious body I gave Miranda the longest kiss I could. Our
tongues sloshed together, mixing our saliva and touching the inner
most regions of our throats.

Miranda could no longer contain herself at
that moment. Her hips shook wildly and out lips parted just in time
for her to scream as loud as she could again.

"I'm Cumming!!! Aaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhh!!!!"
she screamed.

A gush of Miranda's cum shot out in all
directions, hitting the floor and my burning pussy at the same
time. As soon as I realized I had won I let myself go and felt my
walls instantly contract with an orgasm that rivaled that of
Miranda's.

"Fuck!! Yesss!!!
Mirandaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa!!!!"

Our two streams mixed together forming one
incredible flow of hot tasty girl cum. Our hands were still holding
on tight as we both screamed with a feeling of ecstasy that would
not stop. Miranda went almost completely numb and nearly lost
control of her body as the gushing flow finally came to a halt.

A rather large pool of our thick liquid
covered the tiling of the kitchen floor between our legs as my
climax finally subsided as well. With what little strength I still
had, I sat up and moved myself so that my dripping pussy rested on
Miranda's chin. I let my fingers come into contact with my
throbbing clit one last time which was just enough to cause a
second orgasm hit me.

"Ohhhhhh god!!
Unnnggghhhhhhhhhhhhhh!!!!"

I let out a scream slightly less loud as
small squirts of my almost exhausted juices poured out onto
Miranda's face. I never wanted the moment to end, it felt so good.
Surprised, Miranda closed her eyes tightly and let the warm honey
soak her face slowly. As soon as my orgasm came to an end I fell
sideways, hitting the floor.

We laid in our own juices for minutes
without even speaking a word to each other. I was almost afraid
that I would regret what Miranda and I had done until she sat up
and looked at me.

"Ohh Carrie we were meant for each other. I
think I'm going to like having you as my new neighbor honey." she
said.

I sat up as well with my arms still a little
shaky and smiled at Miranda happily. Then I placed a single finger
on her face and ran it across her skin which was dripping with my
girl cum just as mine was with hers earlier. I brought it back to
my lips and sucked off every last drop of my own tasty nectar.

I narrowed my eyes and looked at Miranda.
She knew what I was going to say next before I even opened my
mouth.

"You lost the game lover; I'll just have to
punish you accordingly." I said in a stern voice.

"Mmmmmm...always so naughty aren't you
Carrie? What's my punishment?" she asked.

I already knew what I had in store for my
new lover. To begin, the best thing for her to do for losing our
fun little game. It was certainly a fitting but also fun
punishment.

"Well, you can start by licking up all of
this cum on my kitchen floor with your tongue." I said firmly, now
assuming my Domme persona..

Our giddy laughing was gone, we both knew to
play the game, we had to be in character, and I stood up to watch
Miranda carry out her punishment. Her short spiky black hair
beautifully shined in the bright moonlight coming from the windows.
She looked like an absolute angel to me and made me feel like I
never had before. As she lapped up our thick honey from the floor
while on her hands and knees I already had my hand back between my
legs. Oh, the things I had planned for her.

***

While Miranda was finishing with her cleanup
chores, I went to my bedroom for my secret instruments, I'd need
for the real 'punishment'.

"Stay down on the floor, Miranda, I have a
treat for you, and for me." I got down beside her naked body, still
glistening with sweat. Then straddled her face. In a 69
position.

My hands start to squeeze her cheeks and she
is unable to do anything to prevent me from taking a single action.
I released her cheeks and moved my fingers slowly down the warmth
of her crack, which feels wonderful against my flesh. They come to
a rest on opposite sides of her asshole and I can feel the pleasant
ridges caress my skin.

My tongue moves to her hard clit and I pull
her head a little harder with my legs. This view is the only reason
she is on top and I love it. I spread her asshole open and she
screams into my pussy, which feels as if her call is causing my
entire body to vibrate. Her asshole is just barely open, and I dig
in to pull it further apart, which gives allows me to see a little
inside the darkness and her muffled screams adds to what I am
already feeling.

Her screams have died down and have been
replaced by moans echoing against my flesh. Miranda's clit remains
pressed against my tongue as my fingers release her asshole.
Pulling my head back, my fingers move to her lips and I slowly
spread them apart. Her pink hole is open before me and she is very
wet from what I am doing to her body. Miranda's tongue is working
very hard and I'm glad I am not close to having an orgasm. There
are other things I want to do with her and lack the patience to
wait.

I release her head with my legs and my voice
is very demanding. "Get the fuck off me, Miranda."

She remains frustratingly silent as she
moves her body from mine, and I don't care to know the reason
behind her tight lips. What matters is her willingness to do as she
is told, and the words will come soon enough. I lose the wonderful
view above me but will soon have another that should be far more
enjoyable. Getting off the bed, I see that she is on her knees and
the eager anticipation she has can be seen on her pale face.

I grin and there is nothing warm about my
voice. "Have you ever been fucked doggie style?"

Miranda caresses her pale cheeks and her
voice sounds defeated. "Yes, Carrie."

My grin widens as my voice stiffens. "Good.
Get your ass up and tits down." I wait until she is in perfect
position and staring at her asshole with her legs spread wide.
"Reach back and spread your asshole for me."

Her hands move without a single word in
response and her hole is spread just a little for me. That will do
for now, since I don't need it any wider for what I plan to do
next. Staring at both of her holes makes me want to do all sorts of
wonderful things to her, but I can only do one thing at a time and
my mind has already set everything in motion.

My voice is perfect as I command Miranda.
"Don't move a fucking muscle."

I turn away and head towards the drawer
where I keep my special toys and bottles of lube. I'm going for the
one I have never used and soon hold the black toy in my hand. The
buttplug I received as a gag gift some time ago is finally going to
get some use and I smile at the thought of introducing this to
Miranda. It's a good thing the anal lube was included with the
plug, since I know it is needed for what I have planned.

The black toy isn't particularly long, but
it does taper off to a much wider base. I lube up everything with
more than enough and like the view of it glistening in the light.
There should be nothing pleasant with the sensation of a buttplug
in my hand, but I can't keep myself from grinning.

Turning back towards Miranda, I see her
waiting in place and know she has no idea about what I am planning
for her. Not that it really matters to me, since she will do
whatever I want and we both know this to be true.

I reach her quickly and place the edge of
the plug against her asshole, which causes her to jerk just a
little. It tightens before my eyes and she calls out at the touch
against her dark hole. Miranda's hands remain in place as I slowly
start to place pressure on the black toy and love everything about
this. Her asshole takes the tip and I hold it in place as she cries
out, but her fingers do not move away. The ridges have barely moved
for me, but that will soon change.

I start to press it further inside and her
fingers grip tightly into her flesh. Her ridges are starting to
spread apart for me as I increase the depth and know the base is
the equivalent of an average dick. Miranda is crying out but will
not tell me to stop and I have no intention of doing taking any
other action.

I reach the indented part and her asshole
closes tight, which means it will not come out easily. Miranda's
fingers are moved by my hands and I admire my work. Unfortunately,
the ridges are hidden completely from my view, but it still makes
me very wet to see her like this.

Her hands may not be close to her asshole,
but they are still on her cheeks. "Get your fucking hands
down."

Her hands lower without a word and I am
getting tired of her quiet response. My hand comes down hard on her
cheek and the slap echoes loudly through the room. She screams out
from the contact and I love that I can see my hand imprinted in
red. Knowing that one cheek will not do, I slap the other with the
same force and there is another echo to greet my ears. She cries
out from the second slap and I enjoy the view a great deal.

My voice is firm as I stare at the red
marks. "Call me Mistress Carrie."

Her teeth are gritted as she responds. "Yes,
Mistress Carrie."

I slowly pull the plug back and see her
asshole grip as it tries to force the foreign object out far
quicker than I will allow. Her ridges become visible quickly and
they look phenomenal with the red I have left behind. Temptation
grips my body to ram it back inside of her with all the force I can
muster, but I hold off as I pull it completely out. Miranda's
asshole closes tightly, and the ridges are no longer wonderfully
stretched out.

I enjoy the control I have over Miranda.
"Get on your fucking knees."

She cries out. "Yes, Mistress Carrie."

Her small tits come into view and tears are
streaming down her pale cheeks. "Open your mouth."

Miranda's eyes fall on the buttplug and she
shakes her head.

"Please don't."

My fingers reach down to her dark nipple and
I squeeze tightly. She screams out and I force the plug into her
mouth and ignore the gagging it causes. It is not nearly long
enough to choke her, but it is wide enough to cause her lips to
stretch. I squeeze the other nipple with more force and her scream
is muffled. Her face is wracked with pain, but her eyes cannot hide
the truth.

I release the plug and she keeps it firmly
in her mouth, which does look quite lovely. Both of my fingers
reach for her nipples and I watch her eyes as I start to squeeze
tightly. Despite the tears flowing, I can see the pleasure building
from within and there is something quite seductive about
everything.

I try to twist, but the lube causes my
fingers to slip and I am left with only the pleasure of squeezing
tight.

"That was not a proper answer, you worthless
twat."

She gave a muffled reply, but I know what
she says.

"Yes, Mistress Carrie."

Oh, and the night was still young. I still
had much more to do to my sub. A dream come true.

END




A Question of Control

 This all seemed so
unlike Tyler to just suddenly leave like this... Jessica couldn't
understand what he was thinking to leave a woman like Hannah. Not
that sexuality had everything to do with a relationship, but
Jessica thought Hannah was the perfect mate for anyone lucky enough
to capture this woman.

Having just moved into a spacious, three-bedroom
home, Hannah and her boyfriend Tyler, along with Jessica (a mutual
friend for some time), settled into their new life.

Hannah and Tyler had been dating for over a year, and
to the common person, they seemed deeply in love. Jessica on the
other hand, suffered from a series of failed relationships with
young men her age.

They were all in their early to mid-20's, with
Hannah being the oldest at 24.

It was perfect. All three worked and enjoyed staying
up late to watch movies, or to discuss life's many mysteries. There
were no odd feelings of distrust or worry between them whatsoever.
Tyler worked at a local pizza parlor as Hannah was employed at a
coffee shop. Most of them kept odd hours, yet always seemed to find
time to visit and catch up on day to day life. On some days, Tyler
would catch Jessica walking from her room half-dressed, but usually
didn't think anything about it. Nudity, or odd situations just
didn't seem to affect the three.

They were all relatively normal as far as social
standards were concerned. No one ever did drugs, or walk a
dangerous line in any facet of their life. It was becoming a safe
harbor for peace and happiness... At least until the day that Tyler
suddenly was gone. Apparently, Tyler had become unsure about his
affair with Hannah.

Then their long term commitment was beginning to
unravel at the seam, and no one seemed to know this except for
Tyler himself.

The reason wasn't about Hannah being frumpy or
letting herself go. Hannah was blessed with a shapely shrine of
flesh. Alluring and intoxicating to anyone who had the opportunity
to gaze into her profound blue eyes, her body was of robust, yet
toned proportion. Full, abounding breasts... curves and features
that simply made her irresistible. Her elongated, golden blonde
hair fell past her lower back, and was kept that way since her
teenage years. Her bronzed skin was unblemished by time, or age in
every way.

She appeared as a silky Angel of innocence in the
winter, and in the summer, she was a golden temple of sensuality
and seduction-- thrilling to the eye and mind in every way
possible.

Not the lean and bony woman most see in GQ, Hannah's
body was filled with luscious curves adorning her thighs and
stomach, as well as her voluptuous hindquarters. Her round, fleshy
ass was shaped perfectly... her lower back dipping into her spine,
her ass gently spanning outward and formed two of the most
delicious ass cheeks a woman could have. And yes, Jessica was
envious of this creature.

Jessica was amazed at how little Hannah reacted to
Tyler's abandonment. Not the usual torrent of tears and cries,
Hannah remained calm and collected during the next few days.
Jessica didn't want to say anything for fear it would open a door
that should remain closed. At night, Hannah softly closed the door,
and remained inside until the next day when she had to work. It was
as if Jessica was watching her friend shift from a fun-loving young
woman to a reserved, bitter woman.

Jessica spent the next few days worrying about her
friend. And it was no fault when her mind began envisioning various
erotic scenarios with her luscious roommate. Was this so wrong in
aspiring to be with such an enticing matron? "Am I becoming a
lesbian?" she asked herself as images of the voluptuous vixen and
her swarmed throughout the young woman's mind. She had never
considered herself attracted to other women before, except for a
chance rendezvous with her Mother when she was 18.

It was actually a mistake how she ended up sharing a
shower with her that night before her senior prom. Jessica's body
glowed with fondness as she recalled how her Mother took extra time
to lather her Daughter's backside.

Careful, gentle hands graced the young lady's flesh
as the two came together in a most taboo encounter. Never fully
sealing that brief encounter, Jessica always felt robbed of what
could have been a night of beauty and complete euphoria.

It was then Jessica realized the resemblance that
Hannah and her Mother shared... enticing bodies, full, spherical
breasts that cried out for affection... healthy, savory abdomens
that cried out for impregnation. It was all too much for her mind,
and her senses begged for release. And at the height of her peak,
Jessica gently whispered the name that was ringing true in her
ears... Hannah

. The next day, Jessica woke up early to find Tyler
moving out all of his belongings. Respecting the two's privacy,
Jessica remained out of their way for the rest of the day, until
she had to go to work. And then, she didn't make any effort
whatsoever to bid her (now only one) roommate farewell, despite her
deepest desire to do so.

That night at work, all she could reflect upon was
Hannah. What was she doing-- thinking, wearing? How was she
handling Tyler's recent departure? Was this a perfect opportunity
for her to seduce the object of her many desires, or to leave her
alone for the wounds to heal. On her break that night; Jessica took
an extra few minutes to call Hannah at home, just to make sure how
she was.

The answering machine picked up... She held her
breath, realizing that the words she would utter would (now) be
from a concerned lover who only wanted to cradle her wounded
beauty. Her voice trembled with anxiety

"Hannah, this is Jessica. I just... wanted to see
how you were." She again sighed heavily, feeling the love swell
beyond the limits of her soul. "I was thinking about you,
and..."

Suddenly, there was the sound of a phone picking
up.

"Jessica?" uttered a feeble sounding Hannah.

"Hannah?" replied a surprised, yet relieved
Jessica.

"How are you?" she asked.

"Okay. I was asleep." Hannah replied. "Are you at
work?"

"Yea. I'm on break and was thinking about you. I
hope you're okay." Jessica was becoming confident in her
speech.

She heard Hannah coo in appreciation for her
thoughtfulness.

"That means so much, Jessica. Thanks... I'll be
alright." said a much more relaxed Hannah.

"You didn't deserve what he did to you, Hannah. What
an asshole."

"He had his reasons, I'm sure." replied Hannah.

Always the kind and forgiving woman, Jessica leaned
back against the wall, rolling her eyes back in her head... totally
smitten with this girl.

"You're so forgiving. I wish it didn't have to
happen to good people like you." Jessica said.

If Hannah only knew just how much Jessica was
falling for her?

"Do you want me to bring home anything when I get
off work?" she asked, a little more energetically.

"Yea." said a flirtatious Hannah. "Bring us home a
gallon of your favorite ice cream, and I'll help you destroy
it!"

A thin smile came across Jessica's face, hearing the
hope emerging from Hannah's voice. Biting on her pinky nail,
Jessica was soon fidgeting around like a teenager prepared for her
first date.

"Yea?" asked Jessica.

"Maybe some white wine, too. What do you wanna
drink? You name it."

"Hmmm. I don't know. You decide." said a happy
Hannah.

"Okay." said Jessica, realizing she had to get back
to work. "I gotta go now. I'll see you after 11, okay? Wine, ice
cream, and all." Jessica said.

"It's a date, sweetie!" replied Hannah, laughing to
herself.

"Did you take your silly pill today?" asked a coy
Jessica.

"Of course! I'd rather be laughing than crying,
sweetheart! Wouldn't you?" she asked.

Jessica leaned her head against the wall, twirling
the phone cord around her thumb-- hopelessly daydreaming of
potential romance.

"Yea." Whispered Jessica as the tone of her voice
oozed pure devotion. "I'm glad you called." replied Hannah, in a
more serious tone.

"I wanted to." Replied Jessica.

"Really?" asked Hannah.

"Really."

Urgency crept out from under Jessica's voice. Hannah
was caught slightly off guard but kept the conversation up
beat.

"Okay, I'll see you after work. Be ready to get fat,
babe!" she said as both shared a much needed laugh.

"Okay. Bye." said Jessica as she hung up.

Leaning her forehead against the wall, she felt as
if she was floating in mid-air.

The last few hours of work seemed to drag along at a
snail's pace, but when she clocked out, she knew that it was all
over, at least for a few days. Stopping by the 24 hour grocery
store, Jessica picked out a 5-gallon bucket of Cookies and Cream
because she knew that was Hannah's favorite. After her purchase,
Jessica made her way back to the wine store to get their wine.

While there, nothing seemed to catch her eye. All
the white wines were together, and she didn't want to buy something
that she had already tried. "Chard? No way. Pinot Grigio? Ahh! A
Sauvignon Blanc. That's the ticket" thought Jessica.

Maybe a movie would help change the mood for Hannah.
Jessica pulled out her iPhone and looked through the Cable Channel
app on her phone. Nothing looked right. Comedy, no!, Romance, not
yet. Thumbs shifting right and left, and the ice cream melting, and
the wine warming up. Jessica was getting desperate

In a last minute search, she noticed the Adult
section of the app. Curious, and somewhat afraid, she ventured into
the section. Amazed by all the selections, she didn't know where to
start. What she liked was that all the categories were broken
down... Gay, Lesbian, Anal, Amateur.

Hesitating, she clicked on to the Lesbian section to
gaze at the drop-dead gorgeous porn stars gracing each box. Having
never explored Adult video before, a certain title caught her eye.
"Precious Moments", an all-girl feature showing the best scenes
from the history of porn.

She read the blurb below the pictures, and the
description seized her interests.

"This video combines all the tender moments... the
sensuous kisses that ended up on the cutting room floor, the
whispers of love that the Directors never wanted you to see. This
video celebrates the beauty and magic that only two women can truly
create. Enjoy!"

That was the only convincing Jessica needed before
selecting that title and heading toward the counter. The stage was
set for the perfect seduction. The drive home was agonizing. What
would she say or do? Should she even approach Hannah on the
subject? She took a deep breath and let the calming sensation of
her love for Hannah rule her thoughts. This, by far, was nothing to
be worried about. Making her way to the door with her bag of
"goodies", Jessica opened the door to find Hannah on the couch,
curled under a blanket, watching TV.

***

"Hey!" said Hannah saw Jessica walk
inside.

"You didn't start the party without me, did
you?" asked Jessica with a wry smile on her face.

She took a brief moment to let the image of
Hannah's smile permanently ingrain itself into her mind. Getting
out from her blanket, Hannah made her way over to where Jessica
stood.

She noticed what she was wearing... Thin,
pink boxer shorts that barely concealed her angular ass cheeks. And
an extra-large sweatshirt that did a good job at hiding the
treasures beneath... but it was her hair that set all else aside.
Attenuated, flowing strands of blonde hair that embroidered the top
half of her flesh. All she wanted to do was run her impressionable
fingers through each invaluable sliver of hair... using those
tresses to ease back her face for their very first kiss.

"Set these down." she said as the bags
softly settled onto the floor.

Jessica's heart skipped a beat.

"What is she doing?" she thought as Hannah
initiated a tender embrace. Perplexed, Jessica returned the hug...
She was so incredibly warm.

"Thanks for calling me tonight. You were the
only one who thought to do that. It really meant a lot already."
whispered Hannah into Jessica's trembling ear.

For a fleeting moment of uncertainty,
Jessica didn't know what to do, or say. All she could do was hold
her... to grasp that priceless woman whom she'd fallen deeply in
love with over the last few months.

"Now, let's see what you got me!" said an
ecstatic Hannah, almost as if she were a little girl on Christmas
morning.

Jessica had kept the video a secret for the
time being, so she knew the situation wouldn't present itself at an
odd moment. A radiating smile graced across Hannah's gorgeous face
as she lifted the ice cream out of the bag, holding it as a game
show hostess would an expensive prize. Jessica giggled, seeing
Hannah mock some famous celebrity. After opening the treat, the two
settled back for a night of movies, and fattening foods and wine.
It was their night to let their hair down.

It was well into the night when Hannah fell
asleep on the couch. Jessica, who sat on the floor, was fighting to
keep her eyes open. Some half-witted show was on the TV, and
Jessica could have cared less. It was then the thoughts began
racing through her mind..

She sat up and reached for the remote on the
coffee table nearby. Glancing over at Hannah, who was laying on her
stomach, Jessica felt that now was as good as a time as any. How
would Hannah react? What would she say? There was only one way to
find out

As the pay per view channels loaded, Jessica
nervously pressed the play button, and left the room. She wanted
the sounds to fill the room first... Perhaps a way to
subconsciously plant the thought into the young woman's mind.

In the bathroom, the smitten young Jessica
nervously fixed her hair. Gazing into the mirror, she doubted
herself time and time again. "What if I'm not good enough for
her?"

As she shed her garments, she slid on her
pink nightgown. She knew pink was Hannah's favorite color and felt
that it would be a nice added gesture. Walking back into the den,
Jessica saw the television still blaring. Much to her surprise,
there sat Hannah... gazing at the images on the screen with a look
of utter astonishment. Jessica stopped mid-pace, seeing the
paralyzed object of her desire.

"I'm sorry. I shouldn't have left that on."
said Jessica as she quickly shut the TV off-not wanting to be
obvious about her intent.

Hannah gazed upward, noticing Jessica's
revealing wardrobe.

"It's okay. I heard these moans and gasps
and looked up to see these women kissing." she laughed. "I've never
been woken up to that before." she said as she stood up to stretch.
"

It looked interesting on the channel guide,
so I thought I'd check it out. I wasn't trying to make you feel
uncomfortable" trembled Jessica.

"It's okay. Turn it back on." replied Hannah
as she sat back down, ready to watch all two hours of the
movie.

"Really?" asked Jessica.

"Why not? I've always wanted to see what it
looked like." Said Hannah as she fluffed up her pillow, settling
in.

As Jessica turned around, a warm smile
graced her face as she happily returned the video back to the
beginning. Heading back to the couch, Hannah noticed her roommate
sitting on the couch opposite her.

"You can sit over here. I don't bite." Said
Hannah, waving her over.

Her heart skipping a beat, Jessica did so,
sitting next to the woman who held her heart captive. Their
attention went to the images displayed in front of them.

The first scene was of two voluptuous,
tanned brunettes bathing in what looked like an old Roman bath.
Their movements were slow and careful, taking extra time to wash
each inch of their bodies. A flurry of kisses soon followed, each
one more aggressive than the last. The scene then dissolved into a
dining area, where all they could see was a pair of oiled buttocks
raised from beneath the table. Adorning the fleshy globes were an
assortment of fruits and leafy vegetables, making the flesh appear
to be the main course of a very special dinner.

The other brunette was led in, completely
blindfolded, by two other exquisite female servants. Securing her
hands behind her back, the two slaves sat her in a chair, and
placed her beside the table where her feast awaited.

Unraveling the blindfold, the slaves
departed the room in respect for their Master's meal. Attentive to
the sight, the Master leaned over, and took one of the grapes
between her teeth. Applying gentle pressure, the grape's juices
burst forth, marinating the bronzed spheres below.

As the juice deluged the skin, she watched
as it gradually settled between the heightened knolls of subdued
flesh. Parting her lips, the Master then delicately grazed the
surface of the cheeks-warming the skin with her anxious breath. Her
movements were painstakingly slow, but certainly appreciative.

Turning her face, she rested her cheek
against the plumpness of her slave's rear. With eyes closed, she
nuzzled the moistened globe with her face, slowly turning to plant
a bountiful kiss upon the beloved nourishment. It was then Hannah
and Jessica lost sight of the Master's lips, as it fell between the
elevated cleavages.

A gasp of astonishment came from Hannah.

"Total surrender. She totally gave herself
to that her." remarked Hannah.

Jessica looked at her friend with a hushed
gaze of agreement as she turned the television off. Silence crept
into the room as Hannah still gazed at the blank screen. An
unsettled stillness saturated the room. The moment presented itself
better than Jessica had thought.

If she was going to surrender herself to
Hannah, now was that chance.

"I know what she must have felt like...
giving herself to her like that." uttered a poised Jessica.

She was indeed sure of herself-the thoughts,
and her love. Hannah's gaze slowly shifted to the woman sitting
next to her.

Sharing a gaze that spoke a thousand words,
Hannah felt there was more that should be said.

"How do you know that?" asked Hannah.

With that, Jessica gathered her convictions,
and raised up before her, standing in front of her object of wanton
desire. A shared look of lust was cast as Hannah watched Jessica's
hands reach up to grasp the thin straps that held her nightgown on.
Hannah then took notice of Jessica's well-defined body, concealed
beneath the thin material. She had looked at her roommate's
features before, but never in such a manner. Hannah's heart skipped
several beats as she struggled to catch her breath

For once in her life, Jessica knew exactly
what she was doing, and this by all means was the moment that would
define her entire existence.

"Because... I would totally surrender myself
to you. I love you, Hannah. I always have."

As the last word escaped Jessica's lips,
Hannah watched as the soft, pink nightgown drop to the floor.
Disrobed completely, Hannah's expression fell void... Never before
had a woman done this for her... Directly in front of her was a
woman, young and so in love with her. So taken that she would
sacrifice all that she had ever known for just this one chance... a
wager on what she felt was right.

Not one stitch of clothing hung from
Jessica's flesh.

"Oh my God." Hannah uttered helplessly as
she could not help to gawk at Jessica's healthy breasts. She slowly
crept forward, as Hannah was still motionless. What would Hannah
do? She had never been in a situation like this before, especially
with someone who adored her as much as Jessica did. Before long,
Hannah's face was directly in front of Jessica's ripe cleavage. Her
stare was affixed on the incredible sight as an erect nipple softly
brushed across her face. A defenseless moan of astonishment came
from Hannah as she felt Jessica's hands clutch the sides of her
face, motioning her to look up.

"I'll stop if you want." Whispered Jessica
as her eyes still held its command on Hannah.

She could stop this, right now if she wanted
to. Turn her back on this moment-- this delicate, shapely woman.
Lifting both her hands, Hannah took hold of her fingers, threading
them between her own, and with a sigh of assurance and grace, she
confidently uttered.

"No. I want this. I want... you." A smile
washed across Jessica's face as her hands tightened their hold.

Hannah felt both of Jessica's soft breasts
nuzzle closer, almost enshrining her head between her incredible
breasts. Unhurried, Jessica leaned over, raising Hannah's youthful
face.

Not a sound could be heard, or a doubt felt
as Jessica parted her lips.

"Oh My God." Yielded Hannah as her eyelids
fluttered closed.

She took a deep breath and held it as if she
were dipping beneath the water for a swim. Tepid warmth gradually
enshrouded her motionless mouth. No force, no urgent pressure...
just warmth, just love.

It was in this glowing radiance that Hannah
realized she was sharing her very first kiss with a female. So many
thoughts raced through her mind as she felt Jessica's lips fondle
hers. For some reason, Hannah let go of the breath she held in her
lungs. Blending it with a moan of total and unconditional
abandonment, Hannah knew she was going to be with this woman for a
very long time.

Their lips completely pressed together;
Hannah allowed herself to be swallowed whole by this female. Never
before had any man blessed her with such a kiss. This was far more
distinct. Minutes flowed past, yet both were not keeping count.
Eyes fastened shut, and mouths secure, Jessica eased her tongue
outward, falling into Hannah's awaiting, and most willing mouth.
Again, Hannah moaned, realizing that another woman was savoring her
saliva. Another woman.

The thought sent an uncontrollable shudder
throughout her subdued body. Jessica inched her mouth away
briefly.

"I love you so much." Whispered an undoubted
Jessica. "I always have. Ever since I met you."

With that, Hannah briskly kissed her again,
this time with unbridled pungency. Jessica digested her fervor and
met her kiss with equal eagerness. Their lips parted as Hannah
burrowed her face between Jessica's shapely cleavages.

Feeling each tender breast on the sides of
her face, Hannah cooed her delight.

"This is so right." Her arms wrapped
themselves around Jessica's back, bringing her face deeper into the
fold.

How could any woman resist such passion--
such intensity? Why did Jessica wait so long to induct Hannah into
her world of indulgence? Wherever Jessica was taking her, Hannah
willingly allowed her to be her chieftain. Hannah's gaze looked
upward to catch Jessica's stare.

There, tucked safely between her nourishing
breasts was Hannah's glowing face. Just as she had dreamt for so
many months.

"You're so beautiful." echoed Jessica.

Her maternal instincts briefly took hold and
wanted Hannah to feed from her life-giving breasts. Hannah's hands
extended up to clutch each precious mound... her fingernails dug
themselves into the soft flesh, pressing the masses together as her
tongue extended out to savor Jessica's flesh.

Jessica, crippled in total awe, leaned over,
and rested her head atop Hannah's. Her lengthy strands of hair fell
about, engulfing Hannah's face totally. She could hear faint,
muffled moans of ecstasy rustling from the depths of her buxom
cleavage. This was simply too much as Jessica curled her arms
around Hannah to ensure she would never leave her.

The two stood up; their gaze still affixed
on one another. Jessica took Hannah by her hands and motioned for
her to follow her. No words needed to be spoken, for both knew what
was about to happen. They were to consummate this loving union.

Jessica sauntered backwards, still clutching
Hannah's soft, motherly hands. Their gaze not broken as the two
made their way down the hallway. The two were walking into foreign
territory, yet together, as their entwined hands perfectly
symbolized, they would discover things together, with each other...
as one.

The door to Hannah's bedroom crept open, as
Jessica was the first to enter. She wanted to be in her bedroom
since this was where her angel rested her wings at night.

This was her shrine, her temple of beauty
and splendor. Jessica was still unclothed as Hannah's gaze fell
down to admire her hour glass figure. That smooth, fleshy
stomach... her broad, yet modest shoulders. Ample hips that could
easily bear a child.

Both were now in her room, still quiet.
Hannah then reached under her sweatshirt and began to lift off the
constraining material.

"Can I take off your clothes?" asked a
somewhat bashful Jessica.

With a warm smile, Hannah extended her hands
outward, happily granting her request. As she wove herself into her
arms, Jessica coquettishly admitted; "I've always wanted to do
that. You just don't know how long I've wanted this."

With her admission, Hannah blushed with a
telling smile.

"I never knew you cared for me like this.
Why didn't you ever say anything?" asked the blonde.

Their lips delicately brushed against each
other's as Jessica answered. "I thought you would have turned me
away. I was so scared." Whispered a fragile Jessica.

A quick, reassuring kiss soothed the doubt
away.

"No. I never would do that." assured
Hannah.

Her words were spoken softly, almost hushed
in a way. "But I'm glad you finally told Me." cooed Hannah as she
followed with a devoted kiss.

"Really?" Asked Jessica as she leaned her
head back, exposing her bare neck for Hannah's delight.

Her lips anchored themselves upon her
luscious flesh, moaning an intangible response of "Yes". Hannah's
hands reached up to hold Jessica's shoulders in place as she eased
her back. Jessica stretched her neck back, letting her curled,
elongated locks dangle freely behind her. She was in total
rapture.

The woman she had so long desired and
secretly loved was now sowing bountiful wet kisses upon her neck.
She just couldn't believe that Hannah had accepted this. How
fortunate could one be?

***

Hannah poised herself back, standing
straight as Jessica's hands tumbled down Hannah's side, still
enveloped in a vigorous kiss. Her fingertips clinched the bottom of
Hannah's sweatshirt as Jessica unwillingly broke her kiss to watch
Hannah become completely unveiled. She so wanted to see this shrine
of complete beauty, total magnificence in every way imaginable. Her
abdomen was the first to feel the brisk air as the heavy material
lifted up. Jessica whimpered as she saw the body being totally
unsheathed.

Hannah willfully lifted her arms above her
head as Jessica inched the sweater along, now revealing the
fullness of her deserving breasts.

"Oh, Hannah." Jessica whispered faintly as
her senses were flooded with the view.

As Hannah's lengthy golden hair lifted along
with the shirt, Jessica quickly glanced to take in the full vista
of her womanly outline. The way the curves flowed upward into her
stomach, bending into her top half that retained her breasts. Her
breasts were so full, quite a generous serving for whomever was
fortunate enough to claim Hannah as their lover. Her skin was
flawless... no sign of any imperfections whatsoever.

Jessica thought Hannah had larger breasts
than she did, but now she was convinced they both had equal mass.
And her areolas... they were perfectly placed on the top of her
mounds, as if it were like a Chocolate Kiss.

As the shirt made its way past her wrists,
Jessica felt a sudden whisk of cool air sweep across her face,
coming from Hannah's blonde locks settling across her now bare
shoulders.

The fragrance of her hair filled Jessica's
nostrils as she shivered in ecstasy. Quickly letting go of the
shirt, Jessica's face suddenly was void of all expression as the
two suddenly fell into a profound stare.

Taking hold of each other's hands, Hannah
watched as Jessica slowly knelt in front of her. For a fleeting
moment, Hannah thought she was to ask her hand in marriage. At
least that's what most do, and if Jessica had asked that, Hannah
would have joyful said yes-- although she wouldn't confess that
secret as of yet.

All Hannah could do was watch Jessica as she
inched closer to her body. There, directly in front of her was
Hannah's creamy abdomen. Every inch of Hannah was susceptible to
Jessica's deep appreciation, yet her stomach held its command on
her. She watched with reverence as Hannah took in each breath.

Raising her palm, she rested the flat of her
hand upon Hannah's tone skin. Closing her eyes, she brought her
lips closer, gently kissing Hannah's supple skin. Gingerly, she
then pressed her cheek against her stomach, gasping as she did. For
Jessica, nothing would give her greater satisfaction than to crawl
inside her womb, becoming reborn in Hannah's shining wake. She
loved her that much. And it was her womb that Jessica felt most
comfortable next to. It glowed with fertile opportunity in so many
ways.

Her hands fluttered up along Hannah's
freshly shaven legs to her waist, gripping the elastic band that
held the pink boxer shorts. With a sensitive nudge, she motioned
Hannah to turn around for her, so she could attest that the
riddance of the flimsy cloth would reveal two of the most
mouth-watering ass cheeks she had ever seen.

At certain times, Jessica would sneak a
quick glance at Hannah showering, and it never ceased to amaze her
that her eyes would always saturate themselves with Hannah's
splendid backside.

There was no longer the walls of secrecy and
concealment of her hunger. Now, as she gently slipped the elastic
band past the summit of Hannah's globes, she sighed, finally at
ease with herself, and her powerful feelings for Hannah. Jessica
noticed how the snug material seemed to press into the fleshy skin.
With each hand on Hannah's side, she delicately lowered the shorts
passed the width of her hips.

Releasing her fingers, she felt the fabric
fall around Hannah's ankles. Now, directly in front of her was
Hannah's ass... unblemished, and immaculate.

"You're so beautiful, Hannah" remarked
Jessica as her grateful fingertips grazed each supple cheek.

"Your ass... it's so wonderful."

"Yea?" inquired Hannah as she looked behind
her right shoulder to see the spectacle.

"Oh God yes." answered Jessica in defining
awe.

Her lips quickly divided themselves as she
drove her face into the thickness of Hannah's right cheek, sealing
a moist kiss upon the sacred skin.

"Oooh." replied Hannah as she felt Jessica's
tongue upon her flesh.

"No one's ever kissed my ass like that
before."

"No one's ever loved you like I love you
before."

Jessica quickly placed another kiss upon a
different portion of her ass. Warm, thick saliva coated the area
where her initial kiss was, and it was all Jessica could do from
not going completely mad, devouring her entire ass. Hannah leaned
forward, arching her back slightly so that Jessica could easily
relish more of her derriere. Hannah's eyes clamped shut as she felt
Jessica's torrid breath cascade over her well rounded spheres.

"Uhmmmmm" was all Hannah heard as she knew
Jessica would appreciate seeing her hunched over

Jessica couldn't say a thing since her mouth
was absorbing itself amid the savory cleavage of her ass. Suddenly,
Hannah felt her back off. Looking around, she saw Jessica on her
knees, trying to collect her senses.

"Oh my." she sighed. "I can't have too much
of a good thing." Said Jessica as she stood up.

Hannah turned to meet her in an irrefutable
kiss. Hannah held Jessica's head in her hands as she purred with
affection.

"Make love to me, Jessica..." uttered Hannah
as she planted several wet kisses across her face, and forehead.
"Make me your woman. I want to be yours."

Tears nearly seized Jessica as she heard
Hannah express her unconditional oath. With urgency, Jessica's arms
grasped Hannah's frame, thrusting the both of them backward onto
Hannah's mattress. Hannah's hair flattened out upon the comforter
as yet another kiss beguiled the young woman. Jessica was atop her
as her arms still held its grasp. Hannah was taken by her frenzy
but was reassured as Jessica's moans of bliss echoed throughout her
ears.

Their kiss was unmistakable. Their bond was
flourishing with each passing moment. The slurps of their wet
kisses filled the room as tongues intermeshed, lips quivered in
wonder.

A tear inched out of Jessica's eye as
phrases and expressions of love were exchanged. There were no
hurried or rapid movements on this night. Every ounce of Jessica's
existence was poured upon Hannah. Arms were stretched, muscles were
massaged, and knolls of flesh worshipped in various ways.

The two women left no stone upturned. Hannah
had never thought much about being involved with a woman until this
night. Never before had she believed that another woman could carry
such relevance with another.

Admittedly, she assumed the role as the
submissive one during the early hours of the night. But as the
night handed over its authority to the early morning, Hannah was
transformed into a woman of boldness, a woman of unbridled
seduction... she had become the enslaved vixen of Jessica's heart
and soul. And before the two collapsed from exhaustion at 4pm the
next day, she was fully convinced that she had fallen deeply in
love with her roommate.

As Jessica drifted off into sleep, lying
upon Hannah's left breast (she found that she fancied listening to
her heartbeat), Hannah gently woke her to express her feelings. Her
drowsiness quickly faded away as the two sealed their union with a
kiss, along with several tears of joy and serenity.

***

The days and weeks that soon followed were
wonderful. Jessica had moved out of her old bedroom, and moved into
Hannah's, leaving it as their guest room. Hannah soon ordained that
her bed was now "our" bed, and even her language changed. Her
expressions now consisted of "us", or "we". Pictures of the two
soon decorated their home as the romance blossomed into a
passionate, life-long love affair. Everything they did, they did
together as a couple.

They didn't care what others thought as they
openly showed their affection in public. Jessica loved to buy
Hannah anything that had the color pink in it. They were always
exchanging love cards, notes, anything to remind the other of the
love in their hearts. When Jessica had to be at work before Hannah,
she would always leave love notes on the mirror in the bathroom, or
in her car.

And on the days when Jessica woke up
earlier, she would sit beside their bed, and gaze at the
well-defined muscles in Hannah's back. She loved running the tip of
her ring finger along her spine. And, on occasions, Jessica would
wake Hannah by engulfing her moist tongue in the furrow her
upturned ass. It was irrefutable. Their souls were forever fused
together by an undeniable love.

The couple's thirst for experimentation also
flourished. Hannah had recently purchased a work out station for
them, and began to enjoy thorough, exhaustive workout sessions with
her mate.

In less than a month, the two began noticing
significant muscle tone development in each of their bodies.
Jessica worked rigorously on developing the muscles in her buttocks
as Hannah focused on her abdomen muscles.

On late nights, after a sweaty two hour
work-out, the two would end up locked together in an intense
sixty-nine on the bench press. Jessica always preferred Hannah on
top since she loved the sight of her tanned, and now, well-toned
ass.

Nothing pleased her more than to feel
Hannah's scalding tongue forged deep inside her as she gazed up to
admire her perspiring buttocks.

Jessica was beginning to take notice of
Hannah's growing strength and fortitude during their lovemaking.
The two never assumed any kind of dominant/submissive roles but
were considering exploring that avenue soon.

Jessica felt that this likelihood was soon
upon them after Hannah had ravaged her in bed the previous night.
The two owned a strap-on, but rarely used it as they thought using
it would invoke feelings for a man. Yet, this particular night,
Hannah fastened the attachment on, and (what she called) "mated"
with Jessica for well over an hour.

If the truth had to be confessed, Jessica
loved being controlled and used by her lover. Hannah took the
ritual to the next step as she pounded herself against Jessica. The
sounds of their sweaty bodies slapping together echoed throughout
her mind.

"You like that? You want to be fucked, don't
you?"

What really made Jessica think was when
Hannah exclaimed that she wished she could impregnate Jessica.

"I... I want to make you pregnant." she
would gasp between the thrusts of her body.

She couldn't remember much since it was such
an intense moment for the two, but she clearly remembered Hannah
expressing her desire to make Jessica the mother of her child.

The two had talked about adoption before, or
even a donor, but this was something far more different. She knew
it was biologically impossible, but yet, there was something very
alluring about Hannah making her pregnant. Jessica wanted to
explore this.

The next night, Hannah's soft and modest
side seemed prevalent as the two shared a cozy night in front of
the TV, watching a movie. When the two went to bed, Jessica stood
in front of their bed, and slowly untied the robe that she wore. As
it fell to the floor, a telling gaze was shared as Jessica
gradually ran her palms across her stomach, and pelvic muscles.

Since they began dating, the two made it a
point to rid their bedroom of all modern devices. No lights,
phones, or clocks could be found in their special temple. Several
candles were lit, accentuating Jessica's athletic body.

"Look at my stomach, Hannah. Look how tight
I'm getting. Do you see that?" she asked in an appetizing
voice.

Hannah was beneath the covers, all ready for
bed. Now, she was sitting straight up as the drama began to unfold.
Jessica had struck a sensitive nerve within her mate. Hannah
crawled out from under the sheets, and respectfully knelt on the
edge of their bed. Jessica's hands pulsated up her stomach to lift
her teeming breasts.

"My body is so ripe, Hannah. So healthy."
Purred Jessica.

Jessica inched forward to Hannah as she
lifted her hand and placed it upon Jessica's robust abdomen. Her
sights transfixed, staring at the segment of Jessica's body.

"You made me this way, Hannah. You."

"I did?'

"Yes. And you can make me into something
else... anything you want."

A long pause followed as Hannah placed both
hands on each of Jessica's bronzed hips. Jessica poised her head,
slowly stroking Hannah's lips with hers ever so gently. Hannah
wanted to say something but was unsure how to express herself.
Jessica noticed her lover's dilemma.

"What is it, sweetheart?"

Hannah looked down, almost ashamed in a way.
Gathering her conviction, she took a breath, but paused. Jessica
assured her by placing her hands upon her face gently.

"Baby, look at me." Hannah's eyes met with
Jessica's. "You can tell me anything. Remember? No more secrets or
hiding our feelings. Tell me what you are thinking about."
questioned Jessica in her most soothing, caring voice.

"I just... I'm just so in love with you."
uttered a helpless, somewhat fearful Hannah.

"Oh, Baby." cooed Jessica as she grasped her
hands with hers tightly.

The expression of love melted her heart.

"Our love is so powerful, isn't it?" asked
Hannah.

With bursting emotion, Jessica nodded yes.
"I... I just want to see what would happen if we took it to a
different level."

Jessica could sense a different tone in
Hannah's voice.

"What kind of level, sweetheart?"

"Do you remember that video you rented the
first night we got together? The one with the slaves, and their
master?" asked Hannah.

Jessica nodded yes.

"Well, ever since I saw that I..." Hannah's
voice broke off in fear.

Jessica took her chin with her forefinger,
motioning for her to look at her.

"It's okay. What, sweetie? Tell me." Assured
Jessica.

Hannah clutched her hands tightly, summoning
her courage and strength.

"I want to try that with you. I... I want to
be your master." Responded Hannah.

Jessica looked off briefly, not knowing the
full scope of her request. Hannah knew she had stumped her.

"It's just the idea of it. Remember how I
said that woman surrendered to her totally? And you said you knew
what it felt like because you wanted to surrender to me?"

"Yea."

"Well, that's what I mean." Explained
Hannah.

Images of leather clad women filled
Jessica's unsure mind.

Her impression of domination was something
far more different than Hannah's.

"Isn't that where you hurt people?" Asked
Jessica.

"Well, in some cases, but not this. I
couldn't bring myself to hurt you. See, this is where I want to add
my own twist to it. It's just such a powerful thing to me. How a
person could abandon their own wishes for the sake of their
partner. That's what I admire about it. How they lose their
identity to become a servant, totally and unconditionally."
Explained Hannah.

Jessica eased her fingertips up along
Hannah's arms, resting them on her shoulders.

"Like what you did to me the other
night?"

"What do you mean?" Asked Hannah.

"When you used your strap-on on me. How you
wanted to make me pregnant?" A still, hushed pause fell between the
two.

"Yes." Replied Hannah.

"I liked that. I liked how you controlled
me."

Hannah sighed, relieved that Jessica was
interested in this unique desire.

"I couldn't stop thinking about it. That's
why I was showing you my stomach a few minutes ago. I wanted to let
you know that... that I was willing to be the mother of your child.
I mean, I know it can't physically happen, but it's nice to
like-pretend. Like it really could happen." Explained Jessica.

"Well, they say the most erogenous part of a
person is their mind." Hannah said.

Jessica nodded in agreement.

"I like the thought of it." Said Jessica, as
she looked off, immersed by the possibility.

"I've always wanted to have a baby. It's
like the ultimate bond between two people, you know?

"An eternal bond." Whispered Hannah.

Jessica's eyes drifted back to Hannah's,
locking together in a telling gaze of complete understanding. As if
Hannah knew the most intimate desires of her heart.

"Yes." Said Jessica under her breath.

Their embrace solidified as Jessica was
melted by Hannah's keen perception.

"I want to... I want to be your slave,
Hannah. No matter what, I'll do it. I don't care what the
consequences are. I know it's right."

Hannah was enamored by hearing her lover
speak those words.

"This changes everything from now on,
Jessica. Once you agree, your entire life will change. The only
thing that will remain the same is my love for you. That's it."
Explained Hannah.

"That's all that matters." retorted
Jessica.

Hannah swallowed, knowing that they both
stood before a massive threshold. This submission would be forever.
Was she even sure about this? Was this erotic desire she had strong
enough to alter her profound love affair with Jessica?

"Then we'll begin tonight." Said Hannah.

***

Jessica was led, completely naked, into the
bathroom where she was instructed to sit in the tub. Hannah turned
on the water and found a comfortable temperature. With a large
bucket she had beneath the sink, she filled it to capacity, and
brought it above Jessica's head.

"You're going to be cleansed. Think of this
as the old person you were being washed away. Let the water
symbolize your inner will." Clarified Hannah.

The first downpour drenched Jessica's mane,
bringing the spiraling locks down flat upon her neck. Her eyes
closed; Jessica was baptized in the soothing warm water. Her mouth
opened in refreshing delight.

Hannah watched as the water cascaded down
the body she so adored. As the bucket ran dry, Hannah instructed
Jessica to remain still as she left the bathroom to retrieve a few
items.

A few minutes later, Hannah returned with a
pair of scissors, and a lengthy strand of rope.

"Give me your wrists." Commanded Hannah.

She did so as Hannah proceeded to tie her
wrists together. Her actions weren't brutal, or forceful in any
way, and Jessica took comfort in this. Jessica felt Hannah crawl
into the tub with her, kneeling behind her as she brought her hands
around her to cup her moist breasts.

Jessica felt Hannah's breath flow into her
ear. She had always loved hearing her panting like that. Jessica
cringed.

"Now, you're going to be shaved." Hannah
explained, whispering into her ear. "Every strand of hair you have
represents the old Jessica, and it must be removed. This is part of
your cleansing. After your head and eyebrows are shaved, I will
scrub every inch of your body. At that time, the Jessica we both
know will cease to exist. I will give you a new name when I feel
that you have rightfully earned it. Until then, you will be known
as "the woman", and nothing more. And from now on, you will refer
to me as "master", and not Hannah. Do you understand?" Hannah said
in a most serious tone, massaging Jessica's breasts.

Jessica gasped, closing her eyes. "Yes."

After that, Hannah began sheering the stands
of hair. Jessica felt terrible about having her hair stripped away
but was reminded of her promise she made earlier that night.

Total and unconditional.

She was a woman of her word, and she was
going to stick to it. She heard several slices that shed the
tresses away. Closing her eyes, she kept envisioning what she would
look like afterward. What would she tell people at work? Soon,
Hannah had the mane shorn completely off as she got out of the tub
to get her electric sheers.

With a deafening hum, Hannah wiped away the
short bristles that remained of her once elegant and sumptuous mane
of hair.

All that remained was a barren void of
whiskers and white skin. Now began the shaving.

Lathering the soapy liquid in her hands,
Hannah massaged her slave's head tenderly, making sure she caressed
the pours of her scalp. Jessica (now the Woman) was reminded of her
days as a child when her loving Mother washed her hair in the tub,
much like this. How shocked she would be to know that her little
girl grew up to become enslaved by another female.

She felt the plastic razor start at her
forehead, easing its way back along the crown of her head. Her
Master's strokes were slow, and careful, and the Woman appreciated
such tender finesse.

Hannah scrutinized her work; carefully
inspecting her slave's skull to make sure not a hair remained.
Then, she ordered the Woman to turn around so she could strip her
of her eyebrows. Slowly and carefully, Jessica was transformed,
shed from the normal embellishing elements that made her who she
once was.

A harsh, rugged scouring soon followed as
her Master used brushes to cleanse her flesh. Every crevice and
furrow was cleansed. Soon, the Woman was abruptly blindfolded and
ordered to kneel in the tub. The Woman knew her backside was going
to be used in some way or another.

As she heard her Master fumble through her
bathroom drawers, her mind began to wonder what on Earth she was
going to do to her. Feeling her Master climb back into the tub, the
Woman sighed in comfort knowing she wasn't alone.

Without warning, she felt an object being
eased into her ass. It wasn't a finger, or a tongue as she plainly
could distinguish... this was something different. As the length of
the object settled in her bowels, a torrent of amazing warmth
saturated her intestines as slight convulsions rocked the Woman's
backside. "Oooooh Be-I mean, Master." Cried the Woman.

"Good. Very good." Cooed her Master. "You're
learning."

"What are you doing to my ass?" she
asked.

A hard slap fell on her left ass globe. The
Woman jumped from the sting.

"You never ask questions, Woman. Never. Do
you understand?" said her Captor.

"Yes" moaned the Woman as the pain
subsided.

"I don't want to hurt you, but this is how
you have to learn. But since you didn't know, I'll answer your
question. I'm giving you an enema. Like I said, you are going to be
cleansed-inside and out. Now, I'm going to slip this out, but I
want you to tighten your ass muscles and hold the liquid in." Her
Master did so as the Woman complied.

"Stand up. And continue holding the water
inside you." Commanded the Master.

The pain was unbearable. Her Master saw the
anguish all over the Woman's face. She took the Woman by the hands
and guided her to the toilet where she was told to sit. There, she
was allowed to expunge herself.

"You didn't think I was going to let you do
that in the tub now, do you?" said a more whimsical Master.

The Woman was then lifted up and led back to
the tub. With her blindfold still on, her Master turned on the
shower, and finished the bath.

This unimaginable behavior sent shivers
throughout the Woman's body. Her bathing was almost ceremonial in
many ways, and terribly erotic in knowing her Master was molding
her into someone new.

Total and unconditional.

After the bath, the Woman was ordered to
stand completely still in the hallway until she was dried by the
still air. Still bound at the wrists and blindfolded, the Woman's
shivers were soon swept away as her Master closely inspected her
body to make sure she was dry... about an hour later.

During the agonizing wait, the Woman heard
her Master around the house, watching television and fixing herself
dinner. The aroma of the scrumptious meal filled her nostrils as
she longed for just a crumb of food.

Then, she felt a massive collar being
strapped around her neck.

"When you agreed to this, you lost all
privileges of a human being. And starting right now, you will have
to earn your right to be treated as such." Said her Master.

Feeling a weighty chain being fastened to
her collar, the Woman was lead through the house, and out the back
door. The crisp air of the summer night brought goose bumps on her
flesh, as well as erect nipples. The Woman was becoming frightened
now, and she gasped in utter fright. Hearing her moans, her Master
stuffed an object into her mouth, and felt straps being locked
around her baldhead. What was happening to her? Was this what she
got for loving the woman she so adored? What did Hannah want from
her? The Master led her to the back yard where the shed was.

It was a flimsy structure that contained
their lawn mower as well as other outdoor devices. Flinging open
the metal door, Hannah guided her slave to where a crude metal hook
was embedded in the soil in the back corner. She presumed that the
previous owners had a dog tied there at one time, and since her
slave no longer had the rights of a human, she concluded that this
was appropriate enough. At least she was giving the Woman
shelter.

Threading the chain through the hook, she
secured her into place with two Master padlocks. Glancing around,
Hannah found an area of dirt where she could lay for the night.

"There's a spot of dirt to your left that
will be your bed." Said her Master. "You have to build yourself
back up, Woman. You have been stripped of all that you know. And
tomorrow when I wake you up, your reparation will start. Good
night."

Wrapping a rope around her slave's waist,
Hannah tied the wrist constraints to the rope so that she couldn't
lift her arms passed her chest.

Then, Hannah placed ear protectors inside
her Woman's ears. The soft, spongy material expanded, cutting off
all sound. Muffled moans of dejection and abandonment were heard as
Hannah then walked out of the dark shed and shut the metal door
behind her. With another padlock, she locked the door behind her,
and made her way to the confines of the cozy house.

There she stood, chained like an animal.
Blind, deaf, gagged, bound, and completely nude, the fumes of the
gasoline and charcoal from the grill repulsed her. As she stumbled
across the yard rakes and oily rags, she found the area of dirt her
Master informed her of.

It was much smaller than she had thought as
she laid on her side, curling into a fetal position. She couldn't
stretch out or lay differently due to the harsh wooden crates
surrounding her. Broken, the Woman began to weep as the chilly
summer night caused her to tremble. Forsaken, alone, and cold.

***

The next morning arrived at 5am when the
Woman felt cold water splashing her frigid body. Jumping up in
total shock, she hit her head against one of the wooden crates
accidentally. Disoriented from the haziness of sleep and the sharp
pain in her head, she felt herself being whisked upon her feet by
the chain that was attached to her collar. The Woman thought last
night was a nightmare, and sincerely believed she would wake up in
the comfort of her bed, nuzzled against Hannah. This would remain a
fading dream as she stumbled out of the metal shed, and into the
yard.

She vaguely remembered when she moved in
that a tall; privacy fence concealed the back yard. She rarely
ventured out since most of her time was spent with either Hannah,
or at her job. Her job! She had to be at work today! What was she
going to do about that?

She felt her master remove the gag that
stifled her mouth as she gasped for a unconfined breath of fresh
air.

"Hannah, I have to be at work today. I'll be
fired..." the Woman helplessly expressed as a hand fell hard across
her face.

"You worthless bitch!" screamed the Master
as several more strikes landed across her face. "I told you that
anything and everything of the old you no longer mattered." Said
her Master in a scathing voice. "Did you not hear me when I told
you that?" Another fierce punch struck her face again and again.
"And you never, NEVER call me by that name again!"

The Woman was knocked about as she then felt
the gag being stuffed back in her mouth. This time, there was no
gentle finesse in the Master's actions. She was barbaric, and
certainly not happy with her slave.

"I was going to feed you this morning, but
since you obviously still think you have the ability to speak,
you'll have to continue wearing this. It's up to you." Said her
Master. "You have to realize that you determine the outcome of your
transformation. All that you once knew, everything that made you
who you were is now gone. You are no longer living for your own
selfish needs. Pride and vanity have no place in surrendering
yourself to someone. Do you understand?"

The Woman tediously nodded her head yes,
realizing her Master had a point. She probably was selfish in their
relationship, putting her own needs and wants above Hannah's.

If she did truly love her, then setting
aside those egotistical traits made perfect sense. After all, she
did love Hannah very much, and if this is what it took to be with
her forever, then she would live through the suffering... the
rebuilding of her own self. The Woman began to somewhat grasp her
Master's methods.

Afterward, her arms were lifted above her
head as she was tied to the wall of the house. The coarse bricks
scraped against her sensitive backside as she was given a harsh
bath from the water hose outside. No soap, or silky lathering- just
water, and nothing else.

From there, she was lead across the yard,
and anchored to the clothesline pole. Her arms stretched out to
each side, going along with the "T" shape of the metal beam. Rope
then affixed her arms to each pole as her Master began to unfasten
the blindfold that had been covering her eyes since last night.

The blazing sunshine blinded the Woman as
she tried to gain her senses back. The last thing she saw was the
tub in the bathroom. And now, standing before her, was her Master.
The lengthy blonde hair that she had so treasured was pulled
straight back and meshed into a bun.

No makeup, or even a hint of eyeliner was
found. She then noticed she was wearing cut-off jeans, and her work
out top that accentuated her plump breasts. The early morning cool
air was soon giving way to the sweltering heat as a thin sheet of
perspiration coated her Master. In a rugged, ambiguous way, she
looked remarkable. Perhaps Hannah was also metamorphosing along
with her vassal.

Heading back inside the house, the Woman
began looking around her, trying to see if anyone could see her
bound to the metal object. Dejected, she saw no signs of a home, or
anything that towered above the tall wooden fence. She was safely
obscured from the entire world. The Master soon came back out,
carrying a bundle of gray flannel sheets, a fabric measuring spool,
and a stapler. Dropping the sheets, she started to measure the
Woman's hips, bust, and waist.

"I'll weigh you later..." Her master said as
she wrote her measurements on a pad of paper she had in her back
pocket. "... just in case I want to auction you off."

She then took the bundle of sheets and began
shredding them into wide layers. The Woman noticed that several
dark stains blotted the material.

"I saved these rags to clean around the
house since I don't sleep on them anymore. I think my Brother used
them to change the oil in his car a few times. They're pretty
useless now, just like you." She said as she wrapped the fabric
around her groin, and her bust.

Grabbing the stapler, she then stapled the
ends of the fabric together so that they wouldn't fall off her
body. Jessica looked down to see her new, jagged outfit. The
unraveled threads of the material dangled about as the loose fabric
barely concealed her cleavage and groin. A large oil stain covered
her left breast as her Master stepped back to gaze at the
sight.

"We'll use your rags to clean the bathroom
later today." Said her Master. "Get used to them because they are
the only thing you own now."

Unfastened from the pole, Hannah led the
Woman to a spot in the yard where she was instructed to kneel.
Stepping away for a few moments, the Woman quickly looked up to see
that she could make a quick dash for freedom.

The thought of escaping this inhuman
treatment appealed to her, but then, where would she go? What would
she do? Go to her parents looking like an untamed beast? Hairless
and looking like a freak of nature? Who else would take her in like
this except for her Master? At least she was giving her this
invaluable time.

She sighed deeply and regressed back into
her subdued state of mind. Yet, in this state, she was somehow
beginning to enjoy this treatment. Perhaps that was why she didn't
escape? Coming back, the Master tossed down a large shovel in front
of the Woman. Looking up, she wore a confused look on her face.

"The main water line needs to be replaced."
Said the Master as she began to point out where the line started
and ended. "You'll dig it up and put in the new one. You need the
sunshine and exercise anyway. Get to work." Commanded the towering
female.

This command, for some reason, had no
doubts, or sighs of displeasure from the Woman. Snatching the
shovel, the Woman started to dig into the ground beneath her. The
day was now moving into the late morning hours as the humidity
began to rise. The heat from the sun also began to take its toll on
the young slave. She had never performed manual labor in her life,
perhaps now was the time she learned.

She was told that the pipe was under eight
feet of soil, and that it would probably be a four-day job. Hannah
was surprised to see that the Woman wasn't willfully objecting to
the orders. Taken by this, Hannah pulled up her lawn chair, and sat
next to where her slave was laboriously struggling to dig the
trench. The sight of her sweat-covered body, enshrined in those
shorn rags aroused Hannah.

Struggling with each pile of dirt, Hannah
became overwhelmed with an unquenchable eagerness to fuck her
slave. Going back inside the house, Hannah found her strap-on, and
shed her garments as she fastened the protruding stalk upon her
waist. Back outside, she approached the Woman with a fierce will to
pound herself into the sweaty woman.

Ordering her to stop, Hannah twisted her
slave to the ground, and onto her stomach. Mounting the perspiring
being of flesh, Hannah vigorously tucked the plastic cock inside
her slave's womb. With her arm, she took hold of the Woman's neck
into the fold in her arm, locking her into place so that she
couldn't move.

What followed was the most intense sex both
had ever experienced. Hannah towered in awe as her groin slapped
against the moistened flesh of the enslaved woman. Moans of slight
pain and soaring pleasure washed across the Woman's exhausted body
as she gazed behind her shoulder to see her Master's breasts
swaying with each forceful thrust.

Her fingers dug themselves into the soil as
her whimpers were quickly converted to screams of unconstrained
euphoria. Hannah gazed down to see her slave's skin shining beneath
the perspiration. Her bald head, still swaddled with the leather
straps that held the gag in place... Hannah could do anything she
wanted to this woman... anything.

Dismounting the Woman, Hannah quickly shed
the strap-on, and released the gag from her slave's mouth. Gasping
in sheer ecstasy, the Master and her slave shared a scalding kiss.
Hunger overtook the Woman as she swallowed Hannah's tongue,
savoring it as best she could. Hannah broke off the kiss,
positioning herself on top in a sixty-nine.

"Oooooh." Mumbled the Woman as she beheld
the magnificent sight of Hannah's ass cheeks draped above her face.
With each set of fingers, she widened her luscious crevice, and
smothered her mouth between the folds of her dripping wet vagina.
The two were arrested by the moment, like two animals liberated
from years of captivity.

Hannah's mouth surrounded her slave's
fertile pussy, relishing the succulent juices that flowed from her
essence. Garbled moans swelled from both women as the initial waves
of orgasm began to apprehend Hannah. Hannah now became her slave,
and as she crumbled atop her, every muscle and every thought within
Hannah converged together as she lifted her head... eyes gazing
upward, staring into the abyss of pure rapture as the Woman's
tongue lay flat against her delicate clit.

Hannah gripped the Woman's thighs tightly as
she couldn't believe the strength this particular orgasm. Amazement
and complete wonder doused her mind as she felt a tongue ease deep
inside.

"You're tongue fucking me..." gasped
Hannah.

She pressed her face against her slave's
sweaty left thigh as she closed her eyes. Her mouth fell open.

"So deep. You're so deep. You're inside me."
Declared Hannah between breaths.

Never before had Jessica been so bold...
Then, a torrent of orgasm surged from within Hannah.

The Woman felt this, and gently grasped each
moistened cheek of Hannah's ass. Then, a surge of pungent liquid
filled the slave's mouth. Startled, the Woman could only squeeze
Hannah's cheeks tighter, securing her mouth around the fountain
that now sprang forth a nourishing substance. Hannah's back twisted
in several directions as her entire body united in a splintering
culmination of unquestionable ecstasy.

The Woman savored Hannah's nectar,
swallowing it several times as the warmth filled her empty stomach.
The Woman shivered, knowing that Hannah's most intimate juices were
being absorbed into her own body. Hannah was now a part of the
Woman, and with each gulp of orgasm she ingested, it only furthered
their eternal relationship. She would never leave Hannah now. How
could she? Hannah's living essence was now coursing throughout her
veins. This carnal act intimately epitomized lifetime slavery.

Catching her breath, the Master descended
from her slave's structure, and rewarded her with a promising kiss.
Allowing her sensitive traits to surface, the Master clutched the
sides of the Woman's head as a silent pause followed.

"Who are you?" Asked the Master.

"I am no one." Replied the Woman.

"What's your name?"

With a void, yet confident gaze, she
replied; "Woman. Nothing more." A NEW WOMAN.

***

After days of backbreaking labor, the water
line was replaced. The blistering heat shed more than fifteen
pounds from the Woman as Hannah kept a concise record of her daily
measurements.

Two inches came off her hips in two weeks'
time as the Master began a rigorous training schedule of weight
lifting, and muscle development. Her diet now consisted of muscle
building foods and liquids.

The Woman's daily instruction began at 5am
where Hannah would focus on each set of muscles, strengthening them
to their maximum potential.

Bench pressing, squatting, chin-ups,
push-ups, and several other exercises were practiced. At times,
Hannah even sat herself on the Woman's backside to make her
push-ups even more arduous. Purchasing a new treadmill, Hannah
quickly put it to use, making the Woman run miles at a time.

Before long, the Woman was running up to ten
miles a day. Hannah was determined to mold her slave into a shrine
of muscle bound strength. The Woman's white, bald head now retained
a deep tan as with the rest of her body due to the countless hours
spent laboring in the yard.

In fact, the Woman had begun to fancy her
baldness, and had begged to be shaved every three days from head to
toe.

After all the yard work Hannah had ordered
was finished, the Woman was moved indoors during the day time to
completely remodel the home. Hannah witnessed in awe how easily her
slave performed such rigorous tasks, such as lifting heavy
furniture, and stripping the floors. The personal items of the
Woman's previous life were gathered and taken to the local
Good-Will store.

Favorite dresses, undergarments, stereos,
pictures, brushes, and make-up kits were thrown into huge plastic
bags, and given away to someone who could put them to use. The only
sole possession the Woman had to worry about were the rags that
carelessly clung to her now robust body.

Making friends with some of the local
Sub/Dom females, Hannah had invited over a tattoo artist over for
dinner one evening. After treating her to a wonderful meal, Hannah
introduced her to the Woman, and asked to tattoo her new name on
her left shoulder, and groin. Agreeing, the artist politely asked
what her name was. She was hoping that it wouldn't be a long,
difficult name that had to be written in calligraphy.

She was happily surprised to hear that only
ten letters had to be engraved. Soon, the process began as Hannah
chained the Woman to several wall-anchored rivets that were placed
in the Woman's old bedroom. Hannah smiled, knowing that the name
she had chosen for her slave was permanently being forged into
flesh.

These tattoos would forever embody Jessica's
subjugation for the rest of her life.

The letters soon took form as the word
"Woman" were imprinted on the bronzed, athletic shoulder.

At night before bedtime, Hannah made the
Woman stand on a special wooden riser that she had built. With
four, flame burning insect repelling torches placed at each corner
of the wooden riser, Hannah adorned her slave in thick, heavy
chains. Hannah loved the way her deeply tanned flesh glowed beneath
the silvery mass of constraints. The Woman was ordered to look
straight ahead, not to acknowledge anything at all.

She was nothing more than sculpted meat,
property owned by her loving Master. The Master would then saunter
around the platform, closely inspecting her esteemed helot. What
was once a soft, petite body of womanly desire was now becoming a
physique all unto its very own.

As the inspection continued, Hannah would
ask; "What have you learned today?" But it wasn't long before she
would ask the obvious question; "Who are you?"

The answer was now ingrained in the Woman's
soul.

She thought it, lived it, and breathed it...
"I am no one. My name is Woman."

Four months after the Woman's submission,
the Master decided that she should appoint her slave to "sub-human"
status. This decree would allow the Woman to be moved from her
primitive quarters in the shed, to her new shelter beneath the
house.

The gag, blindfold, and earmuffs would still
have to be in place, and it was often that the Woman would place
the constraints upon herself. But Hannah now had a different idea
of how her slave should sleep at night.

She wanted the conditions to be more dingy
so the Woman have a better understanding of her body. Being beneath
her at night with the pipes and other sewage devices fascinated
Hannah.

Knocking out a wide hole at the bottom side
of the house, Hannah made the Woman construct a wooden skid big
enough to restrain her to. With rollers on the bottom, this would
enable Hannah to simply chain her slave to the skid and roll her
into the darkened dugout of the home. The idea of the Woman being
immobile for several hours intrigued her, and soon, the resting
quarters was in operation.

Winter was soon upon them as all the
training now took place inside. The Woman's flesh now burst with
ripened muscles. Her abdomen-- rugged as a washboard. Broad
shoulders that exuded pure strength.

The soft, feminine features that Hannah
first made love to, was now a distant memory. Her weight was now a
healthy 118 pounds, her body fat was practically non-existent.
Hannah knew that if she compared her slave to any man, her Woman
would put him to complete shame. Hannah glowed with pride for her
slave. She had stripped Jessica of all that she once was, chiseling
her into a healthy, strapping young woman. She was void of all
identity, numb to every taboo whim.

It was distastefully erotic what she had
done to her.

As the harsh winter months set in, Hannah
had the Woman construct her a wooden cage for her to use inside.
The nights when the temperature dropped below zero degrees was
simply too much. And yet, Hannah had never heard a moan, or whimper
of displeasure from the Woman. Making sure the dimensions were big
enough for her slave to kneel in, she had her place the cage inside
her room. It had been well over half a year since the Woman set
foot in her once lavish room. Hannah knew seeing the room would
trigger some kind of response, but none came.

In a way, Hannah had hoped to see her blush,
and joyfully run into her arms for a kiss. But that never happened.
In the months since she enslaved Jessica, Hannah was beginning to
miss sharing her bed with a warm body. Waking up the next morning,
Hannah disregarded the Woman in the cage all together, leaving her
locked inside the crude apparatus all day long.

 


***

The next day, Hannah called one of her new
Dom friends over for lunch. She had met this Mistress through the
local sex paper and wanted to get her opinion of her Woman. As the
Woman served them lunch, Hannah was asked a flurry of questions
about who her slave once was, and how she stripped her of her
identity.

The Mistress suggested several ideas and
tips to further her enslavement such as pain, and torture. Hannah
respectfully rejected the notion as she then showed the Mistress
photographs of who the Woman once was.

"You have to be kidding? This can't be her!"
remarked the overwhelmed Mistress. "She's the most beautiful thing
I've ever seen! And you did that to her?"

"She willfully gave herself to me. I'm sure
you know what that is like, Mistress."

"Yes, but only for a few days, even weeks
perhaps, but this..." She sighed. "... she's been in captivity for
almost a year?"

"Yes." Glowed Hannah as she glanced over at
the Woman, giving her a soft smile.

"I've heard about a few like this, but this
is lifetime slavery, isn't it?"

Nodding her head, Hannah stood proudly as
she approached her kneeling slave. Instructing her to stand, she
stood on her side, pulling on her choker tightly.

"Who are you?" whispered Hannah into her
ear.

"I am no one. My name is Woman." Said the
void and barren Woman.

The Mistress shook her head in complete awe,
noticing the shorn, oily rags the slave still wore.

"This is incredible." She said as she stood
to marvel at the brawny, robust woman.

The Woman gazed forward, not acknowledging
anyone next to her whatsoever. Hannah had always instructed her to
do that if no commands were given.

"She's so beautiful. You conceived her in
the most perfect form, didn't you?" asked the Mistress.

Hannah nodded in agreement. "What I like is
when I tell her to make love to me. She'll pick me up, and carry me
into my bedroom, and pound me into oblivion." Hannah explained.

"Oh, so you let her do that?" asked the
curious Mistress.

"Absolutely. She's worked very hard to earn
that right." Said Hannah as she ran her right hand across the
Woman's oily, muscular chest.

"If you want, I'll show you more of what she
can do." Replied an aroused Hannah.

Intrigued, the Mistress sauntered away with
both Captor, and slave into the workout room.

Ordered to begin bench pressing, the Woman
easily pressed 350 pounds. Grunts of exertion were heard as the
Mistress gazed in complete awe, standing in front of the spectacle
with Hannah.

"See the form as it lifts? Look at how the
muscles boil with pure energy." illustrated Hannah.

Sent over to the treadmill, Hannah set a
steep incline to the machine, and threw the slave onto the runway.
Starting the pace slow, Hannah pointed out how the muscles in the
legs were ripened. They could hear pants of heaving breathing as
Hannah increased the speed gradually.

The Mistress marveled at how such sheer
perfection could be created.

The Mistress was very impressed how Hannah
had converted her slave into such a wonderfully developed body--
Herculean in several respects. Gone were Jessica's soft abounding
breasts, wide childbearing hips, and the thick, fleshy thighs. Now,
draped in barbaric fabric that barely clung together by crude metal
staples, Jessica was a mortal symbol of strength and fortitude.

With not a sliver of hair to be found on her
ripe, golden body, she epitomized the very core of vitality.

The Mistress asked Hannah if she would ever
consider enslaving other women, claiming that her method would
shatter drug addictions, weight problems, and any other dilemma
that impeded a woman's life. Intrigued, Hannah agreed to consider
it.

"I always reward her for obedient
performance." said Hannah as the Mistress watched the Woman kneel
in front of the bench press and arch her sweat drenched back.

Hannah knelt behind her, resting each palm
on the well-defined mounds of her ass. An obvious craving fell over
Hannah as she meticulously skimmed the surface of her slave's ass
with her tongue.

The Mistress sighed; knowing how fantastic
Hannah must have felt since she herself had performed this method
of compensation many times before.

Hannah's fingers pacified each muscular
cheek as a thin sheet of saliva coated the Woman's right ass globe.
With her mouth open, Hannah whimpered, delighted in deluging her
slave's buttocks. Without warning, the Mistress saw the Woman's
body stiffen as Hannah's mouth disappeared between the heightened
cleavages.

Pressing each cheek together against her
face, Hannah's eyelids fell shut as her mouth French kissed the
Woman's sensitive asshole.

It was a display of the most titillating
desire the Mistress had ever seen. Seeing the two women together--
one of soft, subtle features, and the other with such muscular
definition, made for a refined erotic contrast. She knew that
beneath the enslavement, beneath all the scrupulous calisthenics,
an obvious union was being nourished.

And as the Mistress watched the Woman carry
her spouse into their bedroom, she knew that the two were in fact
slaves to each other, no matter who dictated the orders.

And as Hannah's delicate hands cradled
Jessica's bald head between her Motherly, life-giving breasts, the
Mistress heard a faint whisper... "I love you, Jessica." The Woman
had finally become a person once more.

END




A Stand Up Girl

 My name is Stella and
this is a true story about what happened to me in 2017.It was a
weird, wacky chain of events that to this day I don't think would
ever pop up again.

(Just a little about me, I'm in a relationship, 30
years old 5.9" 35- 27-38 brunette some people say I look like
Jennifer Garner) My partner Chloe works for an IT company and is
called away on business quite a lot.

Today was no exception except today she was going
with a work colleague named Devyn. You see Devyn had only started
with the company 2 months before and this was her first trip
interstate so she had to go with someone to show her the ropes.

We meet Devyn and her beautiful partner Cailey
briefly when she joined the company but had not seen them since
that day.

Chloe came home from work that faithful day and said
she and Devyn were called away on a job and she had organized with
Devyn to pick her up at her place and go to the airport together. I
asked her how she was getting there as we only had one car. She
told me that I was going to drive her to Devyn's and they would
catch a cab from there, as it was only 15min from the airport.

I said I was not happy as it was Friday night and
all I wanted to do was stay home & curl up and watch some
TV.

"Don't worry honey" she said, "Devyn has organized
with Cailey for you to have dinner there and maybe watch TV or
something."

I was not happy but went along anyway. We got to
Devyn's around 7.00pm their flight left at 8.00pm so we all had a
quick drink together and they were off in the cab.

"See you in 5 days dear" Chloe said as they
left.

Cailey quickly turned to me and said "Let's go inside
and have some dinner and get into that bottle of wine"

I was pissed off that I was going to have another
boring week alone so I said to Cailey "let's make it two
bottles".

Cailey was very friendly to me as she felt like it
wasn't my fault that my week was going to be lonely, Devyn was the
one to go with Chloe on this trip. Cailey is a stunning woman 31
years old 5'8" 37-28-37 a real blonde and loves to wear the
smallest and thinnest of outfits.

Tonight she was wearing a very short thin summer
dress, soft-cupped sports bra, and white cotton panties. I on the
other hand I had on a black skirt, stockings and heels, a thin
white blouse, lace bra and matching panties. I had arrived home
only 10 mins before Chloe and had no time to change.

We chatted through dinner and drank the first bottle
of wine. After dinner, we sat on the leather couch together as she
wanted to show me the photo album of their last holiday in
Tahiti.

There were plenty of pictures of them together being
very intimate with each other Devyn is a great looking gal and I
was getting turned on looking at all the pictures of her sun tanned
body thinking 'what would she be like in bed'. You see my sex life
lately has been very poor and dull, with Chloe away a lot I have
not had basically any in the last 6 months so you can understand
why my mind was wandering.

It was 9.00pm and we had nearly drunk two bottles of
wine, and I was quite light headed by now and Cailey was the same.
She was sitting very close to me now and I could feel the heat
coming off her body. This was something I was not use to, being so
close to another woman and thinking about how good her partner
would be in bed.

I thought that I should get up and go get another
drink when suddenly my bladder told me otherwise. In all the time I
had been at Cailey's I had not used the bathroom so I thought this
would be a good time. I twisted around to put my drink on the table
beside me and as I twisted back to ask Cailey were the bathroom
was, I felt her lips on mine kissing me very tenderly.

In all my adult life, I have never had any thoughts
of being unfaithful with another woman and this took me by complete
surprise and out of instinct, I was returning her kiss.

I suddenly turned my head away from her and told her
" I don't cheat."

However, suddenly her tongue was in my ear kissing
it passionately and telling me that neither was she but to relax
and enjoy. My head was spinning I didn't know what to do, I was
aroused from looking at the pictures of them but when it comes to
having my ears nibbled and kissed I just turn into jelly.

Cailey kept the encouragement up by sliding her hand
up my inner thigh until she reached my panties. I closed my legs
quickly, this is not what I wanted, but she had other ideas. She
took her tongue out of my ear and started nibbling my neck I could
not take much more of this and tried to get up.

As I did, my legs parted slightly and her hand slid
up over my panties to rest on my crotch. She must have thought that
this was an invitation and started to rub my pussy through my thin
panties. As it was, I couldn't have got up even if I wanted to with
all the alcohol, seeing the pictures of Devyn and Cailey, and not
having any sex in 6 months, I just sat back down and let my body
take over and enjoy what was going to happen.

Cailey sensed my relaxed state and said to me that
"this would be the best sex I would ever have."

A that point, I had to agree with her. Then I felt
her hand starting to unbutton my blouse and unclip my bra in the
front and free my breasts, all the while she was rubbing my now wet
pussy. My nipples were standing up and she just had to touch them,
kneed them between her fingers it was soo good. Then I felt Cailey
get off the couch and kneel on the wood floor in front of me,
pushing my skirt up, spreading my legs wide apart and inching me
towards the edge of the couch.

She took one look at me and slid her tongue up my
stockinged thigh and started to lick and suck me through my soaking
panties. Chloe has never done this to me before, Cailey's touch was
fantastic, and she was right this would be the best sex I would
ever have. She licked, tongued, kissed and sucked my wet panties
until I thought she would suck them straight off me, then she
lifted my bum up and slid my panties off and put them in my
mouth.

I have never really tasted myself before but I liked
it. Cailey looked at my neatly shaved pussy and dove in, her tongue
and fingers were going everywhere, she knew just were to touch to
make my juices flow, but that was not all that was about to flow.
She started to lick at my pee hole when I suddenly realized that I
still needed to go, and really badly.

I told Cailey in between moans, "I have to go pee
and if you keep that up, I will pee on your face".

At first I thought she did not hear me as she kept
on going right at it, she had two fingers in my pussy another
rubbing my asshole and her tongue still licking my pee hole. I
could feel my bladder weakening and tried to get up but she took
her hand from my ass, pushed me down.

She told me, "Relax and just enjoy what's going to
happen."

I started to feel sick this was not right I could
not do this no matter what was going on. I already had let myself
be seduced by a woman but I was not going to succumb to wetting
myself. Then suddenly I felt a little pee escape from my aching
bladder straight into Cailey's mouth. She went nuts and started to
lick and suck at my pee hole faster and faster, moaning all the
time to keep going, keep peeing, she even started to push on my
bladder to help me along.

While all this was happening, I had not noticed that
my nipples where like pencil erasers and extremely sensitive. As I
brushed my hand across them to take Cailey's hand from pushing my
bladder a bolt of electricity shot through my body straight to my
pee hole, where another squirt escaped into her mouth.

By now my pussy was on fire and I need to cum so
badly but Cailey wouldn't let up on my pee hole, so I just went
with the flow (no pun intended).

I said to her "I can't hold it any longer" this sent
her over the edge, she was now fingering my pussy flat out and
licking me dry at the same time.

Then all of a sudden she pushed hard on my bladder
and the floodgates opened. First it started as a dribble then it
turned into a flood, I could have never believed how good it felt,
I only wish I had discovered this dirty little deed earlier in
life.

Cailey was so beside herself she could not take it
all in her mouth, she sat back and let my pee spray all over her
face and hair and down her dress soaking her chest. The sight of
this just made me hornier. Just a few hours earlier I had met this
woman and her partner for the second time, and now here she is
bathing in my urine in her living room.

As my flow subsided Cailey's mouth was back on my
pussy sucking the rest of the pee out of my pussy, then all of a
sudden I felt her push her little finger into my ass. That was all
I needed to push me over the edge and I came so hard that for the
first time in my life I actually ejaculated and nearly passed
out.

When I had calmed down a little, Cailey slid up my
body, and slipped her cum and pee soaked tongue into my mouth, and
I sucked as much as I could get. Then suddenly I felt all-warm
around my crotch and realized that she was pissing on me through
her panties.

I told her, "Stop because I want to taste it I had to
taste it."

She stemmed the flow as much as she could as she slid
herself up my body leaving a wet trail along the way. As she
reached my face I leaned forward and for the very first time, I
tasted another woman in more ways than one. I furiously licked and
sucked on her wet panties while jamming two fingers into my own
pussy, the taste was strange and bitter but I liked it, then
suddenly her release came and filled my mouth with warm golden
liquid. I tried to swallow but my brain could not compute, so I
just let I overflow from my mouth down my chin and onto my
breasts.

The flow started to dwindle and Cailey pulled aside
her soaked panties and sprayed the remainder on my face.

She then said, "Please suck my clit and make me cum
pleassse".

How could I refuse? I dove in, found her hard little
clit, and did my best for someone with little experience, she must
have thought I was pretty good because she screamed she was cumming
and filled my mouth. I was able to swallow it this time, and the
taste was incredible.

We both fell on the floor wallowing in our wet mess
exhausted from what was the most intense dirty and erotic thing
that I had ever done. We recovered enough to go and take a shower
together and ended up in bed making wet love all night along.

The next day Cailey told me, "I was surfing the net
about a year ago and came across a urination site and got extremely
turned on and wanted to experience it but was too afraid to ask
Devyn." She also said, "I had no intension of seducing you but with
the wine and looking at the photos remembering how horny I was on
that trip I couldn't help myself. And when you said you had to pee,
I thought that I would try to live out my fantasy, and I'm glad
that I did."

I had different feelings. Just to say I had done it
was something. Because of the novelty it was a mild turn on. I
don't have much contact with Cailey, since Devyn left the company
my partner works for we don't have much cause to see them
socially.

I wonder if she has revealed her fetish to her
partner. I love to see photos of that trip.

***

'I'm washing my hands in a dim restroom. I
look down and there's warm water running over my hands, and then I
look back up. The door opens, and in walks a blond-haired woman. I
can still sense the warm water on my hands.

The woman is wearing a skirt. She stands in
my line of vision and lifts it; she has on white underwear. As I
watch her, she parts her legs slightly and a small stream of pee
emanates from between her legs

I watch her for a moment, then look back
down at my hands, only now she is there and I'm washing my hands in
her piss, right below the crotch of her soaked panties. I'm
aroused, very aroused.'

***

I scratched my head thoughtfully. I had just
dreamed this dream and wrote it down faithfully. My dream the night
before was similar, so were many nights before that. I sighed and
put away my dream journal. I hoped my lover didn't read it.

Still aroused, I took off my pajama bottoms
and laid there naked, waiting for my lover to finish with the
shower.

Last night's dream affected me differently.
I was in a twilight meadow, near a pond. I sat down by the pond and
put my feet in the water, which was as warm as bathwater. I could
see the woman from across the pond.

The woman entered the pond, swam up to the
shallows in front of me and came toward me. I could now see the
woman was nude, water streamed from her hair down her breasts. She
came toward me and kissed me, parting my mouth with her tongue.

She stood up and buried her cunt in my open
mouth, and I felt a gush of warm piss enter my mouth. I swallowed
hard, lapping up as much of the piss as possible. The rest I let
pour down my face, on my body.

Before I woke up, I came hard.

I had almost rubbed my clit to a nice, wet
orgasm when the shower stopped. I sighed, not wanting to give up
reminiscing about these dreams.

***

"I have had this one interlude with another
woman, and urination was her thing. I took it as a novelty but soon
forgot all about it... "

I had told my therapist after my first few
dreams.

"But now I can't stop thinking about it.
It's.... Exciting. Worrisome. Disgusting."

My therapist had told me not to get upset,
and to keep the journal to see if something "came up." Bad choice
of words, I thought this morning, something's always "coming up"
but it ain't insights.

***

My lover Chloe walked into the bedroom from
the shower. I watched her towel down her plump, beautiful ass and
large breasts, and pondered asking for a sick day just to explore
those well-loved body parts. But lately her libido had been on the
wane for some reason.

"Better get into the shower, hon, we're
running a bit late."

Chloe, all business in the mornings,
probably couldn't be talked into playing that kind of hooky. I
sighed.

"Okay hon. I'll be quick."

I set the shower massage on blast and let it
work on my swollen clit as I thought about nibbling my lover's left
labia....

I'm on a beach. The waves are quiet and
gentle, and there is a warm rain falling. I'm lying on the wet
sand, watching the clouds above. The clouds start coming down
slowly, but I'm not afraid. As they come closer I realize the
clouds are hair, silky dark hair.

I can see the rain coming from them, but the
drops are shining gold. Now the hairy clouds look like a cunt, and
I can see that the drops are a stream coming down from the cunt. As
it moves down it becomes much smaller, more lifelike. The stream
courses down my face and breasts, I start fucking myself with my
hand as the golden showers rain down on me.

It is the woman again, standing over me,
covering my face with piss. I lap up as much as possible. She
lowers herself on me; I lap with eagerness at her wet cunt I can
feel my own bladder straining, and I'm coming again; coming and
pissing on myself at the same time.

***

I woke up sweating after this one.

I grabbed my journal and headed toward the
bathroom, not noticing until I got there that I'd wet my panties.
Fortunately, it didn't soak through my thick pajama bottoms; I
didn't want to have to explain that to Chloe. It wasn't like either
of us were prudes; we happily played with light bondage and
whipping once in a while.

Heaven knows it wasn't like I didn't trust
my beloved; but the images were so forbidden. Sharing them with
Chloe seemed too-shameful? Perverted?

I didn't know. I hoped they'd go away, but
then I didn't. I didn't know. I couldn't go back to sleep that
night.

I usually get home from work before Chloe;
but this evening Chloe's truck was parked outside the apartment.
That's odd, I thought, but didn't make much of it until I got
inside. Chloe stood there with an enigmatic grin on her face and
nothing else.

"I found your journal, girlfriend. We should
talk. Actually, talk is *not* what I had in mind."

I just stood there dumbfounded. Chloe came
up to me, put her arms around me and whispered in my ear.

"It's Okay. We can do it all, we can do
nothing. But you're not alone." Chloe kissed my lips then backed
off a bit. "Okay, lover. Get your clothes off and your ass into
bed."

I practically ripped off my clothes as I
dashed into the bedroom. I noted that Chloe must've taken off early
and maxed my Visa card at the local leather store. The sheets were
latex and there were brand new restraints encircling the
mattress.

I noticed that there were several bottles of
Evian in a cooler; most of them were empty. Breathing hard and
shaking, I lowered myself onto the latex sheets. Somehow Chloe had
warmed them. That moved me immensely.

"No more words." Chloe commanded. "You're to
stay quiet."

Chloe proceeded to lock my wrists into
fur-lined cuffs, attaching them to the restraints. My ankles got
the same treatment. Chloe put a pillow under my head and put a
liter of Evian next to my mouth.

"Here, drink." I took the water gratefully;
I had serious cotton mouth right now.

Chloe tossed the bottle aside after I
drained it and straddled my body. She rubbed her cunt against me
and leaned down to kiss me hard on the mouth.

"Okay, lover. You have a safe word; use it
if you need to but from here on I'm in charge."

I took a big gulp of air. I could feel the
throbbing wetness in my cunt; this was no dream. Chloe pulled back
up and started rubbing against my cunt again. She moaned and
released a measured pulse of piss down my swollen cunt.

"Ah..." I moaned

I could feel the stream dribble down my cunt
lips, pooling and wetting my dry ass. Chloe let another slight
stream go and I was so aroused I damn near ached. Almost
unconsciously my arm moved in order to get my hand down to my clit
but the restraints held it back.

"I knew that was gonna happen" said Chloe,
still grinding her cunt on my mons, "I knew I'd better restrain you
before you shortened the fun."

She let another burst of piss soak my cunt,
this time strong enough to hit my swollen, distended clitoris. I
could feel the piss surround my clit head, tickling the outside of
my labia lips. The piss pool had soaked my ass and wet my lower
back. Chloe had moved up now and was straddling my stomach.

Chloe reached out and started stroking my
nipples. The feel of my nipples hardening and my wet cunt
electrified my spine. I could see my lover's bush, drops of wetness
still clinging to some of the hair, her swollen labia, and her
swollen clitoris. I wanted, needed to taste her.

Chloe brushed her cunt hairs across my
belly; she released more piss on my belly, soaking my skin and
leaving a small pool of piss in my belly button. Chloe leaned over
me and grabbed something off the headboard; she presented a
gleaming pair of tit clamps to me.

I bit my lower lip at the sight. I loved the
way Chloe touched and bit my nipples-- but tit clamps? Chloe
stroked my nipples to a proud erection, and gingerly placed the
clamps on each one. She then tightened, alternating one at a time.
Each tightening sent delicious shivers down my back, directly to my
clitoris, which would've been screaming in ecstasy if it could
scream.

Chloe moved forward, pushing my tits
together with her thighs until my nipples were almost touching.
They were still sensitive from the pain of the tit clamps. Chloe
took a deep breath and blasted a well-aimed rivulet of piss onto my
nipples. I felt the hot blast against my hard, sore nipples; the
sensation sent me into orbit. The piss ran down my tits and behind
my back; I could feel it encroach my hair. My whole body was now
lying in a pool of warm pee.

My arms ached to touch myself. I could see
where the stream of piss was leaving Chloe's body and I longed to
lick off the drops clinging to the coarse hairs. Chloe smiled at
me.

"Getting greedy, eh? Your tongue can't reach
it. Yet."

She started working her way up my body,
moving at a slow, studied pace. By the time she straddled my face,
I could feel my own bladder straining from the liter of Evian.
Chloe carefully lowered her cunt onto my mouth, spreading her cunt
lips so that my hungry tongue could lap everything up. She then
loosened my right hand, which immediately started toward my own
swollen clit.

"Easy, baby." Chloe admonished, holding back
my arm. "Let's make this last a bit longer."

Chloe ground her hips to the rhythm of my
tongue greedily licking off what was left of her piss. Chloe raised
up again, releasing my arm and spreading her cunt lips. I waited.
Chloe's cunt was swollen and purple; I could see Chloe's piss hole
release a strong, golden current of warm piss. The current captured
the glint of the light as it hit my face. I felt the warm piss
glide down my face and my hair.

She relished it; soaking every bit of skin
she could get under the stream. I lapped the stream of piss with my
tongue, let it sweep down my neck and between my breasts. I rubbed
my clit, feeling the wet skin of my labia stroke the sensitive
organ.

I let loose of the piss in my own body; and
as I did I had the most incredible orgasm ever. It started from my
clit towards my relaxing urethra, it went into my vagina and up my
spine, to my throbbing wet nipples, and it went from my swallowing
mouth into my mind. My mind was gray, but a shaft of yellow light
came through as I came; the woman from my dreams was there.

"You don't need me anymore" the woman said
and I left through the yellow light.

My head flooded with radiance and heat.

I felt Chloe's clitoris in my mouth as I
regained consciousness. I licked gently, realizing that Chloe was
having her own orgasm.

Chloe flopped beside me, still breathing
heavily and took me in her arms.

"How did that feel?" said Chloe.

"Incredible. Surprising." I replied, still
barely able to talk.

Chloe kissed my deeply. I noticed the room
radiated with warmth and glittered a slight yellow.

***

On reflection I took stock of the past year.
Even though I've had a lot of Lesbian lovers in my time, Chloe
being my permanent one at the moment, and confess I've had a few
wild and strange sexual encounters, it's been pretty tame for the
past few months.

This shit just came at me out of the blue,
and I let it take me wherever it was going.

Chloe likes pretty conventional lesbian sex,
most of the time as do I. There have been exceptions: like really
crazy lesbian bitch Cailey and her love of licking pee-pee's or
even Chloe, after she read my private journal. Which she used as a
weapon to overwhelm me sexually. It was fun but she damn near
drowned me. I sure don't want to do it all the time.

I've never really been deep into kinky sex.
I have dabbled in a bit of kink now and then, but I don't generally
pursue it. If it happens, I tend to go with the flow However, I've
got to tell you about my kinkiest sex experience yet -- god my
pussy gets wet just thinking about it!

It involves a women I met at work named
Fiona. She is nearly the same size as I am, except she has long
blond hair. We became good friends at work and had gotten together
after work a couple of times for drinks. I suspected that she might
be a Lesbian or at least Bi, but I didn't want to approach her
about it.

If I was going to have sex with her, then it
would happen eventually.

One Saturday, Fiona was coming over to go
shopping with me. Chloe was away on a job.. Again! She said that
she would be here at noon, but she was a half-hour early. I had
just gotten out of the shower and had to throw on a robe to answer
the door.

Fiona was wearing a sweat suit and had a
clothes bag with her. She said that she had just finished her
workout. She said that she wanted to take a shower before we left
for the mall. I showed her to the shower in my bedroom. She walked
into the bathroom and started to undress right in front of me. I
was surprised but did not try to leave.

She smiled and kept right on, telling me
about her workout. When she got her top and bra off, I couldn't
believe my eyes. Her tits were as big as mine, with large pink
nipples - Uhm! They looked so good. I wanted to suck on them so
bad. I felt my pulse quicken and I gave a barely audible sigh.
Fiona then took off her pants and her cotton panties.

I have never seen a hairier pussy in my
life. She was in fact a natural blond. She had a small trail of
hair all the way up to her navel. Not my thing normally, but
somehow it was erotic at that moment. She turned her back to me as
she kicked off her panties and I could see that she had very light
hair all along the crack of her ass. I swear I almost came just
looking at her.

My pussy was dripping by now. When she
turned around, she could tell that I was turned on.

She said, "Would you like to shower with
me?"

I couldn't get out of my cloths fast enough.
I got into the shower with her and we started rubbing each other's
breasts. With the warm water running down us, it felt so good. I
leaned over and kissed her mouth, our tongues entwining. I was now
so hot, that I would come soon. So I decided to get down on my
knees and get a better look at her pussy.

I ran my fingers over her slit. Her cunt
lips were puffy and spread apart already. I pulled apart her lips
as far as I could and licked the entire length of her pussy. I then
sucked her large erect clit into my mouth and twirled my tongue
around and around on it. She was moaning and started to buck on my
face

She must have had a real workout earlier
because I could smell her musky sweat, especially around her pussy.
After a few more tongue lashings she started to talk dirty too
me.

"Oh suck my pussy, you beautiful cunt".

"Lick it, Oh yeaa ...right there... you
bitch... your making me come with your tongue.. You slut"

. She then started to jerk around and
started coming on my tongue. Her juices squirted into my mouth and
I drank it all in. We then washed each other up and got out and
dried off. I went into the bedroom and started to dress, when she
stopped me with a soft whisper in my ear –

"Now it's my turn to suck your pussy,
baby".

She then licked my ear and pushed me onto
the bed. She got between my legs and spread them wide. She then
started licking my thighs and rubbing my bush with her hands. I was
still so hot, that I had to have her tongue in me now. I grabbed
the back of her head and pushed her face into my pussy.

She pulled back and said, "Wait, baby. Let
me do this my way".

She then spread my pussy lips and put two
fingers in me.

She said, "Oh, Stella your pussy is so big,
I think I can get my whole fist inside".

At that point, I didn't care what she put in
my cunt - I was so damn horny. She worked two, then three, then
four fingers into my hole.

She said, "Come on Stella, loosen your pussy
for me".

She then tucked her thumb into her fist and
slipped her entire fist into my now gaping hole. I have never felt
a sensation like it before. My pussy had never had anything that
big in it before.

I humped my ass into the air to meet her
thrusts.

Fiona said, "Stella, my fist is inside of
you and I'm fucking you".

I said, "Oh Fiona, fuck me faster, you fist
fuckin' cunt". She said, "Get on your knees, baby. I want to lick
your asshole while I fist fuck you".

I got on my hands and knees, all the time
keeping her fist in me. Fiona spread my ass cheeks with her other
hand and ran her tongue over my asshole.

I screamed, "Ah, Fiona, baby, put your
tongue up my ass".

She worked her tongue into my asshole all
the way. When she did this, I came and came. My pussy was
contracting on her fist as the walls of my anus contracted on her
tongue.

She said, "I'm gonna fist fuck your asshole
too"

. I swear I came again just hearing her say
that. She worked two fingers into my ass and I felt my sphincter
loosen up. Then three fingers, and then four, and then tucked her
thumb into her fist and all at once she rammed her fist all the way
up my ass.

I screamed in pain, but the pain soon turned
to pleasure as she worked her fist in and out of my pussy and ass.
I soon started cumming in waves. Again, and again, over and over,
so many that I lost count. She then slowly pulled her fists out of
my pussy and asshole.

All of the balled up fist action had left my
pussy slightly sore and left my asshole gapping open about an
inch.

She said, “Oh Stella, your asshole is
stretched out so big. Seems a shame to waste this
opportunity.”.

She then licked the rim of my ass very
lightly, it felt sooo good. My pussy was so wide open that she was
able to lick way inside me, farther than I could have imagined. She
was actually licking the walls of my cunt. It was heaven. I came so
violently that I almost broke her nose!

She turned me over and laid on top of me.
Her tits were mashed on mine. Her nipples were so big and erect.
She rose up and fed a nipple into my mouth. I sucked on it and bit
down gently.

I was really getting into her tits, when she
said, “Let’s eat each other, baby”.

She then spun around and put her ass right
over my face. I reached up and licked her pussy lips.

She tasted so sweet. She was returning the
favor when she stopped and said, “Stella, I want to pee in your
mouth”.

I stopped and sat up and said “No, I don’t
think so. Been there done that. I’ll pass.”.

She said, “Come on, Stella, you’ll love it.
It tastes so good and sweet”.

She then grabbed me by the arms and pushed
me down on the bed. I didn’t realize how strong she was. She had me
pinned and I couldn’t do anything about it. I was helpless. She
positioned her pussy over my mouth and grabbed my hair with her
hand and pulled hard.

She said, “Come on you cunt, suck my
pussy”

I decided to give in. I didn’t have a
choice. I licked her cunt like there was no tomorrow. I sucked on
her clit until she was bucking and thrashing on my face.

As she was ready to come, she said, “Stella,
when I come I’m going to pee in your mouth”.

“Delightful,” I said “Two showers in the
same day.”

Her pussy started to contract and I could
taste her cum. Then all at once a warm stream of piss was shooting
into my mouth. It was not sweet and warm like she said, but
actually tasted okay.

She peed for about thirty seconds and I had
to keep swallowing to drink it all down.

When she was done, she said, “Oh baby that
was so good. I want you to pee in my mouth now”

‘With pleasure I thought to myself’. I
positioned my pussy over her mouth and she started to eat me. She
licked my hole like never before. She would alternate licking my
clit with her tongue putting her tongue all the way up my cunt. I
couldn’t last much longer. I was moaning and screaming her
name.

As I was ready to come, I said, “Fiona baby,
I’m gonna come and pee in your mouth, on your tits all over your
face.”.

She said, “Oh yea, do it now baby”

. As I came I let out a steady stream of
hot, salty piss, right in her mouth. She swallowed and swallowed to
get it all down. I rolled off her and collapsed beside her.

I then nuzzled up to her and said, “Thanks
Fiona that was wonderful”.

I then gave her a long French kiss. I could
taste and smell my own piss. I can’t wait until she introduces me
to other water sports I think I may have become a convert. It gave
me a sense of power, my cunt pressed against her mouth, her unable
to prevent my flow. It almost had a domination and submission feel
to it.

***

I finally made peace with myself about this
fetish, I knew I would not be having the dreams any longer. I think
that is how my conversion turn me into a stand up girl!

This last encounter, with Fiona gave me a
complex about the urination thing. I began wondering what it would
be like to stand up to pee. Like guys. If you are a women you know,
public peeing for people with penises is generally no big deal.
There's no sitting involved, no squatting; no dirty toilet seats to
deal with and no pulling one's pants down to one's ankles.

It's pretty unfair, when you think about it.
Damn thanks a lot, anatomy! But if the old adage has taught us
anything, it's that life is unfair. So, in an attempt to even out
the peeing field for this poor vagina-owner, I found a company
called Boycott the Squat, that has invented some nifty little
contraptions that allow women to piddle without sitting -- or, as
they put it, "Stand Up" and "join the urination."

So clever. The system is a mail order
service, A few dollars gets you half a dozen, which come in a
triangular box resembling something you might use to transport a
single slice of pizza big enough to feed one medium-sized hamster.
Once you're done using each the implement, you simply throw it
away.

Of course I had to try this. It appealed to
my recently acquired fascination about all things involving pee. .
When my box arrived, I scrutinized its packaging and the note
attached: Connect the entire brim of the appliance with your skin
and push your hips forward until it is almost vertical and pointing
towards your target," it read.

"You'll be peeing like a pro in no time!" I
wasn't so sure. It sounded... complex. Risky. Like I might end up
peeing all over the floor... ugh. But I was anxious to test it
out.

Hands down, the hardest part of standing to
pee is fear. I half thought I was going to end up with soaked
hands, like when you have to pee in a cup at the doctor's. But once
I got going... it was so cool. To my surprise and delight, there
was no leakage or spillage, and after I was finished, I kind of
shook off the end of the device.

Just like a guy.

And, since they are biodegradable, I didn't
feel guilty at all about throwing it away right after using it. I
just discarded it in the little tampon disposal thing in the stall
and walked out of there with a huge goofy grin on my face. I was a
changed woman

Chloe and I have already discussed having
standing up piss sword fights. So many fun possibilities! But that
will just have to be another story.

END




Anything Goes

Jana Thomas was
freed from Dothan State Prison just one year and one day after
she'd been sentenced for car theft. While she didn't want to go
back to Dothan Correctional any time soon, she knew she sort of
liked it while she was there. Good food, chance to work out and add
to her already impressive build and get into some real good
wrestling around with her cellmates as well as with some other
prisoners when she was working nights in the prison laundry.

Now that she was out again, the big question
was whether she could get her old job back at Monica's Bar, both as
bartender and maybe as her "personal trainer" again? That sure was
different from what she'd ever done before, but she knew she liked
it. Monica was the voluptuous owner and manager of Monica's Bar, as
well as a lady wrestler who worked the central Alabama district on
Saturday night matches in the local small town armories.

Then, her regular trainers, another lady
wrestler and a male trainer, had to be away for a few weeks, so
Monica asked Jana if she'd sub for them. Jana, then 23, five-nine
and about one-sixty, said sure, she'd be glad to do that. And she
got into some real good give-and-take, anything goes wrestling with
Monica, which both of them enjoyed very much.

Now, after a year in Dothan Correctional,
she was a year older and had increased her weight, just about all
of it muscle and in all the right places. She'd always had big
toned legs and thighs anyway, and in prison she further built up
her upper body, boobs and biceps, until now she was very
impressive. With that, she hoped Monica would take her back both as
a bartender and at least her part-time wrestling trainer.

`Yeah,' she thought to herself now as she
pulled up to Monica's Bar in her old Ranger pickup truck, `I'd sure
like to get back into that now if she'll have me!'

It was around four in the afternoon, on a
Thursday, that she got to Monica's Bar. The bar opened around two,
but hardly anybody got there until after five when the local
patrons, mostly women, got off from their regular day's working
jobs. Monica used the intervening time mainly to get the place
cleaned up, get the bar re-stocked, take care of whatever office
jobs she needed to do, and just talk and relax with whoever might
be around the bar at the time.

As Jana walked into the bar, she saw the
place was deserted, but saw some light, and some voices, coming
from the back where Monica's small office was located. She walked
back and saw another woman in her office, like Monica, a similarly
well stacked lady like herself, maybe just a little older, sitting
around talking.

Monica looked her usual self, with her
flaming copper-colored hair done up on top, a tight yellow t-shirt
which stretched out to the limit showing off her two big boobs,
which were even bigger and firmer than Jana had remembered from
before, and a pair of tight white shorts which showed off her
tanned and toned legs and thighs. As always, she sure did look
good, just as she always did in the ring when wrestling another
lady wrestler, and being watched by all the women, and a lot of
women too, in the audience.

The other woman with her looked to be real
solidly built too. Maybe she was a little shorter at five-seven or
so, but, by her really solidly built figure, she was maybe close to
one-sixty compared to Monica's one-forty. This lady, however, as
Jana could see, was really packed, but it was hard to tell how much
was muscle and how much was fat.

What she did have was a couple of enormous
heavy jugs, just as big as Monica's, except they hung down lower
due to their being so big and she being maybe just a little
shorter. Jana could also see that her legs and thighs were really
big and heavy too.

`If all that flesh that lady has packed on
her is also a lot of muscle, as it looks like it might be,' thought
Jana, ' she'd be a heck of a person to wrestle with, that's for
sure!'

Like Monica, she was dressed in a colored
t-shirt, but not quite as tight as Monica's, and light blue shorts.
Looking something like Monica, Jana couldn't help but wonder even
more if she were a lady wrestler too?

`Yeah,' thought Jana, feeling her own cunt
and clit grow tight and wet in her own tight camo shorts, just by
looking at all three of them, `I sure wouldn't mind rasslin' around
with any of them for sure!'

As soon as Jana walked in the office door,
both looked up, not expecting her, with Monica then immediately all
but leaping out of her chair, a big grin on her face and coming
over to greet her.

"Jana," she practically shrieked, "It's you!
You're back! Hey Hotstuff ," she said as she looked her over from
top to bottom, "You're sure looking good, and even bigger and
hotter than you were before! Mmmmmmm good!"

She didn't know quite how to greet her and
put out her hand to shake hers. But she quickly pushed her hand
aside and gave her a solid punch on her toned left boob with her
right hand, knowing she always liked to have her boobs punched
anyway.

Then she waited for her to react, but she
didn't know quite what to do, and so she then said, "Well, Hotstuff
, don't I get one in return?"

Jana remembered very well that when they
wrestled privately before as her wrestling trainer, their system
was that she'd work some hold or punishment on her, and then she'd
return it back the same way to her.

But she wasn't quite sure whether this would
be the right time and place for such a return move, particularly
with these other two people watching, by punching her back pretty
hard, just as she'd just done to her, in one of her big boobs.

Still, that's what she just indicated she
should do, and she delivered a light punch to her breast thinking
that would do it.

"Hey, Hotstuff , I know you can do better
than that, particularly with you looking even hotter than you ever
did before!" said Monica, with a broad grin on her face

"Yeah, Monica, my bad, and with you looking
even greater than ever before too," she said as she balled up her
fist and this time gave her a solid punch in her big and firm left
breast. It felt real good hitting all that solid flesh, pushing it
in, squashing it at least halfway, and then feeling it spring back
as she pulled her fist back out.

"Oh yeah, Hotstuff ," said Monica, grinning,
"now that's more like it!"

"Let me introduce you to my friends,
Hotstuff ," she then said, turning to her companion. "Hey Emma,
this here's my girl Jana, who I told you about. She's been `away'
for a year or so, and now she's come back to us. Me and her trained
together when she was here before she went away, and I hope she's
now come back to stay.

"In fact, maybe we can make use of her even
more now!" she continued. "Looks like she's probably still in the
wrestling scene, and she was getting to be a real good bartender
too!"

Jana liked what Monica was saying as that
was the big question in her mind right now. So, with that question
apparently taken care of, she could focus more on what Monica was
saying right now, and on her friends here as well.

"This is Emma Earle," said Monica, "Me and
her wrestle the circuit and we're real good friends too!"

By this time, Emma had gotten up to stand
with Monica and Jana, and Jana reached out her hand to first shake
Emma's hand.

"Hey, Jana, don't I get the same greeting as
Monica?" said Emma first, smiling. "Helluvagal you are!" as she
delivered a solid punch on her, this time to her right boob, even
harder than the one Monica had just given her on her left boob. She
had already noticed Monica had given her a pretty hard one and that
she had just grinned as she took the hit, so she figured she could
do no less, and which only got another grin from her.

`Yeah,' she thought as she struck her hard
boob, `those big muscles are for real, and apparently she likes to
get hit on them too!'

"Yeah, sure, Emma," she replied, grinning,
and giving her a real solid punch to her enormous right breast in
return.

"Oh yeah, Hotstuff , now that's more like
it! I can see you and me need to get into it some more too, `cause
we can't let Monica here, have all the fun!" Jana knew she liked to
get hit and punched on her boobs, along with a lot of other places,
and she couldn't help but grin and easily took all the punishment
they were giving her.

Jana knew she was sort of intruding on the
conversation the two of them had been having, and she needed to get
back to her small apartment too to set up her own things just a
little more.

"Hey Monica," she said, turning back to her,
"I just stopped by hoping to catch you in, and wondering if maybe I
could get my old jobs back as bartender, and maybe as your
`personal trainer' too if that would be possible?"

"Sure thing, on both counts, Jana!" now
getting back to business too. "How about you starting up again in
the bar next Tuesday, as we're still closed on Mondays. Say five to
midnight or closing? And yeah, let's see about this `personal
trainer' thing too as soon as I work up my schedule for the next
couple of months.

"Meanwhile, Emma here and me are setting up
to wrestle each other in a private `anything goes' match out at the
Five Star Ranch Saturday night, starting around ten-thirty. It'll
be a show just for Joely Greenwell, who owns the big Greenwell
Construction Company, and a bunch of her mostly female guests, who
are mostly other women in the construction business. It should be a
real good show, probably a little on the raunchy side, and so we're
working out a couple of the details before beginning sort of
setting it up.

"If you'd like to go, and I'm thinking you
might just like to do that, Emma here will give you a pass to let
you in." As she spoke, Emma pulled a small pack of passes out of
her pocket and drew one out to give to Jana, which she gladly
accepted.

"Hey, Monica, yeah, thanks very much, and
thanks Emma! You know I'll be there for sure! And if you need me
for anything else, just give a holler!

"You too, Emma you need me for anything you
just let me know. I'm yours to do whatever you like with!"

Monica, and Emma looked at each other and
grinned as Jana walked out the door. `Yeah,' they were all
thinking, each in their own way, I'm thinking to take you up on
your offer too!'

Saturday evening soon arrived, and Jana
drove out to the big secluded Five Star Ranch. It was about fifteen
miles out of town and located at the end of a secluded gravel road.
After going through the high stone and iron gate, Jana saw a couple
of dozen vehicles, mostly pickups, off to the left parked near a
grove of trees. Under the trees was a temporary open tent,
illuminated by some low colored lights from which she heard a small
fiddle, guitar and banjo group playing some bluegrass music.

Parking her Tacoma pickup and walking over
and into the tent, she first just looked around to check out the
place, then took a beer from one of the two waiters at the scene.
Then she walked over to join a group of women standing around
talking and eating some barbecue. Jana immediately liked the whole
scene. It looked like a real casual affair, mostly women but a few
men too, and all real easy-going. The air was warm and sultry, and
the stars and moon shone silently above the trees.

Picking up some barbecue and slaw to go with
her beer, Jana then walked around to see the rest of the place,
including another open tent a few yards behind the one she was in.
This second tent wasn't lit, but there was enough light coming in
from outside so that she could see that it held a black padded
vinyl wrestling mat in the middle, which was surrounded, right to
the edge of the mat, regulation ring ropes, anchored into the
ground. And just behind them, by a low set of three-step bleachers
on three sides. They looked to be just enough to accommodate maybe
forty or so people. On the fourth side of the mat were what looked
like maybe a changing room curtain behind a table and a couple of
chairs in front of it. Probably for the Announcer or what not.

`Yeah,' thought Jana, `I expect this is
where the action and the wrestling match between Monica and Emma
will take place. Not a very big mat, and ring, maybe no more than
ten-by-ten, and the bleachers set right next to the mat so that
everybody will get a real good close-up view of whatever's
happening on the mat.'

Jana checked her watch and saw it was
already about ten-fifteen, so the match would probably start pretty
soon based on what Monica had said earlier. She noticed that a few
women were already beginning to come into the tent and take their
places in the bleachers, their beers in hand, ready for whatever
they would see.

All of the women looked to be working gals
by their casual blue jeans and casual short sleeved or sleeveless
shirts, with a number of them showing a considerable display of
toned biceps, boobs and thighs. It looked like the women ranged in
age from maybe in their early twenties to late sixties. The four or
five men in the group of guests looked similar in their own
ways.

Some of the women in particular who Jana saw
looked really interesting, and she noticed two or three of them
looking back toward her. They looked to be really well-built and
toned, maybe not only from just their construction jobs, but maybe
who also worked out in some home or town gym in their off hours.
Jana was always modest about her own body builder's physique, but
she knew she had one, and always liked it when somebody else
noticed her or complimented her on it.

Checking out some of the other women in
particular, Jana knew she wouldn't mind getting to know some of
them a lot better. And maybe mess around with a few of them too if
they might be similarly inclined.

Then, over near the curtain behind which
Monica and Emma were probably preparing for their match, she saw a
well-dressed woman in designer jeans and a silky white long-sleeved
western blouse, who was looking at her. Jana had a big grin for
her, which was matched, with maybe a certain special grin on classy
ladies face, in return before she had to turn her attention to
whatever she was doing.

Jana then redirected her attention back to
the main tent where she saw one or two women, most likely Joely
Greenwell and one of her assistants, begin to move the rest of the
women not yet in the wrestling tent where Jana and the others were
already seated, in to find a place in the bleachers too. Jana took
a seat in the first row of the bleachers at the edge of the mat
right next to where Monica and Emma would be coming out from behind
the curtain.

As soon as just about everybody had found a
seat in the bleachers, couple of soft and low red and gold
spotlights came on, aimed toward the center of the mat.

With that, Joely came to the edge of the
mat, and said, "Ok, ladies, and the men too, here's what you've
been waiting for, unless, of course, you've been getting it all the
time anyway," which drew a chuckle from everybody watching.

"Tonight, we've got Monica Queen and Emma
Earle to wrestle for us," Joely continued. "You probably know both
of these ladies from the semi-pro wrestling circuit, and so tonight
they're here to put on a show for you - and maybe each other,
too.

"It's `anything goes,' no time limit, so it
might get just a little raunchy, as these are about two of the
toughest and sexiest lady wrestlers you've ever met. If it gets to
be just a little too much for you, the bar and the barbecue tent
will still be open. Otherwise, just enjoy the show!"

With that, Monica and Emma came out from
behind the curtain to the applause and not a few whistles, hoots,
and "oh yeah's!' from the audience.

Jana saw that Monica was dressed even more
skimpily than for her semi-pro appearances in the local armories.
Now she was wearing no more than a small tight black bikini top,
which barely held in her big, firm and bulging boobs Down below she
wore only a small tight thong bikini bottom, which had very little
material in front, and even less in back, being no more than a very
thin strap in the rear which was almost invisible and lost deep
inside her big and solid butt cheeks. She did look good, for sure,
and her near naked butt even better, thought Jana.

Emma wasn't dressed much differently. Monica
still looked like her usual self, which was about five-nine and
around one-forty pounds. Emma, on the other hand, looked to be
maybe no more than five-six or seven, but weighing probably closer
to one-sixty. For wrestling each other, that made them pretty even,
with Monica's additional height being offset by Emma's additional
weight. Monica had her copper colored hair done up in a ponytail,
while Emma's hair looked like a bright blonde floor mop. They did
look good, and real sexy too, thought Jana.

Emma's attire was pretty much the same as
Monica's, given her shape. She wore a tiny bright red bikini top
which just barely covered her nipples while the flesh of all the
rest of her heavy and hanging breasts, due to their size and her
slightly older age, was all exposed to the viewers. Her thong
bikini bottom, in the same shade of bright red, was barely visible
in all the firm muscle and flesh of her firm legs, thighs and butt
cheeks in both the front and rear.

Both of their bodies had a slight glow of
oil on them, and Jana had noticed one of the ranch hands, just
before Monica and Emma came out, spread a light coating of oil on
the mat too. That would let them get into and out of whatever holds
they were going to use on each other a little easier and let them
slide around on the mat a little more easily too. Jana knew she
always liked to wrestle around slightly oiled, if possible, as that
always made wrestling around a lot more sensual and erotic too.

After both Monica and Emma entered from
behind the curtain, both made a sort of flaunting march around the
edge of the ring to show off their bodies to the watchers, which
elicited even more "yeahs, ooohs and whistles" and other
exclamations from the small but hungry group of women ready to see
some action. As Monica went around the edge of the mat; she ran one
of her hands lightly over the heads and faces of the women on one
side, while Emma similarly ran one of her hands over the heads and
faces of the women on the other side.

Then they went to the opposite sides of the
small ring and glared at each other, just like they did in one of
their regular semi-pro Saturday night matches, and each also almost
instinctively reached up to be sure the tops and bottoms of their
bikinis were on tight, with as much of their generous girls
enclosed as possible by their tiny bikinis.

After that was done, both of them stepped
forward to make their initial attack on each other for whatever
would come next.

***

They paced each other for only a moment but
both were too eager to lock horns and collided in the center in a
collar and elbow tie up; both getting a good fistful of the others
hair to pull around by as they made shrill squeals. The shorter
Emma backed the taller Monica up into the ropes almost effortlessly
despite Monica's grunts as she fought from being woman - handled.
Emma smiled as she bent Monica between the middle and top rope the
agreed upon code allowed for very lenient rules but if anyone
crossed the line they risk disqualification. This was 'anything
goes' so it was not likely anyone would be disqualified

Emma buried her knee in Monica's stomach,
making the taller redhead groan loudly. She followed it up with
another one, making Monica bend in half as she covered up by
wrapping both arms around her flat tummy. Emma turned and, while
having a good handful of Monica's red hair, snap mared the slightly
taller woman over her shoulder.

Monica hit the mat with a loud crash, as she
arched her back up, swearing; while the audience of other onlookers
applauded. Emma took a short bow before reaching down to pick
Monica up by her hair. The taller woman was ready and shot up a
thumb into Emma's eye.

"Ahh!" Emma cried as she turned away,
clutching her face. Monica got to her feet slowly, holding her back
gingerly. She snuck up behind the chunkier woman, balled up her
fists and slammed them between Emma's shoulder blades. She fell to
one knee and Monica hauled Emma up, grabbing a handful of her hair,
and ran her face first into the turnbuckle.

She spun the heavier woman around and, after
grabbing onto the middle ropes, thrust her shoulder repeatedly into
Emma's abdomen. She grunted with each blow before Monica grabbed
the woman's arm and whipped her across the ring. At the last
second, Emma reversed it; Monica didn't have time to react and hit
the corner chest first.

She bounced back, holding her tits when Emma
wrapped her arms around Monica's waist and lifted her up then
dropped Monica's ass on her knee in a painful atomic drop.

"Fuck!" Monica hollered as she rubbed her
tailbone.

Before she could turn around, Emma
dropkicked Monica in the back; knocking her out of the ring.

Monica tumbled to the floor, landing on her
back, in front of the bleachers, thankfully avoiding injury, as
Emma played to the crowd who applauded. She didn't milk the praise
for very long and climbed between the ropes. Monica was still lying
on the ringside mats when Emma pulled her up by her red hair.

"Ahh!" Monica yelled as she was led by the
hair before she was picked up and shoved back into the ring over
the ropes. Emma stood on the edge of the mat, but Monica was
waiting for her. "Ugh," Emma groaned as Monica kicked the shorter
woman in the stomach. She was holding onto the top rope with one
hand while clutching her tummy with the other. Monica grabbed
Emma's hair and flipped her over the top rope, the taller woman
landed with her back crashing onto the mat with a thunderous
boom.

Monica still clutched her opponent's hair as
she rained down stomps all over Emma's body. She fell back onto the
mat, wrapping her legs around Emma's skull as Monica squeezed for
all she was worth. Emma tried crawling to the ropes but whenever
she got close Monica would latch onto her opponent's hair, pulling
as hard as she could by the front of the scalp; bearing down to
draw as loud a scream from Emma as she could before managing to
flip the shorter wrestler over onto her back again. Emma's jaw was
aching like hell, but nothing compared to the pain of having her
hair ripped out. She managed to swing her hip around, so she was
able to roll Monica onto her stomach while still being stuck in the
head scissors.

Emma's screams were heard even though she
was almost face down on the mat as Monica ripped her opponent's
hair out in chunks. The trapped woman in desperation slid her hand
up the leg hole of Monica's bikini. Now it was Monica's turn to
howl like a scalded dog as Emma clawed the taller woman's shaved
pussy. She released her hold; Emma held her jaw as her hair was an
absolute wreck. Monica was still curled into a ball, rubbing her
crotch when the heavier woman attacked, stomping her foot down on
Monica's head. After two kicks the head disoriented Monica, she was
pulled to her feet with a handful of hair and given a knee lift to
the stomach.

She bent over, wheezing, and was soon lifted
up and over as Emma suplexed the taller woman through the air.
Monica came down hard, grimacing as it felt like she had just been
dropped off a three story building. Emma too was winded from the
maneuver, as she lay on the mat huffing and puffing. The crowd
clapped, as if to encourage the fighters to their feet. Their
raucous shouts echoed in the packed tent as Emma made it first just
as Monica was bent over in almost a three point stance. She glanced
up and saw her opponent approaching just long enough so she could
deliver a spear to Emma. Unfortunately, the shorter woman seemed to
sense the attack coming and all Monica ended up doing was running
face first into Emma's outstretched foot.

Monica nearly did a flip in the air as her
entire body went limp, knocking herself out. Almost as if adding
insult to injury, Emma bent over and pulled down the straps of
Emma's bikini top exposing her breasts for the audience. Emma took
great pleasure in her winning the first fall, planting her crotch
on Monica's face as she hooked her opponent's leg while the crowd
counted to three in unison. The old bell gonged, and Emma stood,
whooping and pumping her fist through the air for a few seconds
before reaching down and playing with Monica's tits until the woman
awoke.

"Welcome back to the land of the living,
Hun," Emma smiled a little, offering a hand - the very same one
that had been molesting her breasts a moment ago - to Monica. She
begrudgingly took the proffered hand, trying not to be a sore loser
while attempting to remember what had happened. The Announcer
called Emma's name first, declaring her the winner of the first
fall. It was then she noticed her tits were hanging out of her
bikini and Emma just shrugged. "How else was I gonna celebrate my
fall?"

And so, began a new tradition of stripping
the loser in the next fall, it would be a lot more personal

* * *

The crowd in the tent applauded as the bell
rang for the second fall. Monica was already in trouble as her
opponent attacked with a savage fury. Even though she was two
inches taller than her opponent, the taller woman was besieged by
her thicker opponent on all sides. When they went to lock up, Emma
had attacked with a chopping thrust to Monica's windpipe, making
woman gag as she was unable to breathe. Monica had her shoulder
length red hair grabbed as Emma rocked her with several short
uppercuts, splitting Monica's lip as was able to taste her own
blood. The thicker woman rammed her knee into Monica's stomach as
she was bent over, trying to protect her face, then followed up
with one last knee lift between Monica's legs. Monica managed to
grab a headlock, even in her pain, around Emma's neck.

Monica landed sideways on top of Emma,
keeping her headlock on Emma's head, and then began to pull it
tightly into her chest with Emma's open mouth soon pressed hard
against Monica's big right boob. Only Monica's tiny bikini
prevented her from stuffing all the solid naked flesh of her firm
boob deep down into Emma's throat. Emma nevertheless quickly found
herself almost choking and suffocating on Monica's big hooter as it
covered and pressed hard against her whole face, nose and
mouth.

After a slight pause while Emma adjusted to
her predicament, she then quickly began to fight back, blindly
grabbing Monica's ponytail to pull her head back to relieve some of
the pressure on herself. And then, even more effectively, she
managed to shove her hand through and between Monica's big legs and
upper thighs to grab a solid crotch, hold on the flesh of Monica's
exposed and vulnerable glory hole underneath the tiny bikini bottom
she was wearing.

Monica glanced down to see Emma crushing her
crotch and at the same time she felt it too, but that didn't
prevent her from keeping her tight headlock on Emma with Emma's
face still pressed hard against her big breast.

For a long couple of minutes, the two
wrestlers struggled back and forth, Emma suffering with Monica's
big boob pressed hard against her face almost suffocating her, and
Monica feeling her crotch being crushed in Emma's strong grip on
it.

As they struggled in their punishing
deadlock on each other, the women and men watching could see that
Monica was also further tightening her headlock on Emma to stuff as
much of her big and solid breast into Emma's mouth to choke her on
it even more, while Emma was also tightening her hold more and more
on all the muscle and flesh of Monica's crotch in return to make
her suffer just as much or more in their deadlock on each
other.

Watching the deadlock and punishment between
the two reminded Jana of when she was in the same position and
predicament both Monica and Emma were in now. Then, if she had the
tight and suffocating headlock on the other gal and was trying to
stuff her own firm and muscled boob deep inside the other gal's
mouth to choke her on it, the other gal would be reaching through
Jana's firm and toned thighs and seizing her wet cunt in return.
The other gal would then be trying to crush her cunt in her fist as
well as almost rip it off her body, just like Monica and Emma were
doing to each other now.

Jana knew, however, that she always liked
that deadlock she'd be in, and liked the reverse of it even more.
That would be when the other gal would be trying to force her big
boob into her mouth or, despite the pain it would always cause her,
when the other gal would be crushing her wet cunt in her fist in
return. She thought maybe Monica and Emma were having not only
maybe no more problem with their predicament and deadlock than she
ever did, but maybe sort of enjoying it too.

In Monica and Emma's deadlock now, Emma made
the next move to begin to break it. Slowly, she began to pull
Monica's head back even further, first by the hold she had on
Monica's ponytail, and then, when she got Monica's head back far
enough, by moving her hand flat-palmed against Monica's face to
push her whole head back even further until Monica's head was
practically down on the mat next to Emma's own head instead of
being above it.

At the same time, Emma started to tighten
her claw hold on Monica's box until Monica was finally forced into
a total bridge over Emma's body, with her solid back now pressing
down hard on both of Emma's huge boobs, caught in Emma's now
reverse body staple job on her.

Jana knew how both Monica and Emma must have
been feeling in their new deadlock as she'd been caught in that
same position too, both ways, top and bottom, when she'd been
wrestling with another gal. If she was on top, she knew what it was
like to have the other gal pull her head back to the mat at one end
while almost ripping her pussy lips off at the other end, to hold
her in place. And when she was on the bottom, she knew what it was
like to have the other woman bridging over her, but almost crushing
her in the process.

Desperately Monica struggled to escape the
predicament she was in until finally, by spreading out both of her
powerful legs, even though it meant Emma almost ripping her crotch
off, she was able to free herself just enough to turn over on top
of Emma, but now positioned face down on top of her.

With sweat dripping down Monica's face, she
got to her feet and moved behind her opponent, kicking Emma in the
back of the head. The thicker woman hadn't seen the sucker punch
coming and her face hit the mat hard; everything was moving in slow
motion as she was pulled up by her hair only to get her head
slammed into the mat again after Monica performed a DDT, knocking
her cold. The crowd quickly changed sides, though some were still
yelling insults at the taller woman, the majority were calling for
more brutality.

Monica rolled the thicker woman over and
pulled the straps of Emma's bikini, exposing her slightly bigger
but saggy breasts. Monica cackled as she twisted her claws in her
opponents soft tits as Emma awoke, howling in agony as her tender
breasts were being shredded.

Emma first tried to remove the Monica's
hands from her tits but when that failed she resorted to gouging
Monica's eyes. Now it was her turn to shriek as Monica had been
bent over, assaulting her opponent's bountiful orbs, when she
turned away; blinded, grasping for the ropes as she rubbed her
burning retinas. Emma took a moment to pull her bikini back up to
hide her chest, as Monica was still wailing while bent over the
middle rope on one knee.

Emma grabbed the red haired woman by her
long hair and pushed her face into the top rope. The thicker
wrestler ran the distance along the ring, scraping Monica's eyes
along the rough cable. She finally fell to the mat screaming and
clutching her face like it was on fire. Emma smirked as she watched
the injured woman roll around on the mat. She rubbed the back of
her head where Monica had kicked her earlier and decided it was
time for some payback. The thicker woman kicked Monica in the pit
of her stomach; then rolled her over into her back as she made a
loud grunt followed by soft moans.

She tried covering her soft tummy, but Emma
dropped a knee into Monica's abdomen over and over before kneeling
down next to her opponent. She held Monica's hands to the mat above
her head then cocked back her right fist to repeatedly bury it in
Monica's stomach until she was retching like she had dry
heaves.

Emma started hammering her fist into
Monica's breast, smacking it around like a punching bag before
finally getting up to grind her knee against her opponents tit.
Monica was crying, tears and sweat pouring down her face as she
begged the thicker woman to stop. When Emma stood to surmise her
destruction, both hands on her hips, she bent down to grab Monica
by the hair and was surprised by a low blow right between her
legs.

The thicker woman stumbled back, clutching
her pussy, as Monica slowly got up. She unleashed a hellish war cry
and charged Emma, spearing the shorter thicker woman so hard the
duo tumbled through the ropes and out onto the floor. The audience
stood up, almost like ferrets on cue, as Monica lay across Emma's
torso in a sweaty heap.

"Here, honey," someone yelled over the din
of other onlookers cheering, hooting and clapping for their
favorite. Monica saw a woman from two rows back hand her a folding
chair over the ropes. She got up to take the proffered steel chair
as Emma began to stir. Lifting it high in the air after she folded
the chair, Monica brought the pointy tip of the backrest down like
a spear into her opponent's midsection.

"Oomph!" Emma gurgled and rolled to her
side, clutching her stomach. Monica took a step back, hollering
"Four!" as she swung the seat like a golf club, cracking the
thicker woman in her back. Emma was in agony as her face cringed
while her mouth was formed into an "O" shape of a silent scream.
The announcer, from her table, admonishing Monica while, ordering
the two fighters get back in the ring.

"Fuck off," Monica hissed and, after
gripping the chair legs with both hands, brought it crashing down
on Emma's back two times in succession. The thicker woman had
rolled over onto her stomach from the first golf swing by Monica to
rub where the redheaded woman had struck her leaving her completely
exposed and now she thought her opponent might've crippled her as
she sobbed into the rubber mats which surrounding the ring.

Monica wasn't finished; she was trying to
save face from her humiliating loss in the first fall and wanted to
leave the impression she wasn't someone to screw with. Monica threw
the steel chair out of her way and pulled Emma into the ring, she
straddled Emma's back, sitting down to pull her opponent's head up
by her hair before wedging her hands under the thicker woman's
chin. Monica reared back and dug her fingers into Emma's throat
while she rocked back and forth in a torturous camel clutch; using
the fallen woman's ass for leverage to stretch Emma's spine to the
breaking point.

Only when the announcer began threatening
disqualification, did Monica finally release Emma who was sobbing
and blubbering pleas of mercy. She hauled the thicker woman up by
her hair and shoved Emma into the center of the ring. Monica pulled
the steel chair back into the ring. Knowing that blatantly using it
as a cudgel would be automatic disqualification, she did think of
other ways it could be legally used to her advantage.

After pulling Emma to her feet by her hair,
she tucked the thicker woman's head under her armpit and backed up,
to get in position. The redhead grabbed ahold of Emma's bikini near
the thicker woman's crotch.

"Ugh," Monica grunted as she managed to
suplex the shorter thicker wrestler, flipping Emma up and over so
her back landed directly on the steel chair which was folded up on
the mat.

Emma's screams reverberated in the small
tent as she seemed to spasm on the mat like an epileptic, clutching
her spine and howling incoherently. Monica had one last finisher in
mind; she rolled Emma back into the center of the ring, keeping her
in place with several well placed kicks to the temple. Once in
position, Monica placed her knees in the middle of Emma's back and
knelt down on it. She reached down, grabbing the underside of the
thicker woman's chin with one hand and crossing Emma's ankles
together, she cupped them both with her other hand. Monica started
rocking forwards and backwards to get momentum before she finally
succeeded in rolling so she was lying on the mat with her
opponent's body suspended above her. Emma began screaming as
Monica's knees pressed into the thicker woman's back while she was
bent in a bow and arrow submission hold.

Thankfully, the Monica did her opponent a
favor, asking Emma if she wanted to submit. "Yes! Yes! Stop! I give
up!" she uttered in a litany of sobs before the bell sounded.

Monica held the move a few seconds longer
before the announcer demanded she release her hands. She shoved
Emma off as the thicker woman fell to the mat before curling into a
fetal position, rubbing her sore back. Monica stood so she could
raise her hand while the crowd mostly booed but still there were
lots of applause. She began stripping off Emma's bikini until the
thicker woman was naked.

Monica hauled her opponent up by her hair,
ordering Emma to keep her hands on the back of her head, "So
everyone can see what a loser you are," she said cackling while
giving Monica's breasts painful slaps now and then. She finally
shoved Emma down to the mat, pulling aside the crotch of her own
bikini, before squatting over the thicker woman's mouth.

"Ohh yea, baby, that's it," Monica moaned as
she fucked her opponent's extended tongue; bouncing up and down on
it as she squeezed her own nipples for enjoyment. She turned around
so she could grind her clit on Monica's lips while having the other
woman's nose up her butt. Monica chuckled sadistically as she held
onto Emma's tits for leverage, digging her claws in as she felt the
thicker woman's groans of pain send vibrations up her clit.

"Fuck yesssss!" she sighed as Monica's body
was rocked by an explosive orgasm that made her breath catch in her
throat. She sat still for a few moments, purring as she rubbed her
pussy in short circles on Emma's mouth before getting up to a
raucous cheer from the crowd. Now what could she do for the third
fall?

* * *

As the third and final fall began, everyone
knew why Emma and Monica were here and what was at stake. Emma was
permitted to put her bikini back on to resume the final fall.

Emma and Monica sized up one another. Both
women felt a stirring in their loins. They were tingling with
excitement, anticipation, and desire. This was it the final
fall.

There was clearly a sexual and competitive
tension. They circled slowly, their breathing becoming rapid, and
shallow, their widened-with-anticipation eyes narrowing from their
combative instincts.

Monica feinted at Emma, quickly lunging
forward, flicking her open left hand at Emma's face forcing the
blonde to jerk back. Monica exploited Emma's reaction by leaping at
the blonde and tackling her to the floor. Emma rolled through it,
causing Monica to roll past her. Both women got to their feet and
charged at one another. Monica lowered her shoulder, meeting Emma's
stomach with enough force to knock the wind out Emma and drive her
to the ground.

Monica leapt in the air, hoping to land on
Emma's aching midsection, putting her out of the action early in
the fall, and winning the match. Although she wasn't able to get up
or move quickly, Emma had enough in her to roll to one side. Monica
landed hard on her right knee. She fell over clutching it, rolling
in pain. It was just the opening Emma needed.

She got to her feet, stomped Monica's
wounded knee repeatedly, and then followed it up with a surfboard
hold, viciously trying to tear Monica's arms out of their sockets.
The redhead screamed in anguish. Emma grinned and pulled even
harder, all the while digging her heel into small of Monica's back.
The brassy blonde followed up her surfboard by grabbing a handful
of the redhead's hair, bringing Monica to her feet. Emma punched
her in the stomach, spun her around, and picked up the pained
redhead in a bone crushing bear hug. Emma was gleeful.

The advantage however, changed again, with a
well-aimed thumb to the eye, by Monica, which at first blinded the
blonde and shocked her into giving up the bear hug. Monica, tripped
her down to the mat and pounced on her opponent.

Suddenly, their positions were reversed, and
now it was Monica who had a tight body press on Emma, but still
from the side. But now their heavy breasts were tightly flattened
and crushed against each other's crosswise. Neither had any problem
with that, however, and neither made any move to try to escape this
newest deadlock. Instead, with Monica on top of Emma and their big
boobs crushing against each other's, Emma reached up to wrap one of
her powerful arms around Monica's neck in a headlock to hold her
down even tighter, crushing their big jugs against each other's
even more tightly, while her other hand tightened the crushing claw
hold she continued to hold on Monica's now almost bursting crotch
even more.

It wasn't much different, however, Jana
figured, from what she and another gal would be feeling when they
were in the same deadlocked position, her on the bottom and getting
the woman on top of her in a similar headlock with one arm, and
then grabbing the other woman's crotch in her fist to crush it and
torture her or use it as a bowling ball grip to pull or push her
one way or another so she'd feel it all the more.

Or the reverse if she were on top. She never
had any problem with it, despite the torture it was for her, and
she suspected neither Monica nor Emma had any more problem with it
now themselves.

As a result, this latest deadlock between
Monica and Emma, each being willing to take the punishment on
themselves rather than end it on the other, made their match
continue deadlocked for some minutes, while they also caught their
breath for whatever they'd get into next.

***

Eventually, it was Monica who eased her hold
and body press on Emma just a little until she was able to shift
around and get a full body press on top of Emma, so that they'd now
be head-to-head and face-to-face, rather than Monica lying
crosswise on top of Emma.

Monica still kept her full body weight on
top of the slightly heavier but shorter Emma to keep her down, and
Jana could see that she was positioning her big boobs directly over
Emma's even bigger boobs, again crushing and flattening both of
them against each other's until they were almost bursting out of
their tight bikinis, which they practically were anyway.

At the same time as she was body and boob
pressing Emma's upper body, Monica also shifted one of her big and
toned legs between Emma's own big and heavy legs, barely able to
force them apart they were so firm, so that she could get one of
her legs between them. But eventually she succeeded in doing so,
and from there on was able to force her big upper leg and solid
thigh hard against Emma's crotch, crushing it as she did.

Emma didn't seem to have any problem with
that at all, however, any more than feeling the crushing body press
Monica had on her and Monica's big breasts pressing down and
crushing her own breasts at the same time.

Emma knew that she still had some advantages
over Monica, even though she was presently caught in Monica's
crushing body press on top of her, as she still had the advantage
of both weight and a compact size for some additional leverage for
when she'd begin to try to get back at Monica some other way.

Gradually, Emma began to bridge out of
Monica's crushing body press on her with her more compact body.
Then, after she'd managed to lift some of Monica's weight off her,
she stretched out one of her shorter but strong and toned legs to
the side. And then from there, using her leg like a crowbar turning
over a rock, Emma used it to roll both of them completely over
until their positions were reversed.

Now it was Emma who was fully on top, with a
full body press on top of Monica, who now had to suffer under Emma
just as Emma had suffered under her before.

Desperately, Monica tried to bridge out and
escape her predicament before Emma firmed up her full body press
hold on her. But it didn't work. In the next instant Monica felt
all of Emma's even heavier and solid body weight come crushing down
on top of her, just as she had been down on top of Emma just
moments before.

Now, once again, their big breasts, barely
enclosed by the tight bikinis they were wearing, were tightly
pressed, crushed and flattened against each other's, while their
legs now also grape-vined each other to lock tightly together in
the lower bodies as well.

Emma then added to her heavy body press on
Monica even further by dropping her head and face down hard against
Monica's own face until their lips met. From there, it was only
seconds until the watchers could see Monica and Emma tongue
wrestling it out inside each other's mouth, with neither willing to
give in and pull back.

It was only after a couple of minutes of
deadlocked tongue wrestling each other, Emma still having her full
body press on the rest of Monica, that Emma slowly pulled her face
back from Monica's face to free them apart just a little. But then
Emma used that new freedom of movement to begin to slide her whole
body a few inches up Monica's body underneath her.

When Emma began her full body press on
Monica, and they were locked together face-to-face, their still
bikini-bound boobs were crushing against each other's. But now, by
Emma sliding up a few inches, she was able to position one of her
enormous breasts directly over Monica's face and mouth.

Then, as soon as she got herself positioned
just right, she dropped her big and heavy left breast down heavily
on Monica's face to completely cover and smother her eyes, nose and
mouth. And then, when Monica was forced to open her mouth just to
breathe, Emma stuffed as much of her breast as she could deep
inside Monica's mouth until it was filled with all she could
hold.

It was payback time from their very first
hold when Monica got the tight headlock on Emma and then, down on
the mat, tried to stuff as much as she could of her big boob as
deep as she could into Emma's mouth.

As she was trying to stuff her heavy left
breast into Monica's mouth and force her suck on it, at the same
time, her big right breast hung heavily down the side of Monica's
head, ready to take over if Monica some way managed to free her
mouth and face of Emma's big left boob.

To increase the pressure and punishment on
Monica even more, Jana noticed Emma had dropped her big firm and
heavy thigh over Monica's crotch, just as Monica had done to her
earlier, and was now using it to crush Monica's crotch as well in
the double punishment of it all.

Jana knew the feeling both were having, but
she guessed that despite their punishing deadlock, they weren't
having any real trouble with it either.

The full body press, with the top wrestler's
boob pressed deeply into the bottom woman's mouth to make her suck
on it, and the top woman's big, toned leg pressing down heavily
into her crotch at the same time, almost crushing her vulnerable
cunt and clit, was one of Jana's favorite holds, give or take, and
she never had any problem being subjected to it at all.

She too, liked to get another gal in a full
face-to-face body press, and then slide up just a few inches until
she was able to stuff her big boob, or as much as she could of it,
into the other gal's mouth to choke her on it. And then jam her own
toned leg and thigh into the other woman's groin to crush her cunt
and make her suffer even more.

She knew she liked it even more when the
other gal was on top of her and doing the same thing to her. She
knew she never had any problem with any of it as long as it lasted,
and she suspected neither Monica nor Emma had any problem with it
now, give or take, either.

Emma could see that Monica was almost being
suffocated with her full body press on top of her, and her enormous
and heavy breast stuffed into Monica's mouth, but that Monica was
doing okay with it anyway. Jana figured maybe it wasn't the first
time either Monica or Emma had been in the same predicament, give
or take, and figured probably Monica could work herself out of her
predicament now too.

After a couple of minutes of Emma's
punishment of her, and, Jana knew, actually enjoying it as well,
however, Monica began to make her next move to escape her
predicament and get back at Emma some other way.

The time sped by, and by this time, with all
their other holds and predicaments, they'd been wrestling each
other, this round, for almost half an hour one hold, deadlock and
reversal after another. It was going really good between them and
Jana knew they wanted to make it last as long as possible, not only
for the construction women watching them, but even more, for their
own pleasure too.

But now, Monica, and most likely Emma too,
knew maybe it was time to take their match to a whole new
level.

Slowly, Monica began to push one of her
arms, both of which were free of Emma's tight and full body press
on her, up behind Emma's back. Then, even though she was still
blinded by Emma's heavy breast pressing down on her face and having
a whole big part of her heavy breast in her mouth, Monica used her
fingers to blindly grope around Emma's broad and fleshy back until
she was able to find the small snap that held Emma's tiny bikini in
place.

As soon as she found it, and before Emma
would realize what she was doing, Monica undid the snap. In the
next instant, Monica then ripped Emma's whole bikini top off her
and flung it to the side of the mat so that from now on both of
Emma's melons would be completely exposed, open, and vulnerable to
whatever would happen next.

Emma wasn't as distracted by losing the top
of her bikini as Monica had hoped, however. Instead, realizing what
Monica had just done, and wanting to get back at her the same way,
Emma then reached down similarly around Monica's upper body, still
having her full body press on top of Monica, found the small snap
which held her own bikini top in place, undid the snap, and then
pulled Monica's bikini out from under her and threw it off to the
side off the mat to join Emma's bikini top at the edge of the
mat.

Now both Monica and Emma would wrestle
bare-breasted and almost naked on the vinyl mat in front of the
mostly female watchers. Neither seemed to have any trouble with
that as they just continued to focus solely on each other.

`Maybe it wasn't the first time either or
both of them had wrestled bare-breasted before,' thought Jana. They
did look good, however, wrestling that way.

Now wrestling bare-breasted, they could
focus even more on trying to crush and punish each other's big
boobs. Slowly, Monica managed to bring her powerful hands up and
between herself and Emma, still pressing down hard on top of her,
and grabbed both of Emma's huge naked and exposed headlights, one
in each hand. From there, she slowly began to crush them in her
fists, or at least as much as she could hold of them, as she also
tried to push Emma off to her side.

Emma felt Monica grabbing and crushing both
of her big breasts in her fists, but instead of trying to pull
Monica's strong hands off her breasts, she instead reached down and
similarly grabbed both of Monica's big and solid jugs in each of
her own hands to crush them in her fists and push down on Monica
even harder to keep her down instead, as well as just returning
Monica's punishing hold back on her.

For long minutes, the watchers at the edge
of the mat watched the power play between the two women wrestlers
right in front of them, their legs still locked and grape-vined
together to keep both of them in place and to increase their
leverage, crush and squeeze each other's big breasts in a test of
strength, pain and endurance, with neither willing to give in to
the other.

Jana watched and felt their pain and
punishment with them. At the same time, she sort of grinned too.
Breast torture, particularly the other gal's on her, was another of
her favorite punishments which she always liked to take and, once
again, she thought maybe Monica and Emma were sort of liking it
too, for all the pain and agony it was causing them.

Eventually, however, as they began to
separate Emma began to lose her balance on top of Monica and soon
Monica was able to slide out from under her heavier opponent. And
then, once she was able to do that, she was able to regain some of
the leverage she'd lost earlier until she was able to roll both of
them over until now she was again on top.

Then, before Emma could recover, Monica
quickly spun around on top of the prone Emma until she got a new
body press on top of her, but this time, she got it
head-to-toe.

From here, Monica quickly wrapped her
powerfully strong legs and thighs around Emma's head to get her in
a solid figure-four head scissors. Emma's head and face were now
directly under Monica's groin, which she now dropped down heavily
on Emma's face to smother her in all the firm sweaty and oiled
wetness of her crotch flesh.

Desperately, Emma tried to bridge out of her
predicament, but then she decided not to use too much of her energy
to escape it, and instead opted to take the feel of Monica's hot
wet crotch pressing against her face.

At least part of her face, however, was
still protected by Monica's small and tight bikini which gave her
at least that much protection from Monica's otherwise wet and naked
flesh pressing against her face.

But then Monica moved to make Emma's
situation even worse. As Emma's own bikini-clad crotch was right
under Monica's face in their head-to-toe body scissors, Monica
reached down around Emma's butt to find the small strings holding
her small bottom bikini in place.

In all the full rolls of muscle and flesh of
Emma's firm and powerful body, it wasn't easy to find.
Nevertheless, Monica did eventually find it, undid it, and then
ripped Emma's bottom bikini right off her body so that now she'd be
completely naked, her glory hole fully exposed to whatever
punishment Monica might intend for it. Plus, it was now fully
exposed to all the women and women watching the struggle from the
sideline bleachers. Slowly Monica, snaked her hand under Emma's
ass, probing from the crack, searching for the tight anal ring she
knew was within her reach.

Emma tried desperately to struggle out from
what Monica was doing, but the powerful Monica continued to keep
her tight head scissors and smothering crotch hold on Emma's face,
and Emma was unable to prevent Monica from doing what she was
doing. Emma's ass crack was slick with oil and sweat, and Monica's
index finger discovered the rosebud it was searching for. A swift
thrust, and the digit sank into the tight ring to the first knuckle
on Monica's hand.

Emma grunted as she felt the invading finger
probing her ass hole, she need to act quickly or have Monica scoop
her insides out.

Emma knew, however, that she was in a
position to do the same to Monica. In the next instant, Emma
reached up blindly, still face-smothered in Monica's tight head
scissors on her, to find the back of Monica's own tight bikini
bottom. Then she found the side snaps which held the bikini in
place, ripped it open, and pulled Monica's own bikini right off her
body in return.

As a result, from now on both Monica and
Emma would wrestle each other completely naked. When both of their
crotches were fully exposed, the watchers on the sidelines saw that
both wrestlers had shaved all the pubic hair off their crotches, so
that now their glory holes were not only fully exposed to the
watchers but were also now fully exposed and vulnerable to each
other's punishment, whatever might come next.

Neither Monica nor Emma seemed to have any
problem with wrestling completely nude, however, and both ignored
their new situation and continued to focus on their tight wrestling
fight with the other.

Emma wriggled enough and dislodged the
digital intruder and got a whiff of her own ass hole as Monica
wiped her finger on Emma's stomach.

Watching them wrestle in the nude, the
muscled flesh of their powerful bodies glistening with oil and
sweat, but neither seeming to be bothered by it, Jana thought maybe
it wasn't the first time they'd wrestled nude and oiled either.

By now, Jana also noticed Monica and Emma
had been wrestling with each other for almost an hour, in just this
round, as they gave and took all of each other's punishment and
torture to every part of their body they could get to. Neither,
however, being experienced and liking to wrestle anyway, seemed to
be having any problem with everything they were doing to each
other.

Jana had noticed, being an "anything goes"
wrestler herself, that Monica and Emma were actually alternating
their holds and punishments on each other. It was a lot like she
and Monica did when they were wrestling. With that pattern, each
would work the other over, and then be worked over, not only for
the pain and pummeling they were giving each other, but for the
considerable sensual and erotic pleasure they were getting from the
whole thing too.

She also noticed that a lot of the holds and
punishment that Monica and Emma were taking or suffering under, and
the various deadlocks and predicaments they got into too, were
pretty much the same or similar to the ones she and Monica had also
worked on and inflicted on the other when they'd wrestled each
other.

And even now, with both the tops and the
bottoms of their bikinis gone and them wrestling naked, it was a
lot like the cunt torture Monica had given her earlier, and even
more, much the same as the sexfighting she and another gal got into
whenever they also wrestled oiled, naked and "anything goes."

Now, with their bikinis totally gone and
both wrestling nude, Emma found herself on her hands and knees
trying to get away from Monica to set herself up for another move
against Monica. Before she could escape, however, Monica lost no
time in dropping down to her knees next to Emma, dropping her big
knockers down on top of Emma's back, flattening them wide as she
did, to hold Emma down.

Monica then, with one hand, reached over
Emma's far shoulder and then brought it back under Emma to seize
one of her big hooters, hanging down free and heavy beneath her, in
her fist, and prepared to use it to pull her over backwards.

At the other end, Monica shoved her other
arm and hand down between Emma's massively firm thighs to get at
her at that end.

But this time, to tighten her hold, and with
Emma now stark naked, Monica again proceeded to stick first one,
then two, and then three of her fingers right into Emma's now newly
exposed and naked ass hole.

Deeper and deeper her fingers went into
Emma's colon, first one, then two, then three inches deep to get as
good a hold on Emma as she could. With one hand tightly wrapped
around one of Emma's big hanging breasts and the other dug deep
into Emma's ass, Monica then arched backwards to pull Emma over on
top of her.

Emma took the tearing pressure on both of
her vital body parts and resisted as long as she could. But then
she had to go with Monica's move anyway if she didn't want to have
one or both of her most important assets ripped right off her.

Jana saw Emma resist Monica's move on her
for a moment or two, but she didn't really seem to be having any
real problem with it anyway despite the pulling punishment it was
giving her.

Jana knew what Emma was feeling, however,
because Monica took just about the same holds on her earlier,
except then she'd grabbed her big and puffy lipped cunt as if to
rip it right off her body if she didn't move as she worked her
over.

She also knew what it was like from when
another gal took the same hard boob and cunt holds on her, and how
she always liked the pain and torture it gave her, or when she took
the same holds on another gal in reverse. Three fingers in the ass
hole did hurt, much more than in the cunt, but Jana knew it wasn't
the first time Emma had succumbed to that hold. Even now, with
Monica and Emma, it looked like the holds and moves weren't
unfamiliar to either of them, give or take, and they weren't really
having any problem with them either.

Now, after Monica completed her backward
roll over with Emma, she now held Emma down tightly on top of her,
even though Emma's weight was now crushing her own big knockers
under her while she tried to keep Emma from escaping and with Emma
trying desperately to do just that.

Finally, Emma did manage to slide off
Monica's big breasts just a little, which was then just enough to
cause Monica to lose her tight anal hold on Emma, and then Monica
lost her hold on Emma's big boob too.

Emma didn't seem to need any time to recover
from the punishment she'd just been taking from Monica, which made
Jana think again maybe this wasn't the first time she'd ever been
subjected to it, nor probably Monica either when their situations
were reversed.

Jana also knew once again she always liked
the same torment too, even though it was her big rod, and sometimes
her balls too, and one of her toned boobs as well, that would be in
danger of being ripped off, even though she always did like the
predicament she was in. She thought maybe Monica and Emma didn't
really mind it either.

Now Emma, being on top of Monica and free of
Monica's tight holds on her, quickly rolled herself over, while
still keeping on top of Monica to keep her down, but now she
brought her powerful legs up underneath her until she could sit
with her full body weight directly on top of Monica's big and solid
knockers, crushing them under her full weight and her big and solid
butt as she did.

Jana watched as now Monica desperately tried
to get Emma's full boob-crushing body weight off her breasts. But
at the same time, Jana knew Monica wouldn't really have any problem
with it, knowing that Monica liked to get all the boob punishment
she could get.

She recalled when she, with her heavier
weight, sat on Monica's big globes in similar circumstances, and
she never had any problem with it then. Just like Jana never had
any problem with it when she sat on fully on her boobs or face when
their holds were reversed.

Now, however, after Emma had sat on Monica's
big knockers for a while, she also began to rub her butt around on
top of them to squash them even more until Jana thought they might
almost burst with the pressure on them.

Then, with Monica still trying to escape
from under the strong and heavier Emma sitting squarely on her
boobs, Emma began to slowly slide back a few inches until she had
slid her solid butt off Monica's feeders and positioned it directly
over Monica's head and face.

And now from there she dropped her big and
heavy butt right down on top of Monica's head to sit fully on
Monica's face, which simply disappeared in the awesome amount of
fat and flesh which comprised Emma's butt.

Desperately, Monica tried to bridge out of
her new predicament even though she was now not only being crushed
by Emma's sitting fully on her face but being blinded and
suffocated by it as well. Emma leaned forward so she could grip
both her ass cheeks and pull them apart, exposing the ass hole
Monica had abuse earlier, ground it around her mouth.

But then every time Monica tried to bridge
or twist out of her dilemma, Emma countered her every move until
Jana began to wonder how Monica was getting any air at all to
breath what with her whole face, nose and mouth buried deep in the
wet and dark canyon of Emma's naked butt, knowing the remnants of
Monica's finger lingered around the opening of her anus.

But, again, Jana knew it wasn't that much
different from when Monica had done the same thing to her, or when
she later sat on Monica's face. In both cases, both survived it for
a long time until finally they could make their escape and then go
on until soon afterwards they'd reverse their positions on each
other.

And, of course, it was the same as when Jana
and another gal, both of them wrestling nude too, and they'd get in
the same predicament, give or take. Jana knew she always liked to
get into it and figured maybe Monica and Emma weren't much
different now.

After being subjected to Emma's punishing
naked butt engulfing her face, Monica was finally able to blindly
reach up to Emma's crotch. Then from there, while Emma was leaning
forward sticking and twisting three of her fingers deep down into
Monica's now exposed and vulnerable pussy hole, particularly when
she was trying to bridge out of Emma's sitting on her face, Monica
was now able to stick three of her own fingers now deep inside
Emma's own glory hole, positioned right over her face.

Now it was payback time. Slowly Monica used
her grip on Emma's glory hole, with her three fingers deep inside
it for leverage, and began to pull Emma off her and to the side if
she didn't want her cock pocket ripped apart and right off her
body.

`Wow,' thought Jana, `these ladies are
tough! But then, obviously being real good wrestlers, most likely
they're not only used to it, but also probably really liking what
they're doing and taking from each other.' Jana knew she always
liked it when she was in the same situations, give or take, when
she was wrestling around in a real good trib-fight with another gal
too.

`It hurt, yeah, but it always hurt really
good too!' she said to herself.

Jana couldn't help but wonder what Monica
and Emma would do next?

***

Having broken apart from their previous
deadlock in all their naked and oiled slipperiness, Monica and Emma
now found themselves sitting on the mat opposite each other, their
legs extending straight out between the other's. Monica, who had
the slightly longer legs, reached over and grabbed Emma's right
ankle and started to pull Emma into her, while at the same time she
jammed her right foot hard into Emma's naked an exposed crotch
until she'd positioned her big toe, which Jana knew was
particularly long, and proceeded to stick it right into Emma's
naked, exposed and vulnerable cunt.

Emma took it with only a slight grimace as
it went in, but then ignored it while she grabbed Monica's left
ankle the same way, pulled Monica into her, and then stuck her own
big toe just as deeply into Monica's equally vulnerable dick
hole.

For the next couple of minutes, Jana could
see both Monica and Emma twisting and working their toes deep
inside the other's body, while ignoring the torment they were
taking on their own bodies. At one point, Jana saw Monica and Emma
eye each other, with a small grin covering both of their faces
despite their grimaces of the pain it was giving them.

Eventually, with the slipperiness of their
bodies, they lost their grips on the other's ankle, and once again
separated.

This time, Monica was able to get up first
and got to her feet to stand right over the still prone Emma down
on the mat. Then, before Emma could escape, Monica picked up both
of Emma's ankles and lifted them up high enough so that Emma would
be on her back, almost helpless.

From which position Monica then followed up
and jammed her left foot hard into Emma's exposed groin again,
crushing all the flesh of Emma's thighs and crotch until it must
have hit her bones right to their base.

Emma took the punishment of Monica`s jamming
her foot hard into her crotch as long as Monica wanted to give it
to her, but at the same time she gradually shifted to Monica's side
too. Suddenly, she reached out and grabbed one of Monica's ankles,
as she was standing right next to Emma's head, pulled it suddenly
and hard out from under her, and brought the now unbalanced Monica
down hard on the mat, face down.

At that moment, they were right at the edge
of the mat and Monica couldn't help but guess what Emma was
planning to do back to her next. Before she could recover, however,
Emma grabbed both of Monica's ankles, with Monica still face down
on the mat and dragged her completely around the vinyl mat twice.
Which forced Monica, unable to escape, to take all the pressure of
the drag on just her big boobs alone like two giant rollers.

Jana could see the agonizing expression on
Monica's face as she was dragged around the mat, unable to free
herself, while her big knockers were being dragged and crushed
underneath her and taking all the punishment.

`Yeah,' thought Jana, `Emma's got a real
good move there, but I know Monica likes to take a lot of
punishment on her boobs, so I expect maybe she's not really having
too much trouble with her predicament either.'

After two complete circuits of the mat right
in front of the bystanders, Emma lost her grip on Monica's ankles
with their oiled slipperiness, and they once again, separated
briefly before they got into their next moves.

The next two moves by Monica and Emma got
Jana more closely involved in their match herself, both to her
pleasure.

The first was when Monica and Emma were
locked together right in front of her, not more than three feet
away. Emma was underneath Monica on her hands and knees and able to
break away only by crawling away from Monica on all fours and
headed straight toward her.

Jana didn't know what she had in mind, but
then, as she got right up to her, it looked like she was aiming for
the small space in the bleachers between her and the woman sitting
next to her. The low bleachers had some extra space in them so that
the watchers weren't too crowded together. As Emma slid under the
ring ropes and just barely made it to the lower bleacher, Monica
caught up with her and reached to grab her foot to try to drag her
back on to the mat.

Emma, however, was just able to reach out
and grab the back of the lower bleacher seat, right next to Jana,
as if to pull herself up next to her. She didn't know what to do,
if anything, so she just shifted a couple of inches to the side to
make room for her if that's what she had in mind. And apparently
that's what it was as she now just barely managed to reach out with
both hands to the back of the seat so that Monica would be less
able to drag her back.

As Emma looked up at Jana's face, not but
inches away from her own, she gave Jana a wink to indicate to her
she was doing just fine. Then, to add to it, she suddenly and very
briefly released one of her hand holds on the back of the bleacher
seat, reached up, and gave Jana a solid punch on her boob - the
same one she'd punched when they'd first met. She grinned back at
her while she then resumed holding on to the back of the seat while
Monica was trying to strengthen her own position on the mat to try
to drag Emma back even harder.

Monica wasn't succeeding with that, so she
then stood up on the mat to increase her leverage even more. until
it ended up with Monica standing up, naked, her big bazooms
bouncing up and down as she tried to dislodge Emma's hold on the
bleacher seat, and Emma stretched out in mid-air, caught between
the top and middle ropes.

Monica held Emma's feet high up in the air,
with Emma still holding on to the back of the bleacher seat, so
that her enormous jugs hung down loose swaying ponderously back and
forth as she writhed desperately with both hands to keep her hold.
It sure did look good to all the watchers, and particularly to Jana
and the other males watching the action only inches in front of
them.

Eventually, Monica was successful in the
action between herself and Emma. Emma lost her grip on the bleacher
seat first with one hand, and then the other. And then, with that,
she dropped down heavily back on to the mat, with her big breasts
taking the full blow of her full body weight as she hit the
mat.

Then, to follow up her success on dislodging
Emma from the bleachers, and reversing Emma's punishment on her
just moments before, Monica now proceeded to drag Emma clear around
the mat in the opposite direction from what Emma had dragged her
earlier, with now Emma's enormous boobs taking the full punishment
of the drag in return.

`Yeah,' thought Jana, a grin on her face,
`but still, despite her grimaces, it looks like Emma doesn't really
have any more problem with it than Monica did earlier. Looks to me,
in fact, like maybe they'd done it before to each other in some
earlier matches?'

The other incident, which lasted a lot
longer, although more quietly, Jana enjoyed even more as this one
involved her even more closely.

She was sitting, in the first row of the
three-stage bleachers, which were wide but not all that deep. At
the start of the wrestling between Monica and Emma, Jana, like most
of the other watchers, leaned forward to watch the action as
closely as she could.

But then, when she wanted to change her
position a little and straighten up for a while, when she did
straighten up, her back hit the knees of the woman immediately
behind her. The woman, the well-dressed woman she'd noticed
earlier, immediately noted Jana's move and spread her knees and
legs apart just enough so that Jana could straighten up and squeeze
easily between them. At the same time, as Jana straightened up, she
pushed her head back too, hitting it right into the woman's crotch
and against her cunt inside the tight designer jeans, she was
wearing.

The move and hit felt good to Jana, although
she wasn't certain about the woman's reaction to it.

Jana looked up behind her just an instant to
acknowledge the woman's obliging her, and sort of apologizing for
hitting her cunt with the back of her head. When she looked back,
she saw that the woman, the one she saw before the match, who
looked to be maybe about forty-five, had a strong and deeply tanned
face and a short bob cut of her silver streaked gray hair showing
out from under the cowboy hat she was wearing.

By the looks of her slender and toned body,
and now feeling the woman's long and strong legs on both sides of
her as she straightened up between them, Jana guessed she was
probably about five-ten and probably weighed at least one-fifty.
She was just the sort of bigger and older toned gal, in fact, that
Jana knew she liked to wrestle with any chance she got.

`Mmmm, yeah,' she thought, `I'm not minding
at all sitting here real close between those big, nice legs of
hers, for sure, and with all her big camel toe right behind my head
too!'

After Jana sat upright for a couple of
minutes, she felt the woman's big legs come in even tighter
together again until they touched her shoulders in sort of a light
scissors hold. Jana liked that even more, and to indicate she had
no problem at all with it, she wrapped her arms around the woman's
shapely and solid calves, which were right next to her sides, and
pulled the woman's leg's still tighter yet against her.

The woman didn't seem to have any problem
with that, and obliged Jana by squeezing her still more, just like
having a real good body scissors on her. It was one of her favorite
ways to get caught in when she was wrestling around with another
gal.

`Mmmm, yeah, I like this even more,' thought
Jana.

Whenever she got caught in another woman's
body scissors on her from the rear, she also always liked to have
the other woman come in even further by crossing her feet over her
crotch, and then smashing her heels into her cunt to make the hold
even more punishing.

So now Jana, while still holding the woman's
lithe legs tight around her and noticing the gal's feet were sort
of still awkwardly placed outside of her while the gal's big upper
legs were holding her tight, Jana picked up first one of the
woman's feet, despite the hand tooled leather boots she was
wearing, and shifted it over into her crotch. Then she brought the
other one over too and crossed both of the woman's ankles over her
now throbbing female equipment.

From there she began to push the woman's
booted feet down into her crotch to begin to crush her cunt. That
was an even greater punishing hold she liked to get into whenever
the other gal got a real good tight body scissors on her from the
rear.

The woman picked up the message and quietly,
but with increasing strength, began to jam her heels back harder
and harder into Jana's crotch, but with hardly anyone else even
noticing it. Jana knew it felt good to her, however, and was glad
when the woman didn't move away from her scissors hold and crotch
smash on her either. It was maybe as if she and the other woman
were thinking along the same lines.

Then, the woman herself followed up with
another move on Jana.

Just a few minutes after Jana found herself
caught in the full body scissors of the woman behind her, Monica
and Emma found themselves locked together on the far side of the
mat in much like the same scissors hold the woman behind Jana had
on her.

Monica had managed to get behind Emma while
both were seated on the mat. Then she had wrapped her powerfully
big and strong legs around Emma's firm body. Following that, she
had crossing her ankles over Emma's crotch, and was now jamming her
feet repeatedly into Emma's groin, just as the woman sitting behind
Jana was pretty much doing to her.

With both Monica and Emma totally naked, the
watchers could see Monica's heels smashing directly into Emma's
pussy over and over again. Emma didn't seem particularly bothered
by that punishment, however, as she leaned forward to try to
uncross Monica's ankles over her crotch to just loosen up the
scissors hold that Monica was holding her in.

But then Monica tightened her hold and
punishment on Emma even more, this time attacking her upper body as
well. Now Monica reached around Emma's heavy chest to again grab
one of Emma's enormous hooters in each of her hands, and slowly
began to crush them in her fists until the flesh of Emma's big
boobs was almost squeezed out between Monica's strong fingers. And
then, in addition to that, Monica started to pull Emma backwards
into her, almost ripping Emma's big boobs right off her in the
process.

Emma seemed to ignore this latest punishment
of her big boobs being almost crushed and torn off her body,
however, as she continued to lean forward, which only increased the
tearing pressure on her own boobs, as she in turn worked on
Monica's feet and ankles to get them uncrossed.

For long minutes Monica and Emma remained in
that punishing predicament, writhing and locked together, Monica
pulling back on Emma's big jugs until she almost ripped them off
her body, and Emma leaning forward to get at Monica's ankles, with
neither willing to give in.

`And,' Jana thought, `probably enjoying
their holds and punishment on each other too, just like I always do
when I get caught in the same punishing predicament by another gal,
with her smashing her feet into my cunt and her hands reaching
around and crushing my boobs in them, and which Emma is getting,
and I expect liking right now.'

And then, Jana suddenly realized, she was in
fact suddenly caught in the same punishing predicament Emma was
herself.

As she was watching Monica and Emma
deadlocked on the other side of the mat, Jana had hardly noticed
the woman behind her, who was still holding her tightly in the leg
scissors she held on her upper body, with her booted feet crossed
and jamming into her crotch against her cunt.

Now the woman had reached her well-toned
left arm and hand down over Jana's firm shoulder to grab her own
firm left boob and had begun to slowly squeeze it in her fist. And,
when Jana didn't object to that, she tightened her grip on it even
more tightly until she was just about crushing it. Jana didn't have
any problem with that either.

Then, following that, while everyone else's
attention was focused on what Monica and Emma were doing to each on
the far side of the mat, the woman behind her reached down with her
strong right hand and grabbed Jana's big right boob and began to
squeeze it just as hard as she was doing to Jana's left boob. It
was the same hold Monica had on Emma's breasts across the mat. Jana
liked what the woman was doing to her just as much as she suspected
Emma liked what Monica was doing to her.

"Yeah," Jana said under her breath, just
loud enough for the woman behind her to hear, "give it to me as
hard as you like!"

As a result, just about the whole time
Monica and Emma were deadlocked together in their tight and
deadlocked full body scissors and crushing breast holds on the far
side of the mat, the woman behind Jana was doing the same thing to
her.

`Yeah, girl, let me have it as hard as you
can!' Jana said again to herself. It was one of her favorite and
most punishing holds she liked to get caught in, having her big
boobs squeezed and crushed, and she was in no hurry for the woman
to ease up on it.

It was only after what seemed like long
minutes that Monica eventually loosened her hold on Emma breasts
that Emma was able to slip away from her and get back to the center
of the mat, bringing Monica with her. But then Emma once again also
managed to turn completely around so that now she was once again on
top of Monica, and now began to come down hard on Monica to smash
at her own big boobs.

As Monica and Emma were once again in the
center of the mat, and the watchers re-focused their attention to
their new situation, the woman behind Jana loosened her hold on
Jana's boobs and Jana let the woman's feet go from smashing down
into her crotch, to return to their normal place next to her. It
sure did feel good while it lasted, however, Jana thought.

Jana figured after the match ended, she'd be
able to get up and hopefully get to know the woman at lot, a real
lot, better. Which she did, much to the considerable pleasure of
both.

But that's another story.

Meanwhile, after a couple of minutes, the
woman behind her slipped her card into Jana's hand. On the front
was printed "Eliza Raftery, General Contracting & Grading." On
the back was written "Hey Sweetie, give me a call and let's see
what we can do about all this!"

`Yeah,' thought Jana, `I'll do just that!'
as she slipped the card into her shirt pocket, subtly nodding her
head.

As Jana now watched Emma once again pound
down on Monica's big, firm, fully exposed and naked breasts, Jana
thought, `Oh wow, Monica's going to feel this. But at the same
time, it's really no more than Monica and I did too when we
wrestled around. She sure didn't have any problem pounding me on my
boobs, and me doing the same on her big boobs, and I guess we
survived it too. In fact, I'm thinking Monica is liking just as
much as what Emma's doing to her right now just as much as I did
when Monica was doing the same thing to me'

By now, Jana noticed in a glance at the
watch of the woman sitting next to her, with all their other holds
and moves, Monica and Emma had been wrestling each other for more
than an hour. Sometimes they were putting out a real lot of effort,
but many times they remained deadlocked for a couple of minutes to
catch their breath and energy to make the last round last as long
as possible.

But still, for the match between Monica and
Emma right in front of her, Jana could see they were both getting
pretty tired, but that they were also getting pretty sensually and
erotically worked up too, and that it would soon have to end.

She wondered how they'd finish it up. When
she wrestled around with another gal, naked and oiled, it
eventually turned out to be little more than a big sexfight between
the two until both would eventually get so stimulated they would be
forced to orgasm and drip loads of cum juice on or into each other,
one way or another, come what may.

With Monica and Emma, it had gotten to be
more and more a big boob fight between the two, with their naked
and vulnerable pussy's coming in second, and Jana wondered how it
would end for them.

She knew that at least Monica, and most
likely Emma too, liked to end up a wrestling match with a really
great and total orgasm. And Monica had ended the last fall with a
screeching orgasm. That would then leave them totally exhausted,
but both completely satisfied as to the outcome.

A couple of minutes later, with both Monica
and Emma locked together in another double figure-four head
scissors on each other and rolling back and forth over the match to
see which could end up on top, Jana noticed one of the ranch hands,
who'd been sitting opposite her in one of the chairs in front of
the curtain, reach under her chair and grab two objects and toss
them on to the mat right where Monica and Emma could grab them.

As Monica grabbed one of them, Jana could
see what it looked like. It was like a policeman's shiny thicker
Billy club, with one end being about nine inches long and about an
inch thick, being the club part; then a wider ring around the
middle of the club, and then a shorter and ribbed other end where
the club could be easily grasped and held. As Monica grabbed for
one club Emma grabbed the other.

`Wow,' thought Jana, `I wonder if they're
going to do with them what I think they're going to do!'

Both Monica and Emma had each grabbed a club
with one hand while they were still locked together, head-to-toe,
in their tight figure-four head scissors on each other, both trying
to get, and stay, on top.

Monica, with her longer legs, just barely
finally succeeded in mounting on top of Emma to keep her position.
Then, as they'd gotten a little loose as they'd rolled back and
forth, Monica now tightened her hold on Emma again by dropping her
full her naked and wet crotch and glory hole once again down hard
on Emma's face to once again try to smother her in the hold.

`Yeah,' thought Jana, `I know how Emma's
feeling now, all blinded and smothered by Monica's wet and naked
crotch pressing tight against her face, unable to see or hear
anything or even hardly able to breath, with Monica tightening her
crushing head scissors and full face press on her tighter and
tighter all the time.'

It was the same hold Jana liked to take on
another gal in the same circumstance, when she was on top, but she
knew she liked it even more when she was the woman on the bottom
taking the punishment - and whatever might follow from it.

When she was on top, she'd then shove her
dripping wet cunt onto the other gal's mouth to smother her with
it, and, if the match were ending, she'd end up cumming and her
sticky girl juice would trickle down, deep into the other woman's
mouth and down her throat to make her taste and drink the last
drop.

Or, if she were on the bottom, which Jana
liked even more, to get the other woman's big wet cunt jammed down
her own face and then soon feel and taste all of the other woman's
hot cum juice as she exploded into her own mouth. Either way, she
knew she always liked it, and wondered how it might work or go with
Monica and Emma?

Monica so far had managed to keep her tight
figure-four head scissors on Emma, but Jana could see it was a
precarious hold as the powerfully strong and heavier Emma was not
easy to keep down. At least so far, however, Monica was
succeeding.

And then Monica made her next move. Quickly
and deliberately, she brought the shiny thicker cudgel, which she
still held tightly in her hand and, in one swift move, she stabbed
it, carefully but fully, all the way deep into the struggling
Emma's naked, exposed and vulnerable cunt cave, just inches below
her own face.

As she felt it penetrate deeply inside her,
Emma almost involuntarily tried to arch and bridge out of her now
almost desperate predicament. But as she tried to arch out, that
only let Monica push it in even deeper until it hit the ridge of
the club and couldn't go in any farther.

While Monica was focused on stabbing the
Billy club she held in her hand deep inside Emma`s body, however,
she had forgotten that although she still held Emma's whole head
tight inside the massive, crushing and suffocating head scissors
she held on her, the strong and resilient Emma had meanwhile
brought up her own hand, still holding her own Billy club, and had
jammed it up between her face and Monica's crotch until it was
aimed straight at Monica's own big gaping hole.

Then, in a powerful thrust, Emma blindly
stabbed her Billy club just as far as it would go into Monica's
body. With Monica's full weight on top pressing down on it, and
Emma's shoving it upwards, Emma's truncheon penetrated just as far
and as deeply into Monica's body as Monica's had stabbed into
her.

Emma's move caught Monica just as she was
focused on what she was doing to Emma, which caused her to lose her
concentration for a couple of seconds. But that was just enough
time for Emma to then use her own and heavier powerful body, in a
sudden and powerful bridge, to roll both of them over on the mat.
Now, suddenly, their positions were exactly reversed, with Emma
stabbing her Billy club down into Monica's body, and Monica
stabbing her hard rod upwards into Emma's body. Neither Monica nor
Emma seemed to have any trouble with it either way, however, and
Jana wondered what would happen next.

For the next couple of long minutes Jana
could see both of them desperately struggling back and forth with
each other, each trying to continue to stab their shiny wet and
thicker weapons deep inside each other's cunt, while taking the
other's deep inside her own body at the same time.

As they stabbed each other harder and
harder, Jana could see that both of them were also becoming more
and more sexually aroused and wetter with what they were doing to
each other, and with what was happening deep inside each of their
bodies.

Jana and the others watching them heard both
of them groan and utter small screams of either pleasure or pain,
and maybe both. Then, suddenly, Jana saw Monica and Emma both give
a powerful spasm at almost the same instant, arch back, and give a
small shriek as each felt the full and total orgasm that came over
each of them.

For a long minute Jana could see both were
almost paralyzed by their actions and what was happening to them.
Then she could see both Monica and Emma suddenly go weak and
collapse on top of each other on the mat.

They were now not only exhausted from their
long wrestling match with each other, but even more so from the
complete orgasm both of them had just had, and given to the other,
to end their long struggle.

Jana knew the total feeling which they both
had just had. It was the same way she felt after she'd just
climaxed and cascaded cum juice on another gal, after a similar
long wrestling match she'd had with her. And the same way, and even
better, when she felt and tasted the other gals' girl goo, cum
juice burst into her own mouth and flood down into her own mouth
and throat, and then experienced the complete exhaustion which
followed.

`Yeah,' thought Jana, `that sure made a
great ending for both Monica and Emma, and I'll bet they're feeling
the same good way about it like I always do!'

* * *

Jana arrived at Monica's Bar the following
Monday about fifteen minutes before five, the time Monica had asked
her to be there to resume her work at the bar.

When she walked into Monica's office to
check in, there, once again, were Monica, Emma and the well-dressed
lady she flirted with, from the wrestling match. As she walked in,
they looked up, with grins on their faces.

"I saw you out at Morgan's Ranch," said
Monica, with a grin on her face. "Did you get some of their great
barbecue and slaw to eat?

"Yeah, thanks Monica, it really was great!
Great wrestling show too! Some of it looked a little familiar, in
fact, and I was wishing I was in it myself!" replied Jana, with a
grin similar to theirs on her face.

At that moment, she was standing next to
Emma, who gave her a solid punch in her toned thigh, as she said
good naturedly to her, "You're a good gal Hotstuff ! Monica's been
telling me about your various talents, and I don't mean bartending,
and I'm thinking I could use a personal trainer too!"

`Ok, ladies," said Eliza, "but like we
discussed, I get her first, if she'd like, before you get a chance
to get her all messed her up."

Then Eliza continued, looking at Jana, " As
I was playing with you at the match last Saturday night, I'm
thinking you and I were both thinking and liking the same thing.
Isn't that right, Hotstuff ?"

"Oh yeah," said Jana replied to all of them,
the grin never leaving her face, "I'm ready any time anybody likes,
for anything anybody wants to give or take from me. Yeah, anything
at all any time you can give it to me or get it out of me!

As she left the office, Jana fingered the
business card Eliza Raftery, fondly remembering the woman as she
sat behind her during the match between Monica and Emma, and said
to herself, "Yeah, and that goes for you too in spades Eliza,
Sweetie!'

END




Artistic License

I am a Rock

Laura kind of liked men even dated a few, but she
really had strange urges for attractive blond women.

She was a recent college graduate. She always liked
helping others, so she naturally gravitated to sociology in school,
and a degree in Sociology. The world was hers for the taking, and
she wanted to experience everything, and help people at the same
time. She also wrestled with the confusion of her sexuality.

Keeping these desires under wrap, was not difficult,
for the most part, not actually coming out, but now and then an
opportunity did present itself, that would not threaten her secret.
Her name is Laura, and next week she was taking her new job in San
Jose. So, on this beautiful day, she wanted to go into the
mountains and think about her future.

A decision was made to go hiking through a mountain
about half an hour from her house. Laura was walking through along
a mountain trail, wearing a white t-shirt over a bikini top and a
pair of daisy dukes over a bikini bottom. Laura had a full bosom,
beautiful face surrounded by long black hair.

The urges to start taking off clothes became
stronger, and that is what she did. She started with her t-shirt,
then her shorts...dropped them off in a ditch and buried them with
sticks and leaves so she would be able to find them later... by
this point, she could hardly stop herself from stripping... her
pussy was getting wet, her nipples hardened... she wanted to wait
until she reached the riverbank before she finished taking off her
clothes, so she slid her hand into her bikini bottom in order to
tease her clit and sooth her urges to finger herself.

What is that she thought to herself, voices in the
distance, right then, she thought that she would give them a treat
by walking by in her bikini. She had never been so under dressed in
such a secluded area... fear began to run through her head, she
started to step back to go the opposite direction when two men
walked out from behind the trees...

One man in a blue t-shirt, the other in a black
t-shirt. They were just as surprised to see a woman in a bikini as
she was to see them.

The dark haired beauty was frozen by the men's
staring eyes... the man in the blue shirt commented on the size of
her breasts to the man in the black shirt, then the man in the
black shirt said, "She's a slut dressed like that out here. She
looks to be an Indian of some kind." to the man in the blue
shirt.

They both started to walk toward Laura, she turned
around and ran. The two men made no attempt to run after her, but
she didn't realize it. She continued to run through some trees, her
large breasts bouncing, her bikini top becoming loose until it fell
off of her. By the time she managed to glance back and notice that
there was no one chasing her, she had totally lost her breath, and
dropped to the ground in exhaustion. She had hoped to meet some
women to treat... she feared men.

After about five minutes of rest, she heard other
voices, and was sure that they were female voices, so she slid off
her bikini bottom, threw it aside, out of her sight. She placed one
hand upon her breasts and the other between her thighs, and
pretended to be sleeping, waiting for the women to arrive.

Conversations between the women got louder, and
Laura knew that the women were getting closer, her pussy was
getting wetter, she forced herself to stay out of her clit in order
to continue to pretend to be asleep.

Two women appeared, and Laura opened her eyes just
to take a peek at them, without them knowing. One girl was taller
and thinner, nice breasts, red hair, she was wearing hiking shorts
and a button down shirt. The other women was slightly shorter and a
little heavier, her breasts were much larger.

Laura continued to pretend to sleep, the two women
were commenting on her, but Laura couldn't make out their
conversation until she heard, "I want that pussy... if she is
sleeping naked here, she wants me to take it" in a few seconds
Laura felt hands on her thighs, opening her legs, a tongue soon met
her clit.

No reaction from Laura except her moans of pleasure,
she was trying to give the girls total control. One of the women
grabbed Laura's tits with both hands, fondling them roughly...

Clothing sliding off their bodies and hitting the
ground, Laura could hear, and she realized that they were both
naked when one woman sat on her face, expecting Laura to eat her...
that's what she did...

The three women continued, eating each other,
touching each other, until it became dark and cold, the two women
got up and got dressed, and left, Laura never spoke a word to them,
and she hardly even saw the two women she had just had sex with,
and that is the way she wanted it...

Laying there naked for a while, until she fingered
herself roughly, remembering the experience she had just had, Laura
realized she had just done a very dangerous thing. She could have
been hurt, or even killed. She knew from that moment forward, she
was going to need to get grips on her sexuality, come out, if need
be. Look for safer ways to satisfy her desires.

Laura hated rejection. She hardly ever attempted to
pick up strange women, not a cold pick-up anyway, in college, she
knew enough people to arrange an introduction if it was someone
she'd never spoken to before. There was a time when she'd been able
to gamble a pitch at any woman who looked available, an ability
energized by an almost frantic need for sexual contact. One
suffered the rejections in order to gain the acceptances. But no
more.!

***

Punky's Dilemma

The Audi broke down halfway between
Louisville and Columbus, a gray day, gray sky, smell of rain in the
trees. And Michelle thinking: Not here, not here in the middle of
nowhere.

She sat behind the wheel in the parking lot
of a windblown rest stop, people with tired faces wandering in and
out of the squat restaurant like zombies. Were they alive? Oh damn,
why here? Why here in the middle of nowhere? Where was it anyway?
Served her right for not driving back on the Thruway. Was it some
kind of trite retribution for the argument with Lulu in Louisville?
Silly dyke spat, more looks than words. Traveling all the way to
Louisville to see Lulu only to find Lulu with someone else, Lulu
and another woman, Lulu's bed occupied. Predictable, wasn't it?
Lulu in no time with another woman. All those hot fantasies during
the long drive up to Louisville and then finding Lulu with another
woman, Lulu already with someone else, new secrets between them,
the way they glanced at each other. Two days in Louisville
imagining Lulu and the woman together, anger at Lulu, anger at
herself, anger at the world. The woman rolling her eyes as if to
say, Listen, who invited you here, why don't you go home?

And now this.

It took an hour to get a tow-truck, but
after that a mere ten minutes to have the Audi pulled into the
nearest town. Owenton. What kind of name was that? Where were the
corners? Definitely in the middle of nowhere; definitely not a
place where a Columbus woman ought to be stranded on a Sunday
afternoon. Make the best of it, she thought, remain calm, remain in
control. She would call Hanny and Hanny would chuckle and say
something nutty about how bad things always happen to people who
leave Columbus, but don't worry, I can handle things alone until
you get the car fixed.

The mechanic looked at Michelle as the
tow-truck winch eased the car down outside his tiny shop.

"What's the trouble, miss?"

A man about sixty with greasy clothes, like
he'd been living in grease for sixty years, eating it, licking it
off his fingers. Did he smoke Cherry Blend in a corncob? Michelle
remembered an old uncle always in a cloud of tobacco.

"I don't know. It makes a horrible
noise."

"Okay, we'll find out."

"How long will it take? I mean how long will
it take to get it fixed and get me out of here?"

The old mechanic shrugged. Family in the
Ohio Valley since 1800. All those generations chewing on
corncobs.

"Can't say yet. Depends on what's wrong. If
it's a part that's hard to get, could be a day, two days."

Michelle groaned. "Two days?"

"Could be. You got the keys?"

"They're in the car."

The mechanic walked over to the Audi, opened
the door and climbed inside. In a moment Michelle heard the
horrible noise again, metal grinding against metal, the Audi
croaking.

The mechanic called out: "Sounds like the
starter motor is gone."

Michelle called back: "How long will it
take?"

"Could be more than two days."

Oh damn, Michelle thought.

Suddenly, she noticed the painting, a
glimpse of it through the grimy office window, reds, blues, burnt
sienna. She stepped closer, peering inside. On the wall behind a
counter cluttered with auto parts--a large square painting looking
like a Matisse.

Matisse in Owenton? But it was not a
Matisse, it was something else, not Cubist, better than Cubist.
Jumping. Startling.

The mechanic left the Audi and walked over
to Michelle and Michelle said: "Where did you get that?"

"Get what, miss?"

"That painting, the painting hanging in the
office."

The old man chuckled. "Someone I know did
that. Can't make it out myself. You got any idea what it is? What
about the car now? What would you like to do with it? Could be we
can't find an Audi starter motor except in Lexington. Pretty little
car, but it ain't worth a damn when it falls apart."

"Can I go inside and look at the
painting?"

The old man glanced down at her high-heeled
sandals.

"Sure, do what you like. Look at all the
pictures you want. But don't trip in there. I ain't had a chance to
clean it out in some time."

He muttered to himself as he walked back to
the Audi and raised the hood.

Michelle opened the office door and stepped
inside. Clean it out indeed. It would take a month to clean this
pig-pen. The air smelling of stale beer and unwashed clothes. Piles
of cartons, old newspapers, greasy rags. She walked over to the
counter directly opposite the painting. Looking at it. Definitely
something. Sharp figures of nude women painted over a Cubist-like
background. An extremely competent painter; no, it was more than
that: someone quite brilliant. A definite talent. The technique
superb.

The office door opened, and the old man came
in.

"It's the starter motor, all right. Don't
expect I'll find one anywhere near here, so I'll have to call
Lexington. By the way, my name's Burt."

At that moment a shadow crossed the door,
and the door opened again, and a woman entered. A tall lean woman,
a strong appearance, with short dark hair and dark eyes that seemed
to burn out of a sun-brown fine chiseled face.

The old man turned.

"Morning, Sheila. This young lady's been
looking at your picture."

* * *

Later Michelle would tell herself it was
destiny, fate making her travel to Louisville, fate making her
drive the Dixie Highway back instead of the interstate, fate making
the car break down, fate bringing her to this old mechanic to be
here at the moment Sheila walked in. A woman called Sheila. What a
name. What a woman. Michelle was deeply aware of her own confusion.
Totally swept away, her knees trembling as those burning dark eyes
gazed at her. Like a stupid soap opera. Who the hell was she? That
marvelous, chiseled face.

Sheila looked away and said: "Is that
so?

Michelle fumbled. "Yes, I like it. I'm part
manager of a gallery in Columbus and I'd like to see more of your
work. I think--"

"I'm really not interested."

And, incredibly, Sheila turned and walked
out, the door vibrating after she slammed it.

Michelle stared at the door, then looked at
the old mechanic. "Now what was that all about?"

Burt shrugged. "That's Sheila, all right.
Ornery like her dead mother. Sheila's my niece, but I ain't so
ornery, am I?" Then he snickered: "No one ever knows a damn about
Sheila."

"I'd like to see her paintings."

"You can't see nothing if she don't show it
to you, and it looks like today she ain't in a mood to show nothing
to nobody."

"Maybe tomorrow."

Burt peered at her. "You figuring on staying
awhile?"

"You said it would take a few days to fix
the car."

"Yep, I did at that. I got to call
Lexington."

"Is there a hotel in town?"

Burt snorted. "Hotel, hell. There ain't no
hotel within thirty miles of here. But I could get you a room down
the road at Ms. Spenser's, if you don't mind her neighbor."

"Her neighbor?"

"Ma's got one neighbor behind her near the
creek. And that's Sheila, my niece."

* * *

Sheila sat in an old stuffed chair with her
eyes on a girl named Anna.

The girl was blonde, not yet twenty, crazy
in love with Sheila, wearing a navy skirt and a pale blue sweater
tight enough to show her pointed little breasts.

Now Anna tossed her long blonde hair and
looked at Sheila.

"How should I pose today?"

And Sheila said: "I don't know yet. Just get
your clothes off."

Anna gave her a coy look. Striptease. Sheila
was fond of the girl, but it would not go anywhere. She would not
let Anna live with her no matter how much Anna wanted it. Anna
would beg and Sheila would always resist. She would not let anyone
live with her, had not let it happen in years and years. Not if
living meant sleeping in the same bed every night, looking at and
talking to the same woman day and night, day and night. Not Sheila.
She knew the hells of monogamy. They wanted her; the women all
wanted her; driven to her by the special charisma she had; but she
would not take any of them permanently. And besides, Anna was too
young. The girl's parents were dead, but she lived with an aunt and
uncle and Sheila wanted no more gossip in the valley, no whispering
about how Anna the drugstore cashier was living with that crazy
painter woman near the creek. It was bad enough when people talked
whenever Sheila drove Anna around on her motorcycle.

Anna said: "Something is wrong."

She was no fool; she knew Sheila's
moods.

"Nothing is wrong."

Nothing wrong, nothing said. Sheila thought
of the Columbus woman at Burt's, the woman with the expensive
clothes and the sweet little body and high heels. Definitely hot
for it. The way she had looked at Sheila had made it so obvious. An
instant connection with their eyes. Sheila knowing them when they
looked at her like that. Reading them. Thinking about working
them.

Anna pouted, continuing the slow removal of
her clothes, gliding with extreme grace. Sheila appreciated the
gracefulness of the girl and she watched her carefully. Anna moved
slowly, aware every moment that Sheila was watching her. She
slipped the black flats off her feet. She peeled away the pale blue
sweater and white bra to show her jiggling small breasts with pink
nipples like gumdrops, each nipple pierced by a tiny gold ring.
Sheila's rings. Sheila had wanted the girl's nipples pierced and
Anna had been happy to do whatever Sheila wanted.

They'd gone to Louisville for it; a date
with a burned-out witch to get the rings in Anna's tits. Now Anna
stalled, slowly folding the sweater and draping it over the back of
a chair, standing in profile as she bent forward to show Sheila her
dangling little ringed breasts that made Sheila's mouth water.
Sheila wanted one in her mouth, her tongue flipping the ring. The
girl gave a coy look to see if Sheila was still watching. Then
Anna's hands were at the skirt zipper, pulling it down, her breasts
shaking as she dropped the skirt and stepped out of it.

Surprise. No tights today. Anna had chosen
her underthings to entice Sheila. Stockings with lace tops and a
white garter belt, no panties to cover the blonde fluff at her
crotch. The stockings were new, and Sheila had never seen them
before. She'd given Anna the garter belt some time ago, but the
girl had always worn it with the stockings bought for her by
Sheila, and then only when Sheila told her to dress that way.

Sheila said: "Where did you get the
stockings?"

Anna gave her a coy smile. "I ordered them
from Amazon."

As Anna turned her back a moment, the girl's
buttocks were like a pair of smooth beach balls kissing each other
between the straps of the garter belt. She looked lovely,
irresistible. Sheila felt the tightening in her belly, her clit
coming to attention, rising awake and standing tall. Never mind the
work she'd planned; the hunger was too sharp.

"Come here."

Anna came to her with a smile of victory.
The girl sauntered on her stocking feet, the beige stockings with
lace tops glistening in a patch of light from the window. She came
to Sheila, stood before her with her pelvis thrust forward.

"Do you like the stockings?"

"Yes, they're pretty. I'll get you some more
the next time I'm in Lexington. Didn't I give you one pair with
lace tops?"

Anna pouted. "They got a run. So, when I
found them on Amazon when I was on the net, I ordered these with a
gift card I got for Christmas. I knew you'd like them."

Sheila smiled and kissed her. Then she
stared at the blonde thatch, the full mound so surprising because
everything else about the girl seemed unripe. She was almost like a
boy. Anna's face was too thin and angular to be beautiful, but the
sweetness was there. And the eagerness. Sheila reached up to pinch
a pink nipple, tugging at the gold ring and then pushing at Anna's
hip to make the girl turn around.

Anna gave her another hot look as she turned
to show her compact little buttocks. She knew what Sheila wanted.
After shifting her legs apart, she bent forward a bit to offer
herself, to show herself from the rear, to show the gold ring
piercing the right lip, this ring larger than the others, maybe the
diameter of a quarter. This was also Sheila's ring, the piercing
done about a month after Anna's nipples were pierced, but Anna's
idea really. Anna had come to her and said she wanted it, begged
for it, said she wanted to feel she totally belonged to Sheila.
She'd said: I do belong to you, don't I, Sheila?

God, I love her, Sheila thought. She passed
her fingers over a round buttock, her fingertips gliding on the
smooth skin, just a tickling touch, first one globe and then the
other. Then she moved her hand between Anna's thighs and took her,
getting inside quickly, no preliminaries, two fingers sliding into
the drenched cunt and then her thumb working into the girl's tight
anus.

Anna groaned. She had already lubricated her
back opening in the bathroom. That was something Sheila had taught
her: always be prepared. Anna groaned again, squirming her rear
portal on Sheila's thumb, shaking her hips, shuddering from head to
toe as the fingers worked in and out of both openings. The girl
came quickly, her sweetness raining on Sheila's palm as she cried
out and called Sheila's name, shaking again when Sheila finally
pulled her fingers away and pinched her clit, shaking through a
second orgasm.

No dallying today. A tie on the nearby
table. A black leather tie. Sheila reached for it, then quickly
tied the girl's hands behind her back.

"Hold still," Sheila whispered, her tongue
licking at Anna's ear.

Anna moaned as Sheila securely tied her
wrists together, her wrists crossed at the small of her back. The
girl dropped now, kneeling with her head and shoulders on the
floor, her knees wide apart and her buttocks raised. She adored
giving herself to Sheila this way, bent over like a bitch-dog in
heat, her pink sex open and vulnerable, her most intimate parts
ready for whatever Sheila wanted.

Sheila gazed at the ripe little fig, pink
and open, dripping sugar syrup on the insides of the young thighs.
She bent forward and touched Anna's anus with her thumb again, Anna
whimpering as the finger widened the opening and slipped
inside.

"You're wide open."

"Always for you, Sheila."

"You want more?"

"Please, Sheila!"

"Wiggle it. Wiggle it on my thumb."

Anna churned her hips, rolling her ass, her
anus gripping Sheila's thumb as the other fingers of Sheila's hand
remained on the outside of her wet cunt. Sheila suddenly pulled her
hand away and rose.

"Don't move."

Anna remained where she was, remained
kneeling on the carpet as Sheila walked out of the room.

Silence. Somewhere outside an owl hooted in
a tree.

Sheila returned without clothes, below her
waist a dildo, a black strap-on dildo that bobbed up and down as
she approached Anna. The girl looked at it, her eyes hotter than
ever because getting fucked by Sheila's cock was something special,
a gift from Sheila, and an ecstasy.

Sheila held her hand out to Anna and had her
rise. She led the girl to the stuffed chair she'd been sitting on
previously and she had Anna kneel on it with her head draped over
the back and her ass facing Sheila. The girl's hands were still
tied. The height was perfect, and without dawdling, Sheila moved in
and used her hand to guide the round knob of the dildo to Anna's
anus.

Anna groaned as it went in. She relaxed and
opened herself. A half hour ago, she had lubricated herself
carefully with the hope Sheila would take her this way. They had
done it often enough and she knew how to take it. She spread her
knees further apart on the chair cushion and groaned again as she
felt Sheila's hands grasp her buttocks. Having her arms behind her
back in this position was a bit painful now, but she gloried in her
submission to Sheila.

"Easy, girl."

"Oh Sheila."

"Feel good?"

"I love you, Sheila."

"Say it again."

"I love you, Sheila."

"And I love you too."

Sheila started fucking her slowly, watching
the black shaft as it slid in out of the girl's stretched anus, the
hole like a round mouth sucking on the black cylinder. She slid a
hand under the dildo to find Anna's cunt, pushed three fingers
inside the girl's elastic vagina and worked them as she continued
thrusting. When her smallest finger found Anna's clitoris and
started strumming it, Anna began a continuous moaning.

The girl trembled as she came. Sheila kept
at it until Anna had another orgasm, and then finally she pulled
out and made Anna turn around.

"Go on, get it in your mouth," Sheila said,
her voice coaxing.

With a soft cry, her hands still tied behind
her back, Anna lurched her face against Sheila's belly to get her
mouth on Sheila's black cock.

Sheila stroked Anna's hair, a tender
stroking of the blonde head. Sometimes she loved Anna so much it
made her chest hurt. I could cry, Sheila thought. She caught a
loose wisp of blonde hair and curled it behind Anna's ear. I could
really cry, Sheila thought.

* * *

Sheila twelve years ago at Lexington
University.

She stands outside the library, tall, thin,
a white sweater, gray slacks, dark hair cropped short like a boy in
a Ralph Lauren ad. She avoids looking at anyone, no eye contact, no
interest as she turns away to walk along a path between two rows of
trees.

Fifteen minutes later, she's in the living
room of a small house near the stadium. Donna Palmer, middle
forties, an Art History professor, brown hair, brown eyes, a round
cherubic face, has just entered with two glasses of iced tea.

"You look lovely," Donna says. "You always
look lovely."

Donna feels drab when she's near Sheila,
hypnotized by Sheila's sleek boy-look. Today the boy-look is more
emphatic than usual: Sheila is a breathtaking vision. Donna asks
about Sheila's day. Has she had lunch?

"You mustn't starve yourself. You're still
young, you're growing, and you need the nutrients. Let me take you
to dinner this evening."

Sheila shakes her head. "No, not this
evening. I can't."

Donna flushes in her disappointment. She
moves closer to Sheila, puts her tea down and leans forward to kiss
Sheila's cheek.

"I'll make you a sandwich."

"No, I'm not hungry."

"But you need to eat something."

"I'm fine, really."

"What are you doing this evening?"

"I told you I have plans."

"Yes, but what? Can't you tell me?"

"There's a group meeting to study for an
exam."

"Which exam?"

"Western Civilization."

"You could study with me. I could help
you."

Sheila says nothing.

Donna leans forward again, this time kissing
closer to Sheila's mouth. Casually, as though it's an afterthought,
Sheila brushes her fingers over the front of Donna's blouse, over
one of the large breasts thrusting at the fabric.

Donna shudders as she feels the
touching.

"Yes, darling. Oh yes."

Eager to get things started, Donna quickly
unbuttons her blouse and unsnaps her heavy-duty front-closing bra.
She brings out a large breast, one hand supporting the globe as she
offers it to Sheila.

"Here, my love."

Sheila gazes down at Donna's ripeness, at
the formidable nipple already showing signs of tumescence. It was
Donna's breasts that intrigued her from the beginning, these
motherly pillows that are still a novelty to Sheila because she has
never been with a woman like Donna.

Her voice quavering, Donna says: "Kiss me,
darling."

And Sheila kisses her, takes Donna's mouth
with her own while she holds the heavy breast with her hand. She
slides the other hand down Donna's back and over the lavish curves
of Donna's ass.

Donna groans as she feels Sheila's
hands.

"You make me feel so wanton." She pulls
back, her expression simpering, her face flushed with excitement.
"Don't you want to stay with me this evening?"

Sheila shakes her head. "I told you I
can't."

Pouting, Donna frees both breasts and
supports them with her hands, looking down at them, gazing at her
prize possessions. "You like these, don't you?"

"Yes."

Sheila feels a flash of renewed interest.
The affair is only a month old and Donna's lush body still excites
Sheila intensely. And the way Donna so easily assumes a sluttish
attitude. The slutty professor holding her tits like a chorus
girl.

Donna laughs, her hands making her breasts
roll. "Oh yes, you want them, don't you?"

Sheila imagines the members of the Arts
Faculty fainting away one after the other at the sight of Donna
with those big breasts in her hands.

Professor Donna Palmer is already lifting
her wool skirt to show her thighs to an audience of one. Sheila
bends forward to take one of the nipples in her mouth, one hand
sliding between Donna's legs to find the wet evidence of Donna's
excitement.

Donna sighs as she cradles Sheila's head.
She strokes Sheila's hair, thrilled at the short boyish
haircut.

"You're not happy," Donna says.

Sheila sucks the generous breast without
replying. But it's true. She's not happy. She has no idea why she's
not happy, and she has a great fear the unhappiness will last
forever.

All my life, Sheila thinks. I'll be unhappy
all my life.

* * *

Michelle stood in a dingy room in Ms.
Spenser's frame house. The room had a musty smell, old white
curtains, one window that looked out at the back of the house and
at the ground sloping down to the creek. She could just make out a
barn-like place through the trees, and she knew that had to be
Sheila's house. She felt the flush in her face as she remembered
Sheila's eyes. I'll go now, she thought; why not go now and see her
and get it over with? There was no reason to put it off, was
there?

At that moment she saw a girl between the
trees, a slender young girl wearing a sweater and skirt, the girl
hurrying away from Sheila's house.

Michelle watched the girl climbing the slope
and suddenly she knew instinctively the girl had been with Sheila.
The blonde girl was Sheila's lover, wasn't she? Yes, it had to be.
Michelle felt a sharp sense of loss as she remembered Sheila's
spectacular face, the high cheekbones. You're stupid, Michelle
thought; the woman doesn't know you, so why should the woman care?
What made her think she could have a woman like that?

The blonde girl passed close to Ms.
Spenser's house and then abruptly vanished from view.

Michelle decided to go to Sheila anyway. She
did want to see whatever paintings Sheila had. She reasoned the
visit was appropriate---she had already told Sheila she was
interested in her work. She decided to ignore Sheila's rudeness at
the mechanic's shop. Sheila was an artist and artists were always
temperamental, weren't they? Michelle knew a number of them in
Columbus who were almost totally crazy. Artists needed
understanding, especially the painters who were the craziest of the
lot. This one had certainly rattled her because the last thing in
the world she had expected was to find such an exquisite woman
stuck in a place like Owenton.

She changed her clothes first. She put on a
sweater and jeans and tennis shoes, and then she left Ms. Spenser's
and she walked down the slope to the barn-like house where Sheila
lived.

After Michelle knocked on the front door, a
long time passed before anything happened. Finally, she heard
footsteps, and then the door opened, and Sheila stood there gazing
at her with those dark haunted eyes.

"Yes?"

"I hope you don't mind. Since I'm staying
over there at Ms. Spenser's house, I thought I might..."

Michelle broke off; she felt foolish.

Sheila said: "Thought you might what?"

"I thought I might get to see more of your
work."

Sheila said nothing for a long moment, her
eyes drifting up and down as she studied Michelle from head to
toe.

"I like you better in heels."

Michelle felt herself blushing. "Do I get to
see any paintings?"

"Not now. I'm working now. Come by tomorrow
at noon and we'll see." Sheila's eyes suddenly turned vague.

Michelle nodded, and a moment later the door
closed.

That face, Michelle thought. She felt small
and defenseless, aware of the erratic beat of her heart, her mind
flooded with uncertainty and fascination. And something else too. A
strange sense of foreboding.

* * *

Michelle eight years ago at Sarah Lawrence
College. She's twenty years old, blonde, bronzed by the sun, now
lying naked on a bed in her dorm room while she watches her
roommate Winnie dry her hair after a shower. Winnie is athletic,
quick-tempered, with muscled arms and thighs and close-cropped dark
hair. She holds a large white towel wrapped around her body. Thirty
minutes ago, they made love on Michelle's bed, sweating as they
grasped at each other, turning over and over on the bed, Michelle
groaning as Winnie's knowing fingers stroked orgasm after orgasm
out of her writhing body.

Winnie now puts the hair dryer down, the
noise of the machine suddenly absent, and she turns and looks at
Michelle. After a long moment, Winnie says: "You're too
uncertain."

Michelle rolls over on her back and covers
her eyes with her forearm. "What do you mean?"

"Sometimes you act like you're not into it,
like you're not sure about being gay. Or maybe you don't like me
enough."

"You know that's not true."

"Isn't it?"

"Winnie, I've told you so many times I'm in
love with you."

"Then what is it?"

"If you want to know, the fact is I don't
like the idea of you seeing anyone else."

Winnie hisses through her teeth. "Christ, we
talked about that at the beginning. Didn't we talk about that?"

"Yes, I know what I said. But now I don't
think I can cope with it."

"Oh shit."

Turning her head, Michelle looks at her. "I
don't know what to do."

"You know I'm not into exclusive
relationships."

Michelle stares at the ceiling. "I want to
belong to someone."

Winnie walks to Michelle's bed and she sits
down on the edge of the mattress and leans forward to kiss
Michelle's forehead. "You belong to me. We're together, aren't
we?"

She runs her fingers over Michelle's breasts
and then slides her hand between Michelle's thighs to cup
Michelle's cunt. "Open up to Winnie, sweets. Don't you want
to?"

Michelle groans and spreads her legs apart.
"Yes."

* * *

The paintings were spectacular.

Shortly after lunch the next day, Michelle
stood in Sheila's studio before an array of canvases that took her
breath away.

Michelle said: "I'm overwhelmed."

She wore a white tank top, a denim skirt,
and white sandals with high heels. The shoes had been carried down
the slope in her hands. She'd been dubious about the heels, had
told herself she was silly, but after she'd arrived she'd seen the
interest in Sheila's eyes, and she wasn't sorry. Sheila leaned
against the wall near a French window that led to a sundeck, her
thumbs hooked inside her belt, her eyes on Michelle.

Sheila said: "What do you like?"

"I like everything. All these paintings are
marvelous. Why haven't you taken them to Columbus?"

Sheila shrugged. "I don't like Columbus.
It's too phony."

They looked at each other, and Michelle
said: "Do you have any more?"

"A few. Some portraits."

"May I see them?"

"Over here."

Sheila gestured toward the other end of the
large room. They walked beside each other, Michelle feeling small
next to Sheila's height, even in her heels. And then suddenly,
before they reached the stack of canvases facing a wall, Michelle
stumbled on a stretcher bar, cried out as she started falling, and
then gasped with relief as Sheila's strong hands gripped her waist
and prevented her collapse.

Still holding her, Sheila grumbled: "My
fault. The floor's a mess."

Acutely aware she was in Sheila's arms,
Michelle trembled. "I'm clumsy."

"You're wearing heels."

And wearing them, of course, because of that
remark Sheila had made the day before. Michelle wondered if Sheila
understood. She felt helpless with this woman, completely
thunderstruck.

Their eyes locked, Sheila gazing down at
her, still gripping Michelle's waist with her hands, and then
finally Sheila bent her head and Michelle shuddered as Sheila
kissed her.

Michelle felt her head spin. Her senses were
filled with the taste of Sheila's mouth, the feel of Sheila's body
pressing against hers, the grip of Sheila's hands on her waist. Her
arms instinctively shifted around Sheila's shoulders, her hands
sliding over Sheila's back.

Sheila's lips at last left Michelle's and
moved to the side of Michelle's neck. Michelle groaned as she felt
the warm lips and then Sheila's hands tugging at her tank top,
pulling the white top down far enough to expose her breasts. Her
hands again holding Michelle's waist, Sheila leaned back and gazed
down.

"Nice."

Michelle's nipples were stiff, pointed with
her excitement.

Michelle struggled. "Please, I don't---"

"No?"

Hardly touching her, Sheila ran her
fingertips over the contours of Michelle's breasts as Michelle shut
her eyes and trembled. Michelle felt the fingers close on her
nipples, pinching, exploring, tugging at her flesh.

Sheila spoke in a low voice: "Pose for me.
I'd like to paint you."

Michelle opened her eyes. "Now?"

"Yes, now."

Michelle tried to hide her disappointment.
Paint her now?

Sheila pulled at her hand to lead her to the
part of the studio she used for painting.

As reluctant as Michelle was to have this
sudden intimacy with a woman she hardly knew, she also yearned for
Sheila to take her to bed. She was captivated by Sheila; she wanted
her desperately. But Sheila seemed to have nothing more on her mind
than her work. Michelle suddenly felt foolish. But when she tried
to restore her appearance and cover her breasts with her tank top,
Sheila pulled her hands away.

"No, stay like that. That's how I want to
paint you. Do you mind?"

Michelle surrendered. It was all so sudden,
so bizarre, nothing seemed impossible. "No, I don't mind."

"Maybe you ought to take the top off
altogether. Here, I'll help you."

Michelle was amazed at herself, startled at
how rapidly things had changed between them. One kiss, and now here
she was stripped to the waist like a harem girl. I'm blushing, she
thought. She would rather be on a bed making love, but the heat in
Sheila's dark eyes as Sheila studied her breasts was enough. She
had good breasts; everyone always told her she had good breasts,
full and round, and the nipples like thick studs when erected. Like
now.

As Sheila posed her, making her seat herself
on a high stool with one foot on the floor and the other on a rung,
Michelle said: "I feel awkward."

"You don't look awkward, you look beautiful.
Pull your shoulders back a bit. Yes, like that. That's good. Lovely
tits."

Michelle blushed. "Sheila, please..."

"Yes?"

"Don't paint me now."

"Why not?"

"I---oh God."

"Tell me."

"I want you to make love to me."

Sheila chuckled softly, not looking at
Michelle as she continued to swirl a brush in a jar.

"Are you sure?"

"Yes."

"You don't know anything about me. I may be
too much for you."

Sheila looked at her now, and Michelle tried
to read her face.

"In what way?"

The tall woman shrugged.

"Sometimes I demand a lot. Things you maybe
hardly know about."

Michelle felt her nipples tingling. "I'm not
a child."

Sheila smirked. "No, you're not, are you?
All right get the rest of your clothes off. Everything but the
shoes."

Yes of course, everything but the shoes. It
was more an order than a request. If she thought she'd get romance,
she was mistaken. Did she want romance? Whatever it was that was
happening, it thrilled her completely. She saw the dark eyes
burning at her again, and she trembled as she rose from the stool
to unbuckle her belt and step out of her denim skirt. Under the
skirt she wore no stockings, only white nylon panties, and with her
face flushed she quickly peeled the panties away and put them on
top of the skirt on the stool.

When she looked at Sheila again, Sheila made
a gesture with her hand.

"Turn."

As gracefully as she knew how, Michelle did
a turn to show her body from all sides. Did her belly slope too
much? And her buttocks? Was her ass firm enough?

"I feel awkward again."

"You don't need to. You're lovely."

"Oh Sheila, I---"

"Don't talk."

"Then what?"

"Come here."

Michelle went to her, carefully crossing the
floor on her high heels to where Sheila leaned against another high
wooden stool. When Michelle reached Sheila, the dark-eyed woman
took hold of Michelle's breasts and gently pulled them out from
Michelle's chest.

Michelle flushed and moaned, her eyes on
Sheila's hands, her legs trembling as she realized how much she
wanted it, how much she wanted to be completely dominated by this
startling woman. Her cunt throbbed. In Owenton. Of all places in
the world, this had to happen in Owenton.

"What do you want?" Sheila said softly.

"I want you to make love to me."

"No, I won't do that."

Michelle's heart sank. She stared at Sheila.
"Why not?"

"I'll fuck you, but I won't make love to
you. We don't know each well enough for love."

Michelle quivered. "Please..."

"What?"

"I don't know."

"Do you want it?"

"Yes."

Holding Michelle's right breast in her left
hand, Sheila brought her right hand up to Michelle's face and
pushed her fingers at Michelle's mouth.

"Take my fingers."

Michelle shuddered. Was it really happening?
She felt so helpless with this woman, her mind whirling with her
need to have Sheila ravish her. Yes! She thought. She opened her
mouth to have it stuffed with Sheila's fingers. Sheila bunched
three fingers together and slowly slid them in and out of
Michelle's open mouth.

"Get them wet," Sheila said, her voice
tender now, almost a whisper.

Michelle sucked the long fingers, moving her
head back and forth, wetting the fingers with her saliva. As
Michelle did this, Sheila dropped her left hand from Michelle's
breast and slid it around Michelle's hip to find and squeeze one of
her buttocks. Michelle closed her eyes as she felt Sheila's hand
slide into the crack of her ass, the fingers of the hand now
finding her cunt from the rear, not penetrating, only exploring,
the hand feeling huge as it pressed her cheeks apart.

Sheila abruptly pulled her wet fingers out
of Michelle's mouth and said: "Turn around."

Michelle stared at her, feeling the hot
flush in her face. She could not refuse. She was too excited, too
overcome with an intense desire to submit. She turned and stood
with her back to Sheila, yielding and shifting her legs apart as
she felt Sheila's hand slide between her thighs.

She groaned as she hand possessed her. She
wanted more, but she was afraid to ask.

Sheila gazed at the woman she had before
her. She felt a great passion as she gazed down at Michelle's
proffered ass. Yesterday she'd had Anna almost exactly the same
way. But this was different. Michelle was lush, mature, her
femininity fully developed. Sheila found the wet vagina with her
thumb and entered it without delay, her middle finger locating
Michelle's stiff clit and stroking it. Then she pulled her thumb
out and replaced it with the three fingers Michelle had sucked
earlier.

Michelle moaned as she felt Sheila's fingers
push inside her cunt, the strong digits filling her, stretching her
passage. Anonymous sex, she thought. Nothing but a sharp lust that
consumed her. Is this what you want? All she was certain of was an
intense desire to please Sheila. That and the need to have that
hand do more.

Sheila's hand moved, her fingers expertly
fucking the open cunt. Michelle's orgasm started building
immediately. She gasped and made a plaintive sound as she felt
Sheila's thumb penetrate her anus as she started coming.

"Please, no! I don't want that!"

Sheila kept her thumb in place. "If you're
not happy, you can put your clothes on and leave. Is that what you
want?"

Michelle groaned. "No."

"Then stop complaining". Sheila pulled
Michelle backward until she had Michelle leaning against her,
fingers in Michelle's cunt and her thumb in Michelle's ass. "Go on,
baby, let go."

Michelle cried out as her cunt exploded.
Sheila held her as the orgasm racked her body from head to toe,
held her and kissed her neck as she gently brought Michelle down
with her stroking fingers, her fingers sliding, sliding until
Michelle finished.

At the end Michelle rebelled, twisting away
and almost stumbling on her high heels.

"I hated that."

"No, you didn't, you loved it."

"I hated it!"

Sheila glared at her. "Put your clothes on
and get out."

Michelle was stunned. "I---"

"Go on, bitch, get out."

The tall woman walked away. Michelle
shuddered as she watched her, her skin suddenly cold. Her legs
trembling, she hurried to gather her clothes.

***

At The Zoo

For three years now, Hanny had been living
with a woman named Patti in Hanny's West Side townhouse. Patti
taught History and French in a West Side high school. She'd been
born in France, and even after twenty years in Columbus she still
had a slight French accent. She was dark-haired like Hanny, with a
quiet strength obvious to anyone who looked at her, an angular
intelligent face and sharp hazel eyes.

At work Patti dressed in suits and skirts
and black low-heeled pumps. Away from the school, Patti favored
boots and jeans and leather vests over blue shirts. Hanny liked to
dress up when they went out, and when she wore high heels she was
considerably taller than Patti because Patti was shorter than Hanny
and Patti's cowboy boots had only clunky low heels.

Hanny was a full-fleshed woman, with large
breasts and wide hips and plump calves. She adored Patti because
Patti was the first woman with whom she felt totally comfortable.
All the others had made trouble because it was Hanny's money that
paid for the townhouse and Hanny's money that paid for the other
luxuries. Patti didn't seem to care one way or the other where the
money came from. All she seemed to care about was Hanny, making her
happy, looking after her, and making her come with thunderous
orgasms that shook the bed and rattled the porcelain figurines on
the mantel behind the headboard.

"No one makes you come like I do," Patti
said.

"No one," Hanny agreed.

They were in bed, Patti half-lying on top of
Hanny, a Sunday morning political talk show on the TV screen with
the sound switched off, the faces on the screen, one after the
other, yammering silently as Patti continued to gently move her
fingers in Hanny's cunt.

Patti slowly withdrew her fingers. "Would
you like some coffee?"

"I'd love it."

When Patti returned from the kitchen with
their coffee, Hanny said: "Something's bothering Michelle."

"Somethings always bothering Michelle."

"No, this is serious. I think she's in love
with someone."

"Who?"

"I don't know. Ever since she returned from
upstate she's been walking around in a daze."

Patti snorted and said nothing. She wanted
to tell Hanny that Michelle was always in a daze, but she knew
Hanny liked Michelle and she said nothing. Hanny and Michelle, in
fact, had once been lovers, but only for a short time. Patti was
certain she had nothing to worry about from that quarter. Not from
Michelle. Hanny needed someone like Patti, not someone like
Michelle. Patti felt possessive about Hanny even though she herself
was not faithful. Patti liked variety in her sex life, and whenever
the opportunity offered itself and she could do it secretly, she
would see other women. Her attitude was that as long as Hanny knew
nothing about it, what was the harm?

Unwilling to talk any more about Michelle,
Patti slid down on the bed and rested her face on Hanny's belly.
She started teasing Hanny's pussy as Hanny sipped her coffee.

"You're going to wear me out," Hanny said
with affection.

"I haven't yet."

"No, you haven't."

As if to affirm it, Hanny opened her legs in
obvious invitation. Patti snickered with approval against Hanny's
cunt, but instead of diving in and sucking her the way she knew
Hanny wanted her to, Patti merely toyed with Hanny's lush garden.
She teased the long lips, carefully tugging them out and arranging
them like a pair of red wings on either side. She tickled the shaft
of Hanny's prominent clitoris and watched the jerking of the pink
pearl.

"Don't be mean," Hanny said, sighing as she
put the coffee cup away and opened her legs further. She pushed
firmly at Patti's head, and then she groaned as she felt Patti's
tongue finally start licking her. As Patti slid down on the bed and
arranged herself between Hanny's legs, Hanny raised her knees and
then spread them as wide as possible, each knee almost touching the
mattress, her wide apart folded legs like a huge open oyster.

And at the center of the oyster was Hanny's
pearl.

Holding Hanny's cunt open with her fingers,
Patti tickled the entrance with her tongue. Hanny was running like
a brook again, the plentiful sap seeping out of her to flow over
Patti's tongue in a thick stream. She lapped it up, loving the
smell and taste of it, her nose rubbing Hanny's clit from side to
side.

"Oh, that's lovely," Hanny groaned. "Just
keep doing me like that."

* * *

Hanny sixteen years ago in Paris. Twenty
years old and determined to be cosmopolitan. Her college friend, a
nervous little blonde named Kari, has returned home to Ohio after a
spat about Hanny's unwillingness to be economical. I never liked
her; Hanny thinks; I never liked her anyway. She's happy to be
alone. She loves Paris. Now she's sitting on the terrace of a cafe
on the Boulevard Haussmann. The people are so interesting.

Sophisticated. Glamorous. The clothes they
wear so perfect for them.

That woman. Hanny fixes her eyes on a
brunette, dark eyes, aristocratic bones, a simple black sweater set
off by a single strand of pearls. The woman is maybe forty, perfect
makeup, hair in a chignon. Exquisite, Hanny thinks; such an
exquisite presence. Now the woman turns her head. Their eyes meet.
An appraisal. Then a turning away. Only a few moments later, the
woman looks at Hanny again. A slight questioning smile as she finds
Hanny is still staring at her.

An hour later, Hanny holds a glass of
champagne in an elegant house on the Ile St. Louis. Paula, known
formally as Madame Dubois, smiles at Hanny and says: "It's much too
hot to sit in the garden. You don't mind, do you?"

She speaks English with an accent half
British and half French. How charming.

Hanny doesn't mind at all. Anywhere will do.
Paula had earlier invited Hanny to sit in her garden, but now that
Hanny was in the house she was too overwhelmed with its elegance to
care about trifles. Every stick of furniture looks like an
antique!

Paula's husband, referred to as "Harold" by
Paula, is evidently in Rome on business. Hanny wonders if these
people are royalty. Paula could be a countess. A woman with a
fabulous presence, an awesome aura. But even so, Hanny isn't naive
enough not to understand the essence of things. She knows what
Paula wants. Little Hanny has been around the track enough times to
know exactly what Paula wants. So when Paula pours more champagne,
then hands the glass to Hanny and follows that by stroking the
backs of her fingers across Hanny's cheek, Hanny blushes, smiles,
and accepts the caress.

Later, in Paula's pink boudoir (more
antiques!), Hanny accepts everything. She lies sprawled on the
four-poster bed as Paula undresses her.

She folds her knees back at a hint from
Paula, and then she gasps as she feels Paula's mouth claim her
wetness.

Hanny gazes up at the canopy of the
four-poster bed. An adventure in Paris, she thinks. This alone is
worth the price of the plane ticket. With a groan, she gently
closes her thighs around Paula's head.

* * *

Deborah said: "You want a beer, Sheila?
There's cold beer in the fridge."

Deborah was a big, brawny woman in a white
shirt, jeans, and sneakers. She ran a ski lift in winter, and in
summer she drove a truck delivering gravel to anyone who wanted it.
She had a house in Reston, a town ten miles north of Owenton, and
with her in the house she had a wife called Joy.

Today, when Sheila visited, there was a
third woman there, a nervous creature named Rita, already known to
Sheila, thirty-five maybe, tender eyes and soft breasts under a
frilly blouse.

Rita was nervous because she was married,
had a husband and family in a neighboring town, and she would just
die if anyone she didn't trust discovered her with Deborah.

Sheila had never paid much attention to
Rita, no more than an occasional glance at the movements of her
breasts, and she was not paying much attention now. She found a
beer in the frig and returned to the cluttered living room where
Joy was serving cold baloney and cheese on paper platters.

"Eat something," Deborah said to Sheila.
"You won't get fat eating baloney."

Sheila shook her head. "I'm not hungry."

"Then play with Rita." Deborah waved her arm
at Rita.

"Rita, honey, you're always telling me how
much you like Sheila. Well, there she is. Go sit on her lap."

Rita blushed, the order putting her in a
quandary because she always did what Deborah told her to do and yet
she was too shy to be forward with Sheila.

"Go on," Deborah ordered. "Sheila won't bite
you, unless it's in the right place." Deborah laughed, her huge
breasts shaking under her shirt.

Rita walked over to Sheila. But instead of
sitting on Sheila's lap, she sat next to Sheila on the sofa. When
Rita leaned forward, the low neckline of her loose blouse showed
the valley between her soft breasts.

Sheila looked at Deborah. "I may be driving
down to Columbus next week. You need anything?"

Deborah shrugged. "Yeah. Have a look at my
sister."

Deborah had a sister in Batavia. In a
wheelchair.

"Sure," Sheila said.

When Joy finished in the kitchen, she
returned to Deborah, and Deborah took Joy on her lap. The sun was
down, the room getting dark, but Deborah said the dark was better
than the bugs and they could wait awhile for the lamp. So they sat
that way in the growing darkness.

Deborah told Sheila she could have Rita if
she wanted her. "Just while you're here."

Sheila chuckled. "Maybe she'll come home
with me," she teased.

"The hell she will," Deborah said. "Go on,
take her. She's dying for it. Joy and me, we'll watch."

Sheila hadn't come to Citi's for sex, but it
was never easy to refuse Deborah anything. What Rita wanted didn't
matter, because Rita was more or less Citi's slave and she would do
whatever Deborah wanted her to do.

Deborah urged Sheila to get on with it. She
had Joy cuddled in her lap as she told Sheila how much Rita talked
about Sheila.

"She's nuts about you," Deborah said.

Sheila was amused. Maybe it would be good to
get distracted, stop thinking about that Columbus girl. For the
past week she hadn't thought about anything except Michelle. Sheila
now felt she'd been crazy to let Michelle get away like that. She
looked at Rita and slowly pulled out the neckline of Rita's blouse
to expose more of Rita's breasts. Even in the darkness, she could
see Rita's beauties.

"Rita!" Deborah boomed.

Rita trembled. "Yes?"

"You do what I say, don't you?"

"You know that Deborah."

"Turn on one of the lamps and get your
clothes off. Come on, honey, move it."

Nervous, Rita looked at the windows. "I'll
pull the shades."

"The hell with the shades, we're in the
woods. Nothing out there except hoot owls."

They all blinked in the light when Rita
switched on one of the lamps. Deborah sent Joy to get some music on
the stereo and bring some cold beer.

"Christ, I feel like a party," Deborah said.
"Come on, Rita, get stripped."

Joy brought the beer, and after that Rita
stripped to the waist and danced for them. She had done it for
Deborah before, but with the window shades up she found it a little
frightening. And more exciting than usual because Sheila was there.
She kept her eyes on Sheila as she danced, her breasts in her
hands, her torso bucking and weaving.

"I told you she's good," Deborah said,
meaning Rita, or maybe she meant Joy. Deborah had her cock out, and
Joy was squatting over her lap to take it. Sheila felt the rising
heat in her belly as she watched Deborah swallow half a breast as
Joy sat down on her dildo.

"Good girl," Deborah said.

Everything was visible, Joy's ass, the cock
spearing her spread labia, Deborah's meaty hands clutching at Joy's
buttocks. Rita continued dancing, and Sheila's eyes moved from one
part of the room to the other as she watched it all.

I don't know what I want, Sheila thought. Oh
yes, she did know. She wanted Michelle. None of this meant anything
because what she really wanted was Michelle.

* * *

Patti did not believe in monogamy. As much
as she loved Hanny, Patti found it impossible to restrict her sex
life to one woman. Because she knew Hanny would be enraged if she
ever discovered her adventures with other women, Patti kept all her
liaisons a dark secret, even from her good friends. Fortunately,
there were enough lesbian women in Columbus to make such a secret
life possible.

One afternoon, Patti left the school where
she worked, and she rode a taxi to Polaris to do some shopping in a
department store. As she looked through a rack of blouses, she
noticed a saleswoman busy at a rack not too far away. The woman was
blonde and busty, with cropped hair and bangs, and large colorful
earrings. She was maybe fifty, with a look of energetic efficiency
that Patti always found attractive in a woman. When their eyes met,
when they gazed a long moment at each other, Patti realized the
woman was a dyke.

Patti was immediately interested. Those
heavy breasts. She imagined herself sucking the fat nipples. She
felt a flush of desire as she thought of herself and the woman
together. She turned away to look for another blouse to try on in
the dressing room, and then suddenly she heard a feminine voice
close by at her side.

"Can I help you?" the saleswoman said.

Surprised, Patti quickly recovered and
nodded. "I thought I'd try these on. What about this one? I don't
know the label."

They chatted casually about clothes awhile,
the saleswoman helping Patti select two more blouses, and then
Patti went off to the dressing room to try them on.

While Patti was in the dressing room wearing
one of the new blouses, the saleswoman popped her head in to ask if
Patti needed any help.

Patti said: "Do you have this one in
black?"

"Yes, I think so. I'll bring it."

When the saleswoman returned, she found
Patti stripped to the waist, Patti without a stitch above her skirt
as she waited for the new blouse.

The blonde woman's eyes were hot as they
raked over Patti's insignificant breasts and strong shoulders, but
the blonde retained her composure. "Here, I think this will be
perfect on you. I'm sorry I broke in."

"No, stay."

Their eyes met, and with a slight smile the
saleswoman stepped into the room and pulled the curtain behind her.
"Let me help you with the blouse."

As the saleswoman unbuttoned the blouse on
the hanger, Patti stood facing the mirror with her dark little
nipples like two turrets pointing forward.

Patti said: "I'm sorry, but I don't like
bras."

The saleswoman looked at Patti, her eyes
flicking over Patti's compact breasts. "I don't mind. Are you an
athlete?"

"An athlete? No, I'm not, I'm a
schoolteacher."

"You look very athletic."

"I work out at a club gym."

"It shows. All those muscles."

"Mmm."

As the saleswoman helped Patti slip into the
blouse, their bodies touched for the first time.

"My name is Meg," the blonde said.

Patti met her eyes in the mirror. "I'm
Patti. And you know what?"

"What?"

"I'd like to ball you."

Always the confident butch. You get nothing
unless you try for it, Patti thought.

A long moment of silence, their eyes locked.
And then Meg said: "I'm off on Thursday."

* * *

Patti eleven years ago in a bar in the West
Village. She's dancing with a girl named Lisa, a girl with wild
frizzy hair and full red lips. Lisa wears a loose peasant blouse
and a long skirt; Patti wears 501s and a blue cotton shirt with
full sleeves.

Lisa says: "You're Italian, aren't you?"

Patti shrugs. "Only part Italian. I'm really
French."

Lisa looks coy. "You look Italian enough.
Italian butches turn me on."

She pulls back and shakes her shoulders to
the music. "What do you do?"

"I'm a teacher."

"Are you any good?"

"Sometimes."

"I don't mean teaching."

"I know what you mean."

Lisa makes a sound as though she's just
tasted a chocolate sundae. They stop dancing and stand at the edge
of the crowded dance floor. Lisa talks about her advertising job.
Then she says: "You know what? I think we ought to go somewhere and
fuck. We can go to my place."

"All right."

"But I mean I want you to fuck me. Do you
use a strap-on?"

Patti hasn't ever, but she's hot for this
girl, eager to experience Lisa's intensity.

"I don't have it with me," Patti says.

"Don't worry, I have everything at home.
God, I bet you're good. Yeah, I can tell."

Overwhelmed by the girl, hoping she won't
make a fool of herself; Patti leaves with Lisa to go to Lisa's
Upper East Side apartment.

As they ride uptown in a taxi, Lisa grabs
Patti's hand and pulls it between her legs. "Come on, do
something."

Patti is uneasy because of the driver, but
she gets her hand under Lisa's loose skirt and into Lisa's crotch.
She rubs Lisa's cunt through her panties, and Lisa starts coming
almost immediately.

Patti is tremendously excited by the girl's
orgasm.

When the come is finished, Lisa leans her
head on Patti's shoulder.

"I always go off like dynamite," Lisa says,
her voice softer now. "Boom, boom. Quick. You did it just
right."

The driver seems oblivious to anything
happening behind him. Finally, Patti and Lisa arrive at Lisa's
apartment building on Eighty-third Street. Patti pays the taxi
driver. Inside the building, Patti and Lisa share the elevator with
a silent couple, a man and woman in their fifties. Patti imagines
she can smell Lisa's come; she feels claustrophobic. At last she
and Lisa exit the elevator and leave the couple behind.

Lisa has a small studio apartment. Neat but
small. As soon as the shades are pulled, Patti and Lisa are in a
hot clinch near the sofa. They drop down to the rug, kissing and
tearing at Lisa's clothes. Lisa pulls away to strip everything off.
She has slender shoulders and full drooping breasts, a combination
that excites Patti.

Lisa says: "Don't go away. Just wait for
me."

Patti sits on the rug and waits. She looks
at the room, her heart beating with excitement, anticipation,
satisfaction that she was able to connect tonight.

Lisa returns with a pink rubber dildo and a
harness.

"Here's the dick," Lisa says, rubbing it
across her bare breasts. "Would you do me a favor?"

"Okay."

"If you wear it under the jeans with just
the dick sticking out, that really turns me on."

Patti takes the cock and harness to the
bathroom.

At least Lisa is clean. The neat bathroom is
testimony.

Lisa drops her jeans. This is her first time
with a strap-on, and she's wondering if she ought to consider the
politics. Well, screw the politics, she thinks. No, she's about to
screw Lisa. She wags the rubber cock in front of her belly to see
the effect. She dons the harness, secures the straps with the cock
in place through the hole, the cock bobbing as if it's alive. She
feels the excitement now. She pulls up her 501s, buttons the fly
around the fake penis.

One button undone is enough, the cock
sticking out like a thick pink baton. She looks at herself in the
full-length mirror on the back of the bathroom door. What she sees
makes her so hot she trembles.

Yeah, she thinks.

She returns to the living room with the cock
wagging.

Lisa is naked on the sofa, her eyes hot as
she stares at Patti.

"God, I love it," Lisa says. She spreads her
legs, rubbing her pussy as she looks at Patti. "How do you want
me?"

Patti gazes at the dark cunt. Hairy. Patti
loves hair. Lisa's hair is so thick, the lips of her cunt are
hardly visible. "Right there," Patti says.

She pushes Lisa back on the sofa, getting
her legs up, stroking her thighs.

Lisa groans as she stares at the cock. She
slides both hands down to her pussy to hold her lips open.

After pulling back a bit, Patti takes hold
of the cock and she guides the tip into Lisa's leaking cunt.

Lisa groans again, her knees folded all the
way back to her breasts as she says: "Fuck me deep and hard."

Patti starts moving, thrusting, sliding the
cock in and out.

She learns.

She feels the intense excitement. She loves
it. She decides she loves fucking a girl with a cock. She loves the
power she has. The raw fucking power. I love it, she thinks.

* * *

Thursday afternoon at the Ritz Hotel, and
Patti and blonde Meg were riding up an elevator to a room. They
were both already mellow from cocktails at the bar. Patti
considered it worth the money. She needed this. She needed variety
in her life, this tingling feeling because this was sex with
someone she hardly knew, and she found that exciting. Why not?
Safety with a closet dyke from New Jersey. The excitement of a new
conquest. I'm just not the domestic type, Patti thought. Hanny
would never understand. Hanny would throw her out if she ever
discovered it.

Patti smiled at Meg. They were alone in the
elevator, and without haste Patti rubbed the back of her hand over
one of Meg's bulging breasts. The tit bulging in her red
blouse.

The excitement showed in Meg's face as Patti
kept her hand there.

Patti said: "I'd like to suck these for
about an hour."

Meg shuddered with pleasure. "Oh Jesus."

Finally, they were at the room. As soon as
they were inside, Patti pulled back and acted more reserved in
order to get Meg begging for it. Patti said there was no need to
close the blinds; there was nothing out there except the park. She
thought Meg would look good in the sunlight. She approached the
blonde and gave her a lingering kiss at the corner of her lips.
Then Patti moved away again.

Her nervousness showing, Meg babbled about
the beautiful view of the park. "I've never been in this hotel
before."

Patti moved in again. This time the kiss was
hotter, but Patti still held back her tongue.

"I'm hot for you," Patti said.

Another kiss. Now Patti's tongue slid into
Meg's mouth, her tongue fucking into the blonde's mouth until Meg
groaned against her lips. Patti's fingers started working at the
buttons of Meg's blouse. One by one, the buttons came undone, Patti
leaning back, both of them watching Patti's hands. She pulled the
blouse out of the waistband of Meg's skirt and spread it apart.

Meg's heavy breasts were contained by a
white lace bra.

Patti said: "Go on, unhook it."

Meg blushed as she reached back to unhook
her bra. In a moment, the big breasts bounced out like a pair of
pillows.

Patti took them in her hands, stroked them,
and lifted them, her thumbs rubbing the wide pink nipples.

Meg closed her eyes and hissed.

At last Patti raised a tit high and dropped
her mouth to suck.

She made love to the breast with her hands
as she sucked, her fingers stroking, pressing, teasing the abundant
flesh.

Then she stopped. "Wait for me," Patti said.
"I'll be back soon."

Meg blew Patti a kiss as Patti walked out of
the bedroom and into the bathroom. Patti closed the door and
stripped off her school clothes, everything off until she was
naked. She removed a black dildo and harness from her purse and
wrapped the straps around her body. She watched herself in the
mirror. Watching herself donning her cock always made her hot.

Then she rummaged in her purse again,
brought out a tube of K-Y, opened it, and then carefully smeared
some of the gel on the latex dildo. Only enough to make it
gleam.

When she returned to the bedroom, she found
Meg naked on the bed and waiting for her.

Meg froze when she saw the cock.

"Oh, that's crazy," Meg said, her eyes fixed
on the swaying black dildo.

"Haven't you ever?"

"Not like that. Not when it's worn like
that."

Patti was amused. She liked Meg. She was
sweet. Blonde and busty and with skin like silk. A suburban closet
dyke rattled by a dildo. Patti took her cock in her hand and said:
"It's better this way. I bet you're going to love it."

Meg squirmed on the bed. "What I like is
getting licked."

Patti smiled as she climbed onto the bed
between Meg's legs. "I like doing that too."

She went down on Meg, her face burrowing
into the plump little trench, her tongue finding the stream and her
lips drinking from it. Meg moaned.

Patti continued sucking until Meg's belly
heaved.

Then Patti pulled back to raise Meg's knees.
"Let's try it now."

Meg yielded. "I've never been screwed with
one of those."

"Yes, you said that."

"It can't hurt me, can it?"

Patti chuckled as she guided her black cock
inside Meg's thick-lipped pink cunt.

Now Meg groaned. No more talk about hurting.
Groaning as she reached out to pull Patti closer.

Patti settled in, dropping down enough to
feel Meg's big breasts against her own, kissing Meg's open mouth,
sliding her cock in Meg's cunt as she made love to Meg's face.

Hello, New Jersey, Patti thought. It's
Thursday afternoon at the Ritz.

* * *

At the end of a long day in the gallery,
Hanny said: "Michelle, you've been hiding something from me."

Michelle sighed. "I have?"

"Ever since you returned from that trip
upstate, you've been acting like a lost soul. Just what went on up
there? Don't you want to talk about it? Come on, we'll go to Como's
and have a pair of tall whiskey sours and talk."

Michelle had no choice. When Hanny was
determined the way she seemed now, there was never any way to
dissuade her. And it might do me some good, Michelle thought. Maybe
she did need to talk to someone.

As usual, Como's was crowded, but they found
a table in a corner and ordered drinks. Hanny started questioning
Michelle immediately, and before long Michelle revealed she had
done more than get her car fixed in that little town in
Kentucky.

Hanny was amused. "Tell me about her."

"She's tall, gorgeous, and very butch."

"In the Boonies?"

"Yes, in the Boonies. They've got people up
there too, you know."

"I can't imagine it. Why doesn't she come to
Columbus?"

"Maybe she likes the trees."

"She wowed you, didn't she?"

"And how."

"Poor baby. You're not going to fall apart,
are you? We're coming into the busy season at the gallery."

Michelle shook her head. "Don't worry about
me. I've already made plans to get the Boonies out of my mind."

She had to. She told herself the interlude
with Sheila had been all sex and nothing else. Not a hint of
tenderness from Sheila. Just an unexpected but casual fuck. I won't
fall apart, Michelle thought. Nothing important had happened up
there; nothing that wouldn't fade.

* * *

That evening, Michelle had a date with Rose.
She liked Rose because Rose was never serious about anything. All
Rose cared about was a good time and looking after her two cats.
Rose did a routine in a midtown strip bar, but the money was lousy,
and she never had enough to pay her bills. Michelle and Rose got
along fine, maybe because they almost looked like sisters, which
was an amusement for both of them. Rose had larger breasts and
wider hips, but they were the same height and they had the same
coloring. With Rose there was never any dyke drama, just ordinary
sex of the first-you-then-me kind, no problems and no politics.

This evening Rose said: "I'm going to make
you hot."

Michelle smiled and looked around to make
certain no one could hear them. Rose was not working this evening,
and they were sitting in a rather sedate midtown restaurant.

Her eyes on Rose again, Michelle chuckled as
she tasted the flan dessert she'd ordered. "Don't get us in trouble
here."

"I'm doing a special strip for you tonight.
Would you like that?"

"You haven't done that in a long time."

"You never ask for it."

"I don't ask for it because you do it at
work and I always think you'd be bored with it."

"Not if it gets you hot. It does, doesn't
it?"

"Always."

Rose tossed her a happy smile. She was easy
to please, Rose was. Easy to please and with an outrageously lovely
body. Michelle felt herself getting aroused as she thought of them
in bed together. She felt relieved, because ever since that episode
with that woman in the Boonies she hadn't been able to get
interested in anyone else. Maybe a night with Rose would help her
forget Sheila. Rose could be delicious. She was always a bottom
with Michelle, and whenever Michelle wanted a woman like that it
was always Rose she called first. Would it work for her now?

After dinner they went to Michelle's
apartment. Michelle was already mellow from the wine she'd had at
the restaurant. Rose talked about how much she hated her boss, what
a pig he was, how he exploited the dancers who worked for him.

"But I don't let him get to me," Rose said.
"He keeps on hinting he wants to fuck me, but I won't let him get
near me."

The idea of Rose 's boss making love to Rose
repelled Michelle. She wondered if Rose was truthful when she said
she never slept with men. Michelle wondered.

But Rose did excite her. There was no doubt
about that.

"Are you ready for me?" Rose teased. "I told
you I'm going to strip for you."

"Yes, you did."

"A private show just for you, babe."

Rose chose music for the stereo while
Michelle's eagerness increased. As the rock music filled the room,
Rose faced Michelle and said: "I'm not good for much, but I do know
how to strip."

"You're wonderful," Michelle said. She sat
down on the sofa to wait for the show. She was definitely in the
mood for it now, in the mood for anything that might lift her
spirits.

Rose teased as she danced. She had a captive
audience and she obviously loved what she was doing. Michelle
expected a spicy strip. She was eager for a long luxurious look at
Rose 's body.

Rose continued moving with all her clothes
on, teasing Michelle, the passion evident in her face, especially
her eyes.

Michelle thought about all that sexual
energy Rose had. The music aroused Michelle; the heavy sexual beat
turned her on.

Rose looked only at Michelle as she danced.
Now she slowly unbuttoned her skirt. She bent forward, the low
neckline of her loose silk blouse revealing more of her generous
breasts. Then she turned her back to Michelle, her hands sliding
the skirt down past her hips. Her full buttocks were uncovered,
then her thighs. She wore a thin purple garter belt to hold up her
stockings. The strap of a G-string vanished in the deep split
between her buttocks. She danced with her feet in place, working
her calves and thighs and ass as Michelle watched her with her
blood racing.

The skirt dropped to the floor, and as Rose
bent forward, Michelle could see the G-string thong tight between
her labia. Rose 's full ass made Michelle's heart pound with
desire.

Rose casually stepped out of the skirt and
kicked it away.

She turned to face Michelle, and now
Michelle's eyes were on the tiny triangle of the G-string that
barely covered the plump mound. Then Michelle raised her eyes to
Rose 's luscious breasts snugly encased in a sheer bra.

Her body swaying to the music, Rose
unclasped the in front, her hands moving slowly, her eyes teasing
Michelle as she abruptly pulled the bra open to reveal her breasts
in all their glory.

The nipples were pink, large areolas with
pointed erect tips, the globes of the breasts showing a ripe
fullness, a slight droop because of their weight. Unlike many of
the dancers in the topless clubs and bars of Manhattan, Rose had
never had her breasts amplified with silicone. Michelle thought
they were perfect, and as she gazed at them; her mouth watered. She
wanted those breasts in her mouth. She was hot now, hot and eager
for everything.

Rose caressed her breasts as she danced. She
moved her legs into a wide stance as she pinched her nipples with
her fingertips. Then she moved closer to Michelle, smiled down at
her, and gracefully turned to show her ass again.

Shaking her hips, Rose unsnapped the
G-string.

Her back still turned, she bent forward
until Michelle could see the shaved lips of her pussy.

Enchanted by the invitation, Michelle
reached out to find Rose 's wetness with her fingers.

Rose groaned as she felt Michelle's two
fingers penetrate her cunt.

"Fuck me, baby. Please fuck me."

Michelle stroked Rose 's hip with her left
hand as she slowly pumped her fingers in and out of Rose 's sex.
After a while she extended one of her free fingers to rub Rose 's
clit each time she filled her cunt. The expert finger work soon
pushed Rose into a shuddering climax.

Later, in bed, Rose insisted she wanted to
make Michelle come.

Michelle tried to dissuade her, but Rose was
adamant.

So, Michelle lay back to be licked and
sucked. Rose worked over her a long time, but without any success.
Michelle finally stopped it.

"I can't, Rose. Not tonight."

"You don't like me anymore."

"Rose, please. . . "

She coaxed Rose to sleep. And after that
Michelle lay in the dark thinking about Sheila until her eyes
finally closed. I'm such a fool, she thought; such a silly, silly
fool.

* * *

Several hundred miles to the north, Sheila
idly fingered Anna's nipples as they watched an old movie on
Sheila's TV. I'll go tomorrow, Sheila thought. Tomorrow she would
pack the paintings into the van and drive down to the city to find
that art gallery woman. That lovely Michelle.

Anna moaned as Sheila gently pinched one of
her nipples.

***

Fakin' It

On a Tuesday afternoon, Sheila walked into
the gallery where Michelle worked.

Michelle didn't see her at first. She was in
the back checking a shipment of watercolors that had just arrived
from one of their artists in Europe. Then she glanced into the main
room of the gallery and she gasped as she saw the tall woman and
recognized her immediately.

"That's her," Michelle said to Hanny.

Hanny gave her a puzzled look. "That's
who?"

"That woman. That's Sheila, the woman in the
Boonies, the one I told you about."

Hanny looked at Sheila, looked her over
carefully as Sheila stood in profile studying a painting on one of
the walls.

"Well, how about that?" Hanny said. "She's
not here by accident, love. Go on, get out there."

* * *

"But you can understand my surprise,"
Michelle said.

Sheila shrugged. "I come to Columbus two or
three times a year."

"Still, I didn't expect you."

They were riding up the elevator to
Michelle's apartment. Michelle was still shocked. Sheila had parked
a rented van with a load of her paintings right outside the
gallery. Hanny had been completely amused. They'd helped Sheila
herd her paintings into the gallery, and then Hanny insisted
Michelle take the afternoon off. Too flustered to think straight,
Michelle had merely nodded. She walked out with Sheila and they
strolled on Broad Street. Now they were riding up to Michelle's
apartment supposedly to choose a restaurant for their evening
dinner. Michelle felt her heart pound because she could sense (and
hoped) more than the evening dinner was on the agenda. She'd been
hungry for body contact with Sheila for hours, but so far nothing
had happened.

This woman has me, Michelle thought. She
felt she belonged to Sheila totally.

As soon as the door of the apartment was
closed, the electric tension between them exploded and Sheila
backed Michelle against a wall and kissed her. Michelle moaned
against Sheila's mouth as Sheila's hands slid down her back to grip
her buttocks through her dress. As Sheila's body pressed against
hers, Michelle suddenly felt the hard bulge pushing against her
belly. No, it couldn't be! But yes, it was true; she could feel it;
Sheila apparently had a dildo under her jeans. Michelle shuddered,
wondering why she hadn't noticed it when Sheila had first stepped
into the apartment. But of course, she'd been looking at Sheila's
face and not down there.

Her thoughts were confused as Sheila
continued to kiss her; her mouth filled with Sheila's invading
active tongue. The tall woman's tongue pushed like a wriggling
serpent between Michelle's lips, sliding over her teeth and then
between them to brush her palate. Meanwhile, Sheila's hands
continued to grasp Michelle's buttocks, her fingers now tugging at
the dress to raise it, pulling it upward until the hem was at
Michelle's waist between her back and the wall, Sheila's strong
hands now clutching Michelle's buttocks through the nylon of her
panties.

Michelle groaned. "Oh God, what you do to
me!"

Sheila chuckled against her ear, kissed her
lips tenderly, then slowly released her and pulled back. "I'd like
a drink."

Michelle pulled herself together and nodded.
"Yes, of course. Scotch?"

"Vodka on the rocks, if you have it."

"Yes, I do."

Then Sheila noticed Michelle's eyes on her
crotch, and with a soft smile she slid her hand over the bulge of
the dildo. "Yes, that's for you. But later. There's plenty of time
for it."

Michelle blushed, trembling as she felt the
heat in her face. She had never been with a woman like Sheila
before, never in a situation like this. Wearing a dildo! She felt a
mixture of astonishment and admiration at Sheila's courage.

"I'm not as experienced as you think,"
Michelle blurted out.

Sheila's hand stroked the outline of the
dildo again. "About this?"

"Yes. I don't know if---"

"Don't worry, you will."

As she stared at the bulge, Michelle could
not restrain the urge to ask: "How in heaven do you go around in
public like that?"

Sheila shrugged. "I do what I want." Then
she smiled. "You can't notice it unless you look for it, and most
people don't look, do they? Only the dykes."

"Yes, I suppose so. You're something."

Sheila touched Michelle's chin. "And you're
beautiful." She took Michelle by the arm and led her away from the
front door of the apartment and into the spacious living room. "I
like it," Sheila said, gesturing at the furniture. "I like the
style."

Michelle was thrilled that her taste found
favor with Sheila. She glanced again at the bulge in Sheila's
trousers, and then quickly turned and walked away to make their
drinks.

Yes, I want it, Michelle thought; I want her
to fuck me with her cock. She poured Scotch for herself, and Vodka
for Sheila.

They sat beside each other on the sofa,
sipping their drinks as Michelle talked about how difficult life
could be in Columbus.

"But of course, I love it." She felt
awkward.

She wanted to throw herself into Sheila's
arms, but she was afraid. She knew so little about Sheila. She
adored her, but she knew so little about her. Michelle's heartbeat
more rapidly as she remembered that afternoon in Sheila's house and
the way Sheila had taken her. Sheila was so unpredictable. First
that rush just inside the door, and now nothing but a cool distance
as Michelle continued chattering.

"I'm talking too much," Michelle said.

"No, I like it. I like looking at you when
you talk."

Michelle blushed. "Is it too warm in
here?"

"It's not warm enough. Come over here. Put
your drink down and come closer."

Her pulse racing again, Michelle placed her
drink on the low table in front of them and slid across the sofa
cushion to get closer to Sheila.

"That's better," Sheila said. She put her
drink beside Michelle's on the table. She draped her left arm
around Michelle's shoulders, and then she bent her head to kiss the
right side of Michelle's throat.

Her head lifting as she felt the tingling
kiss, Michelle moaned. She slumped against the back of the sofa as
Sheila continued kissing her. Then she felt Sheila's fingers
working at the buttons of her blouse, unbuttoning her, spreading
the blouse, fingertips tracing the curves in the sheer bra. Her
eyes closed, Michelle shuddered as she felt Sheila's fingers
rubbing her nipples through the lace, rubbing the stiff points
until they seemed to burn like two flames at the tips of her
breasts.

Instead of unhooking the bra, Sheila pulled
at the light- weight nylon, hooked her hands inside to get both
breasts out over the cups.

"Beautiful," Sheila said.

Michelle opened her eyes, blushing as she
gazed down at her exposed breasts, at the nipples swollen and stiff
with her excitement.

"Oh Sheila..."

"Yes?"

"Please kiss me again."

"And?"

"Make love to me!"

With a satisfied throaty murmur, Sheila
dropped her head to take a burning hard nipple between her
lips.

* * *

The picture Michelle made had Sheila's belly
rippling with lust. She stood beside Michelle's bed while Michelle
knelt on a colorful bedspread she'd brought back from a trip to
Mexico. Michelle was only half stripped: she still wore her blouse,
but it was open and bunched forward to reveal nearly all of her
back. Below the waist she was bare, nothing but thigh-high nylons
with elastic tops and the beige high-heeled sandals that Sheila had
insisted remain on her feet. Her head buried in her folded forearms
on a pillow, Michelle knelt near the edge of the bed with her knees
apart and every part of her revealed to Sheila's eyes.

"Sheila, I---"

"Don't talk," Sheila said softly. "This is
no time for talking. At least not you. You're beautiful, love.
You're exquisite."

Michelle shuddered and remained silent. She
was happy it was Sheila looking at her, so happy she could hardly
encompass it.

Sheila had her dildo out. She was still
totally dressed, but she had the front of her jeans open and the
black cock exposed and dangling. She fondled it with her hand. For
a long time, she'd used a pink one. Then a black lover had begged
for a black dildo and Sheila had ordered this ebony marvel from San
Jose. The cock was perfect: not too long, pliant enough to take any
angle, and thick enough to make a woman groan.

She wanted Michelle groaning. She reached
out and gently stroked Michelle's lovely buttocks. Michelle visibly
trembled as Sheila's fingers passed into the valley to graze her
anus. Sheila remembered what she had done to Michelle in Owenton,
how she had taken Michelle there with her thumb. Sooner or later
she would have more than a thumb in there, but not tonight. She ran
her fingertips over the pouting labia, tickling touches before
slowly spreading the lips apart to more completely reveal her
target.

"Beautiful," Sheila said, her voice husky as
she gazed at the pink treasure cove, the vaginal opening already
coated with a milky gloss. Michelle murmured into the pillow.

Her eyes hot, Sheila continued looking. She
fondled the cock again, now bringing the tip to the opening. They
both groaned as she pushed forward to fill Michelle's passage.

* * *

Hanny agreed to put up several of Sheila's
paintings in the gallery, and their quick sale impressed everyone.
Michelle was delighted when Hanny said they'd have to think about a
one-woman show for Sheila in the fall, and she hurried to tell
Sheila the news.

"It's as good as a commitment from Hanny,"
Michelle said. "You'll be a great success."

Michelle had arranged for Sheila to occupy
the small loft studio of a painter on vacation in Europe. They sat
near the open window to escape the heat, their eyes on the street
and the passing pedestrians.

"They won't buy that many," Sheila
shrugged.

"Why do you say that?"

"It's a guess."

"I think you'll do fine."

Michelle adored Sheila more than ever now
that she had Sheila in Columbus with her. They saw each other
nearly every evening, a dinner somewhere, maybe a movie afterward,
then hours of making love. Michelle was always aware of the envious
eyes of other women. Sheila was so spectacular to look at, she
never failed to draw the interest of everyone around her. Michelle
drifted in a haze of happiness from one romantic evening to
another. Was Sheila courting her? If so, Michelle thought the
courtship heavenly. She felt a sense of eternity, as though nothing
could ever change between them. The sex was incredibly gratifying,
more pleasurable, more complete with Sheila than she'd ever
experienced with anyone. Her only wish was to be able to go down on
Sheila more often.

It happened, but not often enough to suit
Michelle. Sheila was always reserved, doing everything to give
Michelle orgasm after orgasm, but then usually finding some reason
not to yield her body in turn. Sometimes the refusal was outright,
sometimes no more than a gentle obstinacy. Michelle gradually
understood Sheila held back with everyone, not only with her. She
resolved that somehow she would overcome this part of Sheila's
personality.

They explored the art world in Manhattan
together, museums, exhibits, the midtown galleries and the
galleries in SoHo. One afternoon they rested on a bench in Capital
Park and talked about how much longer Sheila would stay in
Columbus.

"You know I don't like the city," Sheila
said.

Michelle pouted. "I thought I made a
difference."

"You do, honey."

"Really?"

"The past two weeks have been good for
me."

"And for me too."

"I thought I'd be too much for you."

Michelle shook her head. "Well, you're
not."

"Are you sure?"

"I'm certain."

Their eyes met, both of them aware Michelle
was admitting she enjoyed being submissive, enjoyed it thoroughly,
even if sometimes she pretended not to. Sheila was pleased. She
extended her hand and gently rubbed Michelle's neck.

"Okay, maybe I'll stay in Columbus
awhile."

* * *

Michelle wanted Sheila to live with her, but
Sheila insisted she was too independent, and she declined. Michelle
did her best to hint at the advantages of a shared life, hoping
Sheila would change her mind. One evening Michelle cooked dinner
for them, white wine and swordfish filets covered with almonds. She
had candlelight on the dinner table, and when Sheila arrived, she
greeted her in a black chiffon gown.

Sheila was obviously pleased. "You look
lovely," she said.

Michelle smiled. "Thank you. You just sit
and let me take care of the dinner."

Sheila sat down. She thought how superb
Michelle was. Such a perfect symmetrical face, that lower lip full
and suggestive. She wondered what Michelle wore under the chiffon
gown. As Michelle moved about the room, Sheila caught glimpses of
Michelle's ankles covered by sheer black hose.

As though in a silent agreement, they
deliberately avoided touching each other all through dinner. The
sexual tension became as tight as a bow string, until finally, when
Michelle brought coffee to the table, Sheila slid a hand up
Michelle's leg outside her gown.

"I love it when you dress like this," Sheila
said.

Michelle remained motionless as Sheila
caressed her legs and thighs.

"Anything for you, my love."

Through the chiffon, Sheila felt the garter
straps at the tops of Michelle's stockings. She moved her hand
upward along the back of Michelle's thigh until she reached the
curve of Michelle's ass.

"Does this belong to me?"

"You know it does."

"You could plant it on my lap."

Michelle laughed and pulled away. "No, let's
have our coffee first."

They had the coffee, and then after that
they had brandy in the living room at the low Chinese table. As
Michelle bent forward, her gown billowed open to reveal the slopes
of her breasts. When Michelle sat back again, Sheila adjusted the
loose front of Michelle's gown so that Michelle's nipples were
exposed.

"It's better this way," Sheila said.

Michelle blushed as she looked down at
herself. "We ought to close the blinds."

"No, let them see. Let them have a look at a
beautiful woman."

"Why don't you move in here with me? There's
more than enough room."

"I told you why. I don't like living with
anyone."

Unwilling to spoil the romantic mood,
Michelle decided not to pursue the issue. She licked a fingertip
and anointed one of her nipples, toyed with it until it
stiffened.

Sheila chuckled and sat back to watch.
"That's better. Now show some leg to the leering audience."

Michelle crossed her legs and pulled back
the edge of her gown until the tops of her stockings were exposed.
"You have a leg fetish."

"Yes, of course. Legs and everything else.
Wet your nipples again. Both of them."

Michelle licked the fingers of both hands
and then used her fingertips to moisten and tease her nipples.

"Slip out of the gown."

"Not with the blinds open."

Sheila laughed, rising up and walking to the
wide window to gaze at the lights of the city.

"Come here."

Michelle went to her, moving into Sheila's
arms to accept a hot kiss, a wet and ravenous kiss that took her
breath away.

"Sheila, I love you."

Sheila freed Michelle's breasts exposed them
completely and then bent to lick and suck at the nipples. Michelle
said something about the window again, and then finally she moaned
and yielded.

Sheila now had a hand under the chiffon
gown, her hand sliding upward between Michelle's nylon-covered
knees. She stroked Michelle's mound through her lace panties. Then
Sheila' fingers slipped inside, her fingertips finding the wet
groove.

Vanquished, Michelle opened her legs to
Sheila's hand.

"You're wet," Sheila said.

"Wet for you."

"This is one sopping cunt."

"Oh Sheila..."

Sheila's fingers pushed inside the slippery
channel. Two fingers. Then three fingers. Michelle groaned.

Sheila breathed against Michelle's ear.
"Like it?"

"Yes!"

Four fingers now, the fingers inside and
hooked upward with the heel of Sheila's palm smashing against
Michelle's clit. "Open your legs more."

Michelle was almost squatting, drunk with
excitement as she wondered if anyone out there could see them.

Sheila's hand worked the cunt, her fingers
thrusting, churning in the wet.

"Come on, honey."

"Fuck me, Sheila!"

"Come on, come on, do it on my hand."

Sheila watched Michelle's face as the orgasm
rippled through Michelle's body. She kept her fingers moving, more
gently now, a slow stroking as Michelle came down to earth again
and slumped against Sheila's shoulder.

Her palm soaked, Sheila stepped away and
closed the blinds. "They can stop eating their hearts out."

Michelle felt unsteady on her high-heeled
sandals. "I think I need some more wine."

"Not too much and get out of the gown."

Without a word, Michelle slipped out of the
chiffon gown. She was naked now, wearing only a black garter belt,
wispy black panties, sheer black hose and black evening sandals
with high thin heels. She'd bought the lingerie only the day
before.

"Mmm, I like it," Sheila said.

Michelle smiled and did a turn, displaying
her breasts and legs and ass to her lover. She felt more secure now
that the blinds were closed. Aware of Sheila's eyes on her body,
she walked to the sideboard to pour some more wine. When she
returned to the center of the living room, Sheila told her to bend
over the back of an easy chair.

"I'll do nasty things to you," Sheila
said.

Michelle quivered as she wondered what
Sheila intended. She glanced quickly at the revealed shape of
Sheila's dildo. She always looked for it now, and she'd noticed it
as soon as Sheila had entered the apartment this evening. At the
easy chair, Michelle bent over the back of it, exposing her cunt
and ass to Sheila's eyes.

"Perfection," Sheila said.

"I feel so open this way."

"Tell me what I can see."

"My pussy."

"What else?"

"My ass."

"And it turns you on, doesn't it?"

"Yes."

Sheila came behind her to stroke her
buttocks. Then she bent and kissed them, licking into the groove,
pulling the cheeks apart with her hands to get her tongue into the
wet conch of Michelle's cunt. She sucked at the welling juices,
loving the smell of Michelle, exciting herself as she pressed her
nose against Michelle's anus. Her fingers found Michelle's clit,
and she rubbed the swollen spike as her tongue foraged
everywhere.

Her head down, her feet almost off the
floor, Michelle started shuddering as she felt Sheila's thick
tongue working in her wet cunt.

It's all I want, Michelle thought. There was
no meaning to anything except this.

* * *

The only reason Hanny paid any attention to
the two girls was that she was annoyed with Patti. More than
annoyed -- angry. For some weeks now, Hanny had suspected Patti
might be cheating on her. Today Patti was out of town at a
convention and Hanny felt the anger as she wondered what Patti
might be doing in Atlanta this evening. She'd find a dyke to fuck,
no doubt. Hanny was convinced of it. She'd had an inkling for a
long time and she always paid attention to her inklings. So,
looking at the two girls who had walked into the gallery -- looking
at them no more than they were looking at her, looking at them and
playing the eyes game -- gave Hanny a sense of vengeance. Yes, why
not? These two college girls, if that's what they were, were
certainly cruising her, and she told herself Patti would deserve it
if something developed.

One of the girls was tall and thin, with
long reddish hair and freckles and pointed little tits vibrating
under a silk blouse. The other girl was shorter, more sedate,
chunky in the hips, strong legs and the look of a soccer player.
The way their eyes kept returning to Hanny, there was no doubt in
Hanny's mind they were interested. My sex appeal, Hanny thought
with amusement. The more she looked at them, the more the idea
appealed to her.

The girls made the first move. After a while
they ambled over to Hanny to ask questions about some of the
paintings, chatter about how interesting the gallery was, how
interesting all the galleries were, how interesting it must be to
have Hanny's job. They were suitably impressed when they learned
Hanny owned the place. Oh wow.

Then the redhead, the tall thin girl, came
right out and asked: "Are you gay?"

The other girl rolled her eyes and looked
ready to slam her friend.

"I told you not to..."

"Oh Barb..."

The redhead was Marilyn and the short one
was Barb. Hanny, being old enough to have played the game a zillion
times, had them wait around until she closed the gallery. Then she
took them home to see her Leonor Fini watercolors.

Try not, get not, Hanny thought. Patti
always said that. The hell with Patti, she'd have a ball with these
two.

In Hanny's townhouse, the girls marveled at
the luxury and wanted cold beer. Hanny refused to offer them any
dope. They became silly anyway. Barb said it was Marilyn's idea to
come on to Hanny, Marilyn's guess that Hanny was a dyke. Marilyn
wasn't the shy one; Barb was. Hanny was afraid to ask how much
experience they had or whether they slept with men. Hanny
considered the problem of catching something and decided she'd be
careful. She was too used to her monogamous relationship with
Patti. Except that Patti wasn't likely monogamous and if that were
true she had to depend on Patti being careful. It's horrible, Hanny
thought. All she wanted was to keep her body and soul happy and
look what she had to go through to get it.

The two girls sat on the sofa facing Hanny,
while Hanny sat in a low Italian blimp-chair close enough to extend
her leg and touch Marilyn's foot. She maintained the contact while
she told them about Leonor Fini. It was Barb who finally got up and
came over to kneel beside Hanny and kiss her.

Hanny was pleased; things would be less
awkward than she expected. As they kissed, Hanny reached out her
hand to Marilyn and Marilyn came to her. Marilyn caressed Hanny's
breasts through her dress while Hanny continued kissing Barb. Barb
groaned and the girls switched. Now Marilyn kissed Hanny while Barb
straddled on of Hanny's legs to rub her cunt against Hanny's
knee.

I love it, Hanny thought. She could feel
Barb's hands getting her blouse open. Then Barb had one of Hanny's
breasts exposed and she was bending forward to suck the nipple
while Marilyn sucked Hanny's tongue. Hanny felt her body humming,
the tension cranking up and up. A long time had passed since she'd
had two women working her, and she'd almost forgotten how wonderful
it was.

Before long all three of them were sprawled
on the rug. Marilyn somehow got herself naked without Hanny even
realizing it was happening. One moment Marilyn was dressed and the
next moment her lovely little tits were bouncing around like ripe
avocados. Barb pulled at Hanny's clothes to get her undressed, and
then Marilyn helped Barb and Hanny was both amused and excited by
the fervor of the two girls. They wanted her body. She adored
Marilyn's sweet little tits, the pink nipples of a true
redhead.

When Hanny was naked, every stitch of
clothing tossed away on the rug, both girls jumped her. Barb sucked
Hanny's breasts while Marilyn slowly ate and licked Hanny's cunt
with an artful tongue. Hanny's hands were all over both girls. She
found their cunts drenched. She pinched their clits and stirred the
wet with her fingers. She asked them to drip on her face one after
the other and they loved doing it. First Barb, who was more sedate,
more tentative, and then Marilyn, who knew what she wanted and
ground her clit down on Hanny's nose and flooded her mouth.

Hanny gave up trying to understand them.
Maybe they just wanted experience. A mature woman to roll on a rug
with them. Hanny remembered what it was like at their age. When
they went down on her, the girls were a bit clumsy and too excited.
They acted as though her cunt was a newly discovered diamond mine.
They showed no interest in each other, only in Hanny.

Hanny finally stopped it. She gently pushed
them away and told them the bed was more comfortable than the
floor.

"It's big enough for three," she said, her
fingers stroking her nipples to keep them stiff. "Maybe you can
fuck me. Would you like that?"

She could see the idea excited them. In her
bedroom, she brought out an old strap-on that she kept in a drawer.
She couldn't bring herself to let them use of Patti's dildo. That
would be too much.

Barb used it first. When Barb strapped on
the cock, Hanny became excited at the way she looked. She opened
her legs to Barb, raised her knees and started rocking as soon as
Barb got inside her.

"Oh baby, give it to me!" Hanny cried. She
lost track of the orgasms.

Then it was Marilyn's turn, but Marilyn
wanted to use her hand instead. She fucked Hanny with her fingers
and managed to get her fist inside. Hanny loved it. She seemed to
come forever. She watched Barb masturbate while Marilyn kept her
fist working in her cunt.

The hell with Patti, Hanny thought. Whoever
Patti was with, the hell with her too.

* * *

Michelle and Sheila went biking in Central
Park one Sunday, white tee-shirts and shorts and white sneakers,
Michelle leading Sheila down one bike path after another, until at
the end of two hours the sweat dripped off their bodies. They
returned to Michelle's apartment to shower separately, and
afterward, as Michelle stood in the kitchen preparing a snack for
them, Sheila came up behind her and kissed her neck.

Sheila was dressed again in a clean shirt
and shorts, but Michelle was still wearing a blue cotton robe.
Michelle quivered as Sheila pressed against her back.

Sheila said: "I had a nice view all
afternoon."

"What do you mean?"

"Your butt in those tight shorts."

Michelle blushed. She felt Sheila's hand
between their bodies, Sheila's fingers stroking her buttocks.

Michelle said: "Do you want mustard on
this?"

"I want jelly on your ass."

Michelle was amused. "I think that would be
a bit sticky."

"Blueberry jam, if you have it."

"You're not serious."

"Raspberry is good too, but I'd rather have
blueberry."

"I think we're getting into uncharted
territory."

"Do you have any mules with heels? If you
put them on and get out of this robe, I think that would be
perfect."

The food no longer seemed important, and
Michelle's heart was thumping when she came out of the bedroom
wearing nothing but a pair of high-heeled mules. Sheila was
immediately aroused by the sight of Michelle naked and wearing
heels, excited by the curves of her legs and ass.

And Michelle loved the way Sheila looked at
her, the heat in Sheila's eyes.

"I'll put the food in the refrigerator,"
Michelle said.

Sheila nodded. "Bring some jelly."

Michelle blushed and turned to the kitchen,
and Sheila's eyes followed the full cheeks, the long thighs, the
pointed heels of the mules.

When Michelle returned, she carried a small
jar of raspberry jam. "This is all I have."

Sheila took the jar. "You can bend over that
armchair."

"I wasn't lying when I said this is
uncharted territory."

Sheila reached out to stroke one of
Michelle's full breasts. "On the chair, doll."

Her heart pounding, Michelle walked to the
chair. She felt so utterly submissive with Sheila, not an ounce of
anything but the need to please her. She supported herself at the
edge of the chair with her feet on the floor and her arms extended
to reach the back. It was awkward, but she could manage it. Then
Sheila came behind her, and Michelle felt Sheila's hands spreading
her legs, caressing her calves, gently scratching her thighs. The
muscles of Michelle's legs were pulled tight by the high heels.

Then Sheila straightened again and opened
the jar of jam.

Michelle trembled as she felt Sheila's
fingers dabbing jam on her buttocks. Sheila painted her. Dollops of
jam all over her ass. And in the crack.

Smearing it slowly over her anus. Sheila
looked down and watched her fingertip paint the opening. She pushed
her forefinger inside the tight ring of Michelle's anus, then
replaced it with her thumb. She put the jar down and slid the other
hand around front to stroke Michelle's cunt.

Unsteady on the heels, Michelle groaned.

Sheila stopped and bent behind her,
squatting on the rug, her face close to Michelle's ass.

Michelle shivered with excitement as she
pictured what was about to happen. She wondered what her ass looked
like with all the red jam on it.

Then Sheila started licking the jam off
Michelle's buttocks, licking and sucking at the sticky skin,
Michelle groaning as she felt Sheila's mouth.

"Tasty," Sheila said. "It's good jam."

Michelle thought it was all too crazy -- but
definitely marvelous.

When Michelle's buttocks were cleaned of
jam, Sheila spread them to open the crack. Michelle's cunt appeared
open and wet, a deep pink flower below the tight little ring of her
jam-coated anus.

Michelle trembled as she felt Sheila's warm
breath in the crack of her ass. Sheila moved in, gently kissing the
closed little hole, licking at the jam. A jolt of lust rushed
through her body as she felt the knot of the anus with her tongue.
She felt the ring contract and squeeze on itself. She spread the
buttocks further apart, gripping the sticky cheeks. Her lips
against the opening, her teeth nibbled and bit at Michelle's
anus.

Michelle groaned again, arching her back,
her body trembling.

"Relax," Sheila said.

Michelle did her best, her head hanging as
she waited for Sheila's next move.

Sheila's tongue worked again, her mouth
pressed against the opening, her tongue pushing at the ring of
muscle.

Michelle moaned, her dangling breasts
swaying from side to side as she bent forward.

Sheila licked away all the jam, bathing
Michelle's anus, now wedging her tongue inside, deeper and deeper,
her tongue like a wriggling serpent in Michelle's ass, her tongue
swirling in the sticky opening.

Michelle moaned as she felt it, her eyes
closed, her body tense as she focused all her attention on what was
happening to her.

Sheila finally withdrew her tongue and rose.
"Don't move," she said.

Michelle waited, bent forward, her legs
apart, a stream of juice now dribbling out of her cunt along the
inside of her left thigh. My running hole, she thought. But it was
the other hole that now had center stage. No one had ever worked
her ass like this. She felt like such a novice with Sheila.

When Sheila returned, Michelle glanced over
her shoulder and saw Sheila naked below the waist and wearing her
strap-on cock.

Michelle said nothing. She'd expected it.
She was both afraid and eager for it. She'd had Sheila's fingers in
her bottom, but never the cock. She prayed she could take it. She
wanted it. Sheila's tongue had opened her ass wide and now she
craved to have it filled.

Sheila wasted no time. She moved in behind
Michelle to steady her with her hands, placed the tip of the dildo
at the opening, and then slowly worked it into the ring of
muscle.

Michelle's body tensed, then gradually
relaxed under Sheila's coaxing.

"Nothing to be afraid of, honey. You're
doing fine."

Michelle's anus grabbed at the sliding cock.
Sheila moved with small wiggle-like motions of her hips as she took
her.

"Beautiful, doll."

All the way in and then slowly out
again.

Then Sheila securely grasped Michelle's hips
as she increased the lengths of the strokes. She bent over
Michelle's back to grasp one of her hanging breasts. "Do you love
me?"

Michelle groaned. "Oh yes! Oh yes, darling,
I love you!"

Sheila's free hand found Michelle's clit and
rubbed it as she continued moving the cock.

Michelle came, her cunt exploding, her legs
shaking as Sheila kissed and bit at her neck.

* * *

"It looks like she has you hooked," Hanny
said.

Michelle shrugged. "I don't know."

"You don't seem happy."

"She won't stay."

"Are you sure?"

"I keep asking her to move in with me, but
she won't do it. She has such an awful little place in the German
Village."

"Maybe she doesn't want to crowd you."

"No, it's not that."

"She likes being alone."

"I'm sure she won't stay in Columbus, and I
can't bear the idea of her leaving me."

"Poor baby."

"Yes, that's what I am. I'm a poor
baby."

"You could go live with her upstate. If it
doesn't work out, you can always have your job back."

Michelle was gratified at Hanny's offer, but
she shook her head. "No, I couldn't live up there. Not ever."

Meanwhile Sheila controlled their
relationship completely. She saw Sheila when Sheila was in the
mood; she went where Sheila wanted to go; she dressed the way
Sheila wanted her to dress.

One day Sheila called Michelle at the
gallery and said she'd pick her up in a taxi in an hour. Michelle
had to beg Hanny for the afternoon off. She waited at the gallery
for Sheila, but to Michelle's embarrassment, Sheila showed up an
hour late. Rather than apologize, Sheila hurried Michelle into a
taxi.

"We'll have dinner in the Village," Sheila
said.

"I really thought you weren't coming."

"Sorry, baby, I was delayed."

Michelle was afraid to ask for details;
afraid Sheila would be annoyed with her.

They had dinner in an Italian restaurant on
Livingston Avenue, and before long Michelle forgot how hurt she'd
been by Sheila's late arrival at the gallery. When she looked at
Sheila, all she could think of was how much she adored her. She
loved Sheila's almost sinister looks. She looked hard and
strong.

Masterful, Michelle thought. She quivered as
she remembered Sheila making love to her. They did a good deal of
anal sex now, more than Michelle had ever done with any other
lover. Sheila obviously favored taking her that way, and Michelle
had grown to enjoy it as much as anything else because Sheila liked
it so much. Michelle's greatest need was to have Sheila show an
intense passion during their fucking, and when Sheila had her cock
in Michelle's ass her passion was indeed intense.

I belong to her, Michelle thought; I truly
belong to her.

After they left the restaurant, they walked
awhile in Washington Square Park. When evening finally came, Sheila
suggested they go to a bar. "I know a place in the German
Village."

She took Michelle to a dyke leather bar, a
place crowded even though it was still early, crowded with tough
looking women of all shapes and sizes and reeking with a smell of
female sweat and stale beer.

Michelle felt out of place, much too
'uptownish', nervously aware of the way some of the leather-clad
butches leered at her.

The music was loud and the lighting weird.
Sheila found a booth and they ordered drinks, but even as they sat
in the booth Michelle felt the eyes on her.

It seemed many of the women knew Sheila, and
at intervals one brawny woman or another would stop by to chat with
Sheila, looking Michelle over with a glance that said Michelle
belonged to Sheila, Michelle was Sheila's property, Sheila's
woman.

Sheila seemed amused at the interest
Michelle generated, and after a while, when a woman was at the
table talking to Sheila and eying Michelle at the same time, Sheila
told Michelle to dance with the woman.

"Go on," Sheila said. "I'm too tired. Get up
there and dance with her."

It was definitely an order, an order
punctuated by a stare from Sheila that said she wanted Michelle to
obey her.

Michelle rose, and the burly woman led her
out to the dance floor.

"You're a dish," the woman said. "What's
your name, honey? I'm Darlanne."

They danced facing each other, their bodies
weaving to the beat of the music, Darlanne smiling as her eyes
roved over Michelle's breasts and hips.

"Nice tits, baby."

Michelle blushed under the woman's gaze.
Darlanne put her hands on Michelle's waist as they danced, but she
never did more than that and Michelle was thankful for it.

After a while another woman broke in, said
it was okay with Sheila, and started dancing with Michelle. This
one was younger, a bit punky, with hair dyed purple on one side.
She said her name was Faye, and during a break in the music she
asked if Michelle wanted to go downstairs with her.

"What's downstairs?"

"It's a recreation room," Faye said.
"There's usually somebody fucking, and we could watch them."

At that moment Sheila appeared, and Michelle
was relieved as Sheila took her away. They danced a slow number,
Sheila gripping Michelle's waist with her hands, sometimes pulling
her close enough to graze the front of her shirt across Michelle's
breasts. The heavy sexual atmosphere in the place had made Michelle
hot and she wondered if Sheila could sense it.

When they finished dancing, Michelle left
Sheila and went to the washroom. There was only one woman inside
and it was Faye. The purple-haired girl laughed and immediately
pulled Michelle into a stall and locked the door.

"You're a fucking doll," Faye said. She
kissed Michelle, her hands all over Michelle's ass, and then one
hand sliding around front to rub Michelle's cunt through her dress.
"Need to piss, baby? Come on, I'll help you."

Michelle was paralyzed with astonishment as
Faye got her skirt up and her panties down. Faye forced her to sit
on the toilet, squatting to get her hand on Michelle's cunt.

"Come on, baby, piss on my hand."

More astonished than ever, unable to hold
back, Michelle let go and shuddered as she felt the stream gush out
of her and into the girl's waiting hand.

Faye loved it. She moaned and kissed
Michelle as the piss flowed. She pushed her fingers inside
Michelle's cunt and worked Michelle's clit with her thumb until
Michelle came on her hand.

Afterward, when they were out of the stall
and at the sinks, Michelle blushed as Faye sniffed her fingers and
smiled at her.

In a daze, Michelle quickly repaired her
makeup and left the washroom. When she was in the booth beside
Sheila again, Sheila slid a hand under Michelle's skirt and petted
her through her panties.

"Want another drink?"

"Yes, why not?" She felt guilty about what
had happened in the washroom, guilty that she hadn't prevented it.
As if to make up for it, she opened her legs to encourage Sheila's
hand.

Sheila said nothing, but her fingers
immediately became firmer against Michelle's sex. Then after a
while Sheila said, "You're dripping, lover. Go on, get one
off."

Michelle came as Sheila pinched and rubbed
her clit through her panties.

Sheila seemed pleased and told her to touch
herself. "Feel the wet," Sheila said.

Michelle hesitated, and then she slipped her
own hand under her skirt to touch the wet crotch of her panties.
She remembered the girl in the washroom, remembered how she'd
pissed in the girl's hand. But she was more turned on by
Sheila.

She panicked when Sheila told her to
masturbate.

"Sheila, please... not here."

But Sheila insisted. "Especially here. It's
what I want."

Michelle did it. She closed her eyes and
rubbed her cunt as Sheila watched her. Her panties were soaked, her
fingers slimy with her juices. She felt helpless, completely in
Sheila's control. And excited by it. When the orgasm finally
arrived, she had to clench her teeth to prevent herself from crying
out.

After that Sheila was bored with the music
and the crowd and she said they could go to her place.

"You can meet a friend of mine. Maybe you
can whip up something to eat for us."

Michelle wondered who the friend was, but
she was too excited at the idea of going to Sheila's place to give
it any thought. Sheila had never invited her before, she'd been
there only once when Sheila had moved in, and Michelle hoped it
meant something. Sheila was such a private person, so closed about
herself, never really telling Michelle anything, always seeming to
be in a state of high tension. Maybe at home Sheila would be more
relaxed.

When they arrived at Sheila's small studio
near Astor Place, Michelle saw a blonde girl sitting on the
sofa.

"This is Anna," Sheila said. "She just came
down from upstate yesterday and she's staying with me awhile."

***

A Hazy Shade of Winter

With a lazy yawn, Anna sat up on the sofa.
She was dressed in a tank top, an extremely short skirt, and black
high-heeled pumps. She looked at Michelle without emotion, as if
she knew all about Michelle and had expected her to arrive with
Sheila. Michelle, on the other hand, felt an intense jealousy as
she realized she and this blonde girl were in competition for
Sheila's attention.

"Are you from Owenton?" Michelle asked.

"Sure," Anna said.

Michelle remembered the blonde girl she'd
seen leaving Sheila's house that first day.

Sheila told Anna to get her a beer. "Make
sure it's cold," Sheila said.

Her tone was matter-of-fact, as if ordering
Anna to do things was not unusual. And Anna's response was the
same: without a word, she rose and left them to walk into the
kitchen.

"She's a sweet girl," Sheila said to
Michelle, not looking at Michelle, but walking to a table to glance
through the day's mail.

"Is she an artist?"

Sheila chuckled. "No, she's just a girl.
She's looking for a job in Columbus."

When Anna returned with Sheila's beer,
Sheila fondled the girl's ass and Michelle was shocked to see that
Anna was naked under the short skirt.

Sheila stroked the girl's buttocks as she
sipped her beer, and then she put the beer down and she took Anna
in her arms and palmed the cheeks of her ass. Anna's back was
toward Michelle, and Michelle hated the girl as she watched
Sheila's strong hands clutch the girl's bare flesh. Anna tottered
on her high heels as Sheila kissed her and worked her tongue in her
mouth. The girl appeared to shudder with pleasure at being in
Sheila's arms.

"Maybe I'd better go," Michelle said.

Sheila broke the kiss and looked at her with
steady eyes.

"Just sit down, okay?"

Michelle sat down on the sofa. She felt a
great conflict, not knowing whether she ought to leave. No, she did
not want to leave. If she left now she'd be surrendering, accepting
defeat. She told herself she had no exclusive claim to Sheila. Not
yet, anyhow. She watched Sheila and Anna. Sheila was now hunching
her pelvis at Anna's belly, pushing her cock against Anna's body.
Michelle remembered how Sheila's kisses always ravished her. Now it
was Anna who was being ravished. Michelle's heart pounded as the
blonde girl opened Sheila's pants and tugged the cock free.

Sheila turned to look at Michelle. "Pay
attention, honey. You can learn a few things from Anna."

The blonde girl worked Sheila's cock with
her hands. Michelle looked at them transfixed. She felt more
insecure than ever, her jealousy of Anna burning in her vitals. But
she was aroused by what was happening, definitely excited by it,
captivated by the intensity of Sheila's lovemaking as she kissed
Anna again. The insides of Anna's thighs glistened with her juices
and Michelle was turned on by it.

Sheila told Anna to get her top off, and the
girl obediently stripped to the waist.

Michelle was immediately shocked by the
girl's pierced nipples.

When Sheila saw Michelle's reaction, she
beckoned to Michelle with her hand.

"Come over here."

Filled with uncertainty, Michelle walked to
where they were standing, came close enough to have her shoulder
clutched by Sheila's hand---and then she gasped as Sheila pushed
her down to her knees.

Leaning against Sheila, Anna watched it and
said nothing.

"Teach her how to suck," Sheila said to
Anna. "Show her how to do it."

Anna snickered. "Yeah."

Michelle felt her heart pounding at her
humiliation. She gazed with fascination at Anna's ringed pink
nipples and jutting young tits.

With an amused smirk, Anna squatted beside
Michelle and said: "I'll show you how."

Anna fondled the cock, her hand running up
and down its length. Then she leaned forward to lick the tip,
kissing it, getting it wet. Sheila made a sound of approval and
moved her hips. Now Anna opened her mouth to take the knob. Her
lips rounded as she took more and more of the shaft between
them.

Michelle trembled with excitement as she
watched it.

Then Anna pulled back and told Michelle to
take the cock in her mouth. "Go on, it's your turn."

Sheila swayed her hips as Michelle leaned
forward to take the knob of the cock in her mouth.

"That's it," Sheila said. "Suck it,
doll."

Michelle took more and more of the shaft.
Her lips spread around the thickness of the latex organ.

"Relax your throat," Anna said. She coaxed
Michelle. "Sheila likes it all the way, so just relax your throat
and take it."

Almost all of the cock vanished into
Michelle's mouth. She felt the tip pushing at the back of her
throat. Her face was filled with Sheila's cock, her mind numbed by
it. She gagged; she recovered; she went on with it.

Anna rose to lean against Sheila and be
kissed. Sheila pinched the girl's nipples and fondled her ass as
Michelle continued to suck the dildo.

Michelle was enthralled by it now, swept
away with pleasure as she moved her rounded lips back and forth on
the long instrument. Sheila's cock. The tool that Sheila used to
pleasure her women.

Sheila fondled Michelle's head, thrusting
with her pelvis, fucking Michelle's mouth. The tall woman now had
her fingers in Anna's cunt, working the girl as she pistoned her
cock in and out of Michelle's willing mouth.

Sheila started coming. The event was
cataclysmic for all of them. She groaned and shook and shuddered,
and Michelle had to back off a bit in order to avoid being hurt by
the slamming cock.

But Michelle kept the cock in her mouth,
sucking it, loving every inch of it because it belonged to
Sheila.

After that Sheila took the two women to bed
with her. She had Anna and Michelle straddle her facing each other,
Anna taking Sheila's cock in her cunt while Michelle settled her
sex down on Sheila's mouth.

When Anna leaned forward to kiss Michelle
mouth, Michelle accepted it, and finally she put her hands on
Anna's breasts, holding them, feeling the ringed nipples against
her palms.

Michelle knew that nothing would ever be the
same for her again. Sheila had changed everything.

* * *

Inevitably, Hanny confronted Patti about
Patti's affairs with other women. Patti seemed unsurprised, cool,
quiet, so cool that Hanny became infuriated and wanted to scream.
They talked for hours and agreed to split. Patti would leave as
soon as she found a place to live. Hanny was happy it was over,
then depressed as once more she realized her relationships never
lasted.

After Patti moved out, Hanny had days and
nights alone, nothing but the gallery, her maid, the walls of the
house to remind her she was part of the world. She envied Michelle
her passion for Sheila. Hanny understood what it was; she
understood the power Sheila had, the force that mesmerized
Michelle. Hanny was certain she herself could never fall in love
with a woman like that. But still she envied the passion Michelle
felt. A passion such as that wiped out a great deal of misery. But
not with someone like Sheila, Hanny thought; Sheila was too much.
Hanny adored strong women, but not if they were too dominant. She
needed her own voice in her life; she needed her own territory.

She started visiting the girl bars again,
the old places, the new places that had come into existence since
the beginning of her affair with Patti. All that time without
visiting a girl bar. She felt awkward in them. She hated them.

One evening, in a dyke hangout on Short
North, Hanny noticed a blonde alone in a booth. Their eyes met, an
electric meeting, the long cruising stare that always gave Hanny
the shivers. She sat at the bar and played the game, flirting with
the blonde, imagining them together, imagining herself with the
woman, imagining what the woman was like, her attitudes. Imagining
things between long glances across the room. Hanny told herself the
blonde was the sort of woman who could make her forget Patti. But
then who knew? You never could tell what you met in a bar. Hot in a
bar and a stupid bore in a bedroom. The blonde looked sleek,
strong, sure of herself. After a while the blonde rose, but not to
approach Hanny, merely to get a napkin from the bar. What a sleek
looking butch, Hanny thought. Maybe thirty, narrow hips, no
breasts, long legs in tight jeans. Swaggering. Butch but not too
butch. Just my type, Hanny thought. Another ten minutes and Hanny
grabbed her purse and left the end of the bar to walk to the
blonde.

The blonde looked her over.

Hanny felt the alcohol in her brain as she
slipped into the booth.

"You're alone," Hanny said. She touched the
blonde's arm.

The blonde nodded. "Yes." She sipped her
martini. Cool as ice.

"You're beautiful," Hanny said.

A smile. "Thank you."

"I hope you're gay."

A quiet laugh. "I was thinking the same
about you. But then look where we are."

They talked. The blonde's name was Dana and
she was an attorney.

"I don't know anything about art," Dana
said.

Turned on by Dana's hands, Hanny stared at
them. Strong hands, the nails without polish and clipped short. The
hands of a lanky body. Hands that could do things. Hanny felt a
clutching response to the idea of Dana's hands between her
legs.

"I can make better martinis at home," Hanny
said.

Dana nodded; her eyes unflinching. "I think
I'd like that."

They walked out slowly, Hanny feeling the
eyes of everyone on them, even if no one appeared to be looking at
them.

In the taxi they managed to steal a short
kiss while the driver seemed distracted.

"You taste sweet," Dana whispered. "Are you
sweet everywhere?"

"I hope so."

Dana's hand stroked Hanny's knee.

When they finally arrived at Hanny's
address, Dana was impressed by the townhouse.

"It's lovely."

The maid was off, and the house was all
theirs. Hanny said: "Do you really want another drink?"

Dana smiled and kissed her as they stood in
front of the floor-to-ceiling mirror in the large living-room. Then
Dana slipped behind Hanny and kissed her neck as they faced the
mirror together.

"I like mirrors," Dana said.

She started undressing Hanny, undoing the
buttons of her blouse as they watched themselves in the mirror.
Hanny moaned as Dana kissed her neck again. Dana unbuttoned her
blouse completely, and then unhooked her bra to get Hanny's breasts
exposed to the mirror.

Hanny felt a great excitement. Dana was much
better than Patti, more adept, more aggressive.

She was thrilled at the sight of her breasts
in the mirror, at the way Dana's hands caressed them, at the
movements of Dana's fingers as they explored her thick nipples.
Dana lifted Hanny's breasts, held them in her hands as her
fingertips pinched the nipples.

Hanny moaned.

Dana continued undressing her. Skirt down.
Shoes off. Pantyhose down. Kneeling behind her, Dana gently bit one
buttock. Hanny stared at her own image in the mirror, her
nakedness, her flushed face. Now Dana slid around in front of
Hanny, still kneeling, kissing Hanny's thighs as Hanny looked at
them both in the mirror over Dana's head. She moved her thighs
apart, an invitation to the hungry butch attorney now staring at
her cunt like a wolf about to devour a meal.

Dana dove in.

Her mouth pressed against Hanny's wet
garden; her face partially covered by Hanny's bush.

Hanny adored it.

She arched her pelvis forward, humping
against Dana's face, thrilled at the way Dana worked her.

Good riddance to Patti.

* * *

The gallery was crowded, maybe a hundred
buzzing people, milling, weaving, cocktail glasses tinkling. This
was Sheila's one-woman show, her coming out in the Columbus art
world. Chattering dilettantes wandered from one wall to another,
peering at the paintings, nodding, tossing an asinine comment and
then moving on. But more than enough bought what they liked, one
painting after another marked sold. Sold. Sold. A great success for
Sheila. But she never lost her cool. She wore a western shirt,
leather vest, jeans and boots. More than one woman drooled over the
tall stunning butch artist. Michelle made an effort not to be
jealous, but she wasn't too successful. She hated it. All these
women ogling Sheila made her feel so vulnerable.

Afterward they had a celebration party at
Hanny's townhouse, a hundred people again in Hanny's rooms. The
Columbus glitterati. Many of them had been at the gallery show, but
others were people who managed to get invited to every party Hanny
had in her house. Did they like Hanny? Did they like the house?
They certainly didn't know anything about art.

Michelle drank too much champagne and she
felt herself up in a cloud, floating. Here, in Hanny's house, a new
batch of women flirted with Sheila.

Michelle watched them and felt miserable.
How much of a claim did she really have on Sheila?

She finally managed to corner Sheila at the
bar.

"I love you," Michelle whispered.

Sheila smiled and looked down at Michelle's
breasts. "I like the dress."

"Aren't you happy?"

"Happy?"

"I mean about the show. Everything seemed to
go, no matter what the price."

Sheila shrugged. "I suppose now I'll be able
to fix the roof on the house."

"You're not thinking of leaving Columbus
now, are you?"

"At some time, yes."

"You have more reason than ever to
stay."

Sheila smiled again. "If I had any reason,
it would be you. What's upstairs? Can we find a place to be
alone?"

Michelle knew what that look meant and she
blushed. "Sheila, not here."

"Yes, here. I thought you said you were my
woman."

"I am, but--"

"Come on now, we won't be missed at
all."

Yielding to Sheila's persistence, Michelle
led the way upstairs. She wondered what Sheila had in mind.
Sheila's unpredictability always thrilled her. What a perfect lover
she was!

They found an empty bedroom, and inside it
Sheila went to the adjoining bathroom to wash her face. "I'm
bushed," she said. "I hate crowds." Then she called Michelle, told
her to come into the bathroom.

"You ought to be down at the party,"
Michelle said, her voice uncertain, her heart pounding.

"I told you I don't like crowds."

Michelle moved into Sheila's arms and Sheila
kissed her, the kiss wet, hot, demanding. Sheila's hands slid down
Michelle's back to lift her dress in the rear, lift it to get her
palms on Michelle's buttocks.

Michelle made a half-hearted protest. Of
course, it was no use. She was thrilled anyway, aroused by Sheila's
hands, aroused by Sheila's cologne.

Thrilled at the way Sheila's strong hands
clutched and squeezed her ass. She was always such a pushover when
she had a woman's hands on her ass.

Michelle leaned back and said: "I don't like
it when other women flirt with you."

Sheila looked amused. "You shouldn't let
that bother you."

"I don't like it."

"Honey, you know I'm not into anything
exclusive."

"Why, Sheila? Why can't you--"

"I told you it doesn't work for me."

Then she lifted Michelle's dress in front to
look at Michelle's underpinnings, the sleek stockings, the long
garter straps, the lilac lace garter belt.

"Mmm."

Michelle blushed. She had dressed this way
especially for Sheila. The approval in Sheila's eyes made her feel
wonderful.

"Oh Sheila."

"My lovely Michelle. My lovely, lovely
Michelle."

"I love you."

Sheila's fingertips lightly stroked
Michelle's cunt through her panties. Michelle closed her eyes,
shuddering with delight as Sheila gently rubbed the swollen lips.
Michelle imagined she could smell her own arousal. She arched her
pelvis forward.

Sheila spoke in a throaty voice. "You're
hot, baby."

"For you, Sheila."

"Show me."

Michelle's hands trembled as she pulled the
crotch of her flimsy panties aside and opened her cunt with her
fingers.

Sheila gazed down at it, at the pink groove
wet and glistening. "I love your cunt."

Michelle groaned and gave her more, opening
her legs, stretching her lips even further apart.

Sheila touched the hood of Michelle's
clitoris with her forefinger, just a light grazing, then a firmer
stroke along the shaft, until finally she tugged the foreskin back
to expose the pink jewel of the head.

Michelle moaned. She could see it. With her
neck bent, she gazed down at herself and watched Sheila's finger as
it played with her clitoris.

A cry of pleasure escaped Michelle's lips as
she felt the other fingers slide easily into her wet opening.

All the way inside. She squirmed on Sheila's
hand.

Sheila said: "Have you ever been
fisted?"

Michelle's heart pounded. "No. You know how
inexperienced I am."

"Maybe someday we'll try it."

But at the moment Sheila wanted something
else. Her fingers moved inside Michelle, stroking in and out,
fucking her at the same time as her thumb and forefinger
manipulated Michelle's swollen clitoris. Michelle came hard, almost
buckling on her high heels, her head supported by Sheila's shoulder
as she rocked her pelvis through the intense orgasm.

"Oh God."

"Get on the bed," Sheila said. "And off with
the panties."

Michelle no longer cared about the party
downstairs, about whether or not they'd be missed. She walked to
the bed, lifted her dress and quickly removed her panties. Sheila
helped her settle herself on her back on the edge of the bed, and
then Sheila went down on her knees on the floor to take Michelle's
legs on her shoulders.

She traveled around Michelle's cunt, opening
it, looking at it, teasing Michelle about how wet she was.

"Such a stiff little clit," Sheila said.
"Such a horny little girl."

She pushed three fingers inside, then pulled
them out and slipped one finger into Michelle's ass and the other
two fingers back in her cunt. Then she leaned forward to lick and
suck Michelle's dripping little pussy until she had Michelle
bouncing on the bed in a climax.

At that moment, the door opened, and someone
gasped in surprise.

It was Hanny, standing there staring at
them, Michelle turning her head to stare back at her in shock.

Hanny giggled. "Really, I'm sorry." She spun
around and left, the door closing behind her.

Michelle groaned. "Oh hell."

"Forget it," Sheila said. "It serves her
right for not knocking."

"It's her house."

"And we're using one of the bedrooms. Come
on, give me some more."

"Sheila, please..."

"No, give me some more."

Sheila's fingers worked again, worked in
both openings as she watched Michelle's face. When Michelle came,
Sheila leaned over Michelle and kissed Michelle's mouth and told
her how much she loved her.

* * *

Anna wandered into a swank boutique in the
German Village. It was a hot, damp day, everyone sweating, but the
boutique was cool and clean and smelled faintly of roses.

At a rack of clothes, Anna idly pushed the
hangers along the bar. Over in a corner, two women stood talking,
one tall and thin, the other short and chunky. They looked at Anna
as they talked, and after a while the chunky woman ambled over.

"Hi. Can I help you with anything? I did
this rack myself. I'm the designer."

"The designer?"

The woman chuckled, her shoulders moving,
her big breasts vibrating under an ample silk blouse. "Well,
someone has to design the clothes, don't they? That's what I do.
Are you a model? You've certainly got the body for it. Sure, you're
a model, aren't you?"

Anna smiled. "No, I'm not."

"I think you're pretending."

"I mean it, I'm not."

"My name's Leanne."

She was a husky butch with short hair and
muscles and a seductive voice that would seem intimate if she were
reading the telephone book.

"I'm Anna."

"Hi, Anna."

Anna looked at the butch's hands. Expressive
hands that looked strong and soft at the same time.

"You really ought to be a model," Leanne
said.

Anna laughed. "I wouldn't mind it. I bet
it's glamorous."

Leanne flirted with her, touched her arm,
said she thought Anna would look beautiful in some of the clothes
she designed. The flirting was of the no nonsense kind and Anna
knew exactly what was happening, and when Leanne finally asked Anna
to come to her studio to try on some clothes, Anna nodded.

"When?" Anna said.

"Right now," Leanne answered. "My studio is
part of my apartment."

"Oh."

"Are you afraid of me?"

Amused, Anna touched Leanne's heavy silver
necklace. "Are you sure you can handle me?"

A sigh came out of Leanne, a long sigh of
happy victory. "I'll try, honey."

Leanne lived in a large midtown apartment
with a balcony overlooking the East River. She brought out cold
beer and said Anna might want to cool off in a shower.

"There's a robe and towels in the bathroom,
sweets. Just call if you need anything."

Of course, it was merely an invitation to
clean up, which Anna didn't mind at all because she liked to be
fresh for her butches. She wasn't like some girls she knew. And
Leanne wasn't messy like Sheila. Leanne was neat and clean herself,
something evident to anyone who looked around her apartment. Anna
resented the way Michelle never bothered to tidy up in Sheila's
place, always tossing things around as if it was understood Anna
would keep the place decent. Anna thought Michelle was a bitch who
had got her hooks into Sheila when Sheila ought to know better.
Sheila always talked about how she hated Columbus people and here
she was fucking one of them and obviously liking it. What surprised
Anna was that she wasn't as jealous as she might have been a few
months ago, maybe because she was getting to like Columbus and she
understood now Sheila wasn't the only butch in the world who might
do it for her.

Leanne might do it for her. After the
shower, Anna put on the fluffy robe and rejoined Leanne in the
sun-filled living room. Leanne was still dressed, standing near a
table with a beer can in one hand.

Leanne said: "Do you want to try on clothes
now?"

"Whatever you want."

"Maybe later."

Anna smiled. Barefooted, she walked over to
Leanne with her eyes on Leanne's big breasts. "Are you going to be
tough with me?"

"Is that what you like? You're pretty
advanced for someone so young."

"Mmm."

Anna was close enough now to be almost
touching Leanne's body with her own. She put her hands on Leanne's
shoulders, and then she slid her hands down and she started
unbuttoning Leanne's shirt.

Leanne was amused. She stood there and let
the girl do what she liked. When the shirt came off, she pulled her
shoulders back to show her big breasts filling the full-cut white
bra.

The heavy tits excited Anna, and she felt as
though she were about to unwrap a Christmas present. She moved
behind Leanne to get her unhooked, and then stepped in front of
Leanne again to pull away the loose bra.

Leanne knew the effect she produced. Her
breasts were a pair of heavy delights. She pulled her shoulders
back again, proud of her tits and happy to see the lust in Anna's
eyes.

"You like these, don't you, honey?" She
placed a hand under each breast and lifted them as though offering
them to the girl.

"Come on, let's sit down on the sofa
awhile."

After Leanne sat down, Anna stretched out on
her back with her head in Leanne's lap and her face turned up to
Leanne's breasts. Their needs matched as though they'd known each
other for years. Cupping her right breast with her right hand,
Leanne leaned forward to get her fat tumescent nipple in Anna's
mouth.

"Suck it, baby. I love it when they're
sucked."

Anna buried her face in the warm pillow of
Leanne's breast, and Leanne held her, hugging her maternally as she
sucked at the nipple that was almost the size of a thumb. Leanne
moaned as Anna's teeth nipped at the areola.

"Oh, you bitch, suck it," Leanne said, her
free hand sliding under Anna's robe to get her fingers in Anna's
cunt and test the wetness.

Anna loved the feel of the big woman, loved
the feel of the tit in her mouth. She felt comforted. But she still
needed a fuck, and pulling her knees up, she opened them wide to
let Leanne know what she wanted.

Leanne chuckled. She cupped Anna's cunt,
pulled her breast out of Anna's mouth and bent her head to give the
girl a hot deep kiss. "Eager for it, aren't you?"

"Make me come."

Leanne's hand moved over Anna's wet sex. Her
finger started rubbing Anna's clit, pressing the shaft, sliding the
sheath back and forth. Anna shuddered, arched her back and came
hard.

Leanne kissed her again. Then she told Anna
to get off her lap and they rose together. "Why don't you get out
of the robe so I can look at you?"

Anna slipped out of the robe and pressed her
body against Leanne's, against the pillows of Leanne's breasts. She
hid her face in Leanne's shoulder. She felt a great pull toward
this maternal woman, something she hadn't felt with a woman before,
never with Sheila.

Leanne wanted to look at her. She made Anna
step back, and Anna blushed as Leanne looked her over.

"You really ought to be a model, honey."

"I don't know anything about it."

"Maybe you can go to school." Leanne
playfully tweaked Anna's little tits.

She made Anna turn to show her ass and
passed her hand over the firm curves of Anna's buttocks. "You're
gorgeous. Come on, let's go to the bedroom."

She led Anna by the hand.

Anna's eyes were on Leanne's heavy breasts
as they climbed onto the bed. Leanne kissed her, fucking her mouth
with her tongue, forcing Anna's head down to the pillow. Open,
receptive, Anna felt a wave of pleasure building in her belly.

Then she headed for the big brown nipples.
She filled her mouth with a heavenly tit, sucking at it like a
hungry babe.

Leanne held her, cradling her, lifting her
breast to Anna's ravenous mouth. She knew what the girl needed. She
stroked Anna's face as Anna sucked her breast.

Anna suddenly pulled away, smiled at Leanne
with a mischievous look. Facing away from Leanne, she knelt on all
fours.

"Come on, fuck me."

Leanne was amused. She was in no hurry. She
left the bed to strip off the rest of her clothes.

Anna looked at her, suddenly hot as she
watched the chunky woman don a hip strap and a thick lavender
colored dildo.

"Nice toy," Anna said, lewdly wagging her
hips.

Leanne chuckled. "Just be patient now. I
like to take my time."

She put some lube on the cock, working it
along the length of the shaft with her fingers. Then she climbed
onto the bed behind Anna and lowered her face to sniff the girl's
ass and cunt.

Anna groaned as she felt Leanne nuzzling
into her crack. She could feel Leanne's face against her ass, her
warm breath. She pushed her ass backward, loving the intimate
attention, her juices flowing as Leanne licked her cunt and sucked
her essence.

Then Leanne positioned the dildo, and Anna
moaned as it went in slowly to fill her vagina.

Leanne held the girl's hips, pushing inside
as far as she could go. Anna's cunt was like a spread mouth sucking
the lavender shaft. She kneaded Anna's ass, her thumbs stroking
into the crack and around the sliding cock. She started pumping,
working the cunt with her cock, Anna squealing as she felt the
dildo ramming her insides with just the right amount of
pressure.

Leanne leaned over her, hissing: "You love
it, don't you, baby?"

"Yes!"

Her big breasts were on Anna's back, the
pillows rubbing Anna's spine. Anna started tossing her ass around
when she came, and Leanne had to straighten up and hold on. She
continued pumping, grinding her clit into the back end of the
dildo, coming with Anna, coming hard against the femme's perfect
little ass with her hands gripping Anna's waist as they rode it
out.

Later, as they lay in each other's arms,
Anna said: "You came, didn't you?"

"I always come doing that."

"I wish you could fuck me forever."

"Move in here and I will."

"I'm sort of involved."

"I was afraid of that."

"But maybe I need to get out of it. Do you
really want me?"

Leanne's answer was to go down on her. She
hiked Anna's legs over her shoulders as Anna lay on her back, and
she dipped down to get her mouth on Anna's sweet cunt. The dildo
had left Anna's cunt loose and warm, and Leanne was able to get her
tongue deep inside as Anna started moaning again.

Anna stayed the weekend. They had hours and
hours of hot sex, Leanne doing everything she could to please the
girl. She worked Anna in every room in the apartment, including on
top of the kitchen counter, and on the living room rug with Anna
half standing on her head. When Anna asked for it, she tied Anna's
hands and fucked her ass with her lavender cock. She promised to
send Anna to school and get her work as a fashion model, provided
Anna moved in permanently and became her wife.

Anna had visions of success. She loved being
mothered by Leanne. She loved being fucked by Leanne. When she
finally told Sheila about Leanne, Sheila was angry.

"You'll become just another Columbus slut,"
Sheila said.

But she saw the affection Anna had for
Leanne, and she told herself maybe the girl would be better off
with this new butch.

Leanne, at least, was willing to live with
someone.

* * *

Of course, Hanny's affair with the attorney
didn't last. Hanny hoped it would last, but the hope was doomed. In
the beginning the sex was good. They had fun evenings at films, at
the theater, at intimate dinners in exotic little restaurants. Dana
was attentive, an ideal companion, always ready to listen to
Hanny's account of her day at the gallery, never pushing to talk
about her law practice because she knew Hanny would find it
completely boring. But there were times when Dana seemed distant,
not always ready for sex when Hanny wanted it.

Dana had her moods in the bedroom. Hanny
thought Dana didn't go down on her enough. Hanny loved having that
blonde head down there sucking at her wet pussy. When Dana sucked
her, Hanny always had a strong orgasm. But Dana never seemed that
eager for it. Which Hanny found strange in a butch, since all the
butches she'd known had been only too eager to suck her dry. And
Dana never seemed enthusiastic about using a dildo. She looked
unhappy whenever Hanny suggested Dana use a strap-on cock. She
lectured Hanny about lesbian politics, about how lesbians should
avoid cocks. Hanny tried to convince her all that was passé.

Hanny loved getting fucked; she loved a hard
fucking that made her dizzy. She hated thinking about Patti, but
sometimes she missed the way Patti used to bounce her around on the
bed. Thinking about Patti ramming her, turned Hanny on. What Dana
liked best was masturbating together, watching each other. She
seemed to love watching Hanny doing it. They would sit facing each
other, drink some wine, get high, and then watch each other work
their fingers in their cunts. Dana would talk Hanny through an
orgasm, and then Dana would come herself with her eyes closed and
her fingers rubbing her clit fast and hard to the end. Hanny liked
it at first, she liked watching Dana, but then it became boring. It
was all too predictable. Whenever they spent an evening together,
Hanny would know exactly what the sex would be like. No surprises
with Dana. And Hanny thought that if she had to get herself off
with her own fingers, what did she need Dana for?

A solid relationship needed zest, and
whatever zest had existed in the beginning between them soon
dissipated. So, when Dana would telephone to set up a date, Hanny
started putting her off. After three or four times, Dana understood
what was happening and she stopped calling. At least the affair
ended without trouble. Hanny hated it when she had trouble at the
end of a relationship.

One day Hanny had some work done on the
wiring in the townhouse, and she met Tami, a butch electrician. She
was a lanky blonde with a confident air, her body moving like a
cowboy, long legs, and work boots, looking very tough with all
those tools attached to a belt around her waist.

Hanny made the first move. She flirted. She
brought Tami coffee as she worked, and then she convinced her to
have a beer. Hanny had suggested a martini, but Tami wanted a beer.
Not too classy, Hanny thought. But she found that attractive. She
was tired of professional dykes. Here was an unpretentious Irish
working class butch without pretensions.

The next time their eyes met, Hanny said: "I
just broke up with someone. It just didn't work out with her."

Tami made a noncommittal sound in her
throat.

Was she interested or not?

Hanny said: "You're gay, aren't you?"

Tami smiled. She had clean white teeth and
Hanny was more interested than ever.

Tami said: "What do you think?"

"Just making sure."

"It's a nice house."

"It's really too big."

"A palace."

"Are you living with anyone?"

"Not right now."

"Would you like to see the rest of the
house?"

Tami hesitated. "Why don't I finish the job
and come back at six? I've got one more call to make."

Hanny passed the remainder of the afternoon
waiting for six o'clock. When Tami finally returned and stood there
in the doorway, Hanny decided the wait was worth it.

"We've got the house to ourselves," Hanny
said.

"No maid?"

"Sure, but she's off today."

"It must be nice being rich."

"It has its advantages."

"I bet it does."

Tami's hair was still damp from a shower.
Hanny caught a faint whiff of Old Spice. Tami seemed shyer than
earlier, more tender. Hanny wondered if this could be something.
Tami looked so appealing; Hanny yearned for her.

"I won't scream if you kiss me," Hanny
said.

* * *

Michelle said: "Sheila, I can't go on like
this."

"Go on like what?"

"You know what I mean. I'm here sometimes
and I'm not here other times. I want us to have a life
together."

"Baby, we do have a life together. We're
together almost every day, aren't we?"

"I need emotional security in my life."

"Everyone does."

"Then why can't we live together? You can
move in with me, or I can move in here, or we can find a larger
apartment."

"You know I'm not doing that."

"Why not?"

"Aren't you happy when you're with me?"

"Yes!"

"And the sex is good?"

"Yes, the sex is good."

"Then why spoil it? We're doing fine now,
and it's no time to spoil it."

"I want to live with you."

"Maybe you don't like the idea that I see
other women."

"That too. Why should I like that?"

"You're too traditional. You know I'm not
like that."

"Do you love me?"

"Yes, I love you. You're the only reason I'm
still here in Columbus."

"If you loved me, you wouldn't see anyone
else."

"Don't try to change me, Michelle. Don't
try."

"Is this all I'll ever have of you?"

"There's nothing more to give, love. There
really isn't."

* * *

Hanny said: "Are you sure?"

"Yes," Michelle said. "It's finished. I told
her I won't see her anymore. It's really finished."

"Poor baby. If you ask me, it was
inevitable. I never thought she'd be any good for you."

"I feel so miserable."

"Come on home with me. We'll have a drink
with Tami, and then we'll all go to dinner somewhere."

"You're so lucky to have Tami, Hanny."

"Yes, I know."

Tami had been living with Hanny two months,
and Hanny was beginning to think it was permanent.

They had dinner in a Chinese restaurant at
Easton, and after that they went back to Hanny's house and Hanny
fixed Michelle a double martini.

"Just what you need, honey. Two or three of
these and you'll be on top of the world again."

It was better than dope, but after the
second martini, Michelle felt more miserable than ever. She was
drunk, but still miserable. And watching the affection between
Hanny and Tami did not help at all.

"I think I'd better go home," Michelle
said.

Hanny wouldn't allow it. She said Michelle
was too tight. They had an extra bedroom, there was no need to go
anywhere, it was better not to be alone right after you break up
with someone.

Smirking, looking at Tami, then smirking at
Michelle again, Hanny said: "Maybe Tami and I can cheer you up.
Tami?"

"Whatever you want, lover."

"Oh no," Michelle said, as high as a kite
but still guessing what Hanny intended. She knew Hanny, knew that
look in Hanny's eyes.

All three had been occupying individual
armchairs in Hanny's large living room, but now Hanny left her
chair and she came to Michelle and knelt on the rug to remove
Michelle's shoes.

"Poor little baby," Hanny said. "Sweet
little toes. We'll make you feel good."

Michelle was too weak, mentally and
physically too weak to resist anything. She remembered the good
times she and Hanny had had when they'd been lovers. That seemed
ages ago. Even if it hadn't lasted too long, the connection had
been there. She moved her legs apart when Hanny wanted it. Hanny
stroked her calves and knees and thighs, and before long Hanny was
giggling as she struggled to get Michelle's pantyhose removed.

"Come on, help me," Hanny said, and Michelle
obliged by lifting her hips to get herself stripped. She looked at
Tami, but Tami lay sprawled in her chair with her eyes almost
closed and no expression at all on her face. Tami didn't seem to
care one way or the other what they were doing.

Hanny caressed Michelle's legs, hands
massaging her feet, ankles, calves, knees, and thighs. Michelle had
memories of Hanny doing this years ago. She parted her knees as
Hanny bent forward to kiss her thighs. She watched everything. That
brunette head bent over her lap. The feel of Hanny's wet lips on
the insides of her thighs. Hanny leaned back and pulled Michelle
forward, and Michelle was suddenly afraid she was not clean. She
hadn't showered since this morning. She remembered Hanny was always
finicky about cleanliness, but at this moment Hanny didn't seem to
care about it. Not at all. Michelle whimpered as she felt Hanny's
tongue burrowing like a snake between her labia.

Her knees in the air, Michelle looked at
Tami and she saw Tami still looking apathetic, eyes drooping, body
stretched out with her long legs on the floor. Cowboy boots. The
boots reminded Michelle of Sheila. Hanny's nose was now rubbing
Michelle's clit, back and forth, back and forth, a rhythm that
Hanny knew only too well would make Michelle come.

"Come for me," Hanny said, her voice muffled
against Michelle's cunt.

She kept her face moving against Michelle's
wetness, making sucking noises with her mouth, really into it.
Michelle was so drunk she almost giggled at the noise, but she
caught herself in time. Hanny was working her so well; she was
afraid to do anything that might make Hanny stop. She was wide open
now, her knees high in the air, heels just touching Hanny's
shoulders, her neck bent as she watched Hanny's nose rubbing back
and forth on her clit. She came again, Hanny carrying her through
it, sucking like mad when Michelle gushed on her lips. Abruptly,
Hanny pulled away and looked at Tami.

"Come on, Tami. Make her forget her
troubles."

Tami unwound on her chair, coming to life,
rising, long legs crossing the carpet as Michelle lay sprawled with
a third martini in one hand, dress pulled back to her belly, knees
wide apart, showing everything. Through the haze of alcohol,
Michelle was still ambivalent about Tami. Did she want Tami to fuck
her? Then Tami was there, on her knees in front of Michelle, the
angular Irish face, the eyes gazing with interest at Michelle's
already worked over cunt.

Tami's head came down, and Michelle groaned
as she felt the first broad sweep of the strong tongue. Oh yes,
this was something special. The tongue was everywhere, like a
wriggling fish between her labia, swiping over her clit. Michelle
rocked her raised knees. For a long moment, she imagined it was
Sheila working her, then caught herself, stunned at the
substitution. Naughty girl, you shouldn't do that. Not fair.
Closing her eyes because Tami's tongue was now slapping her anus,
wet slaps and then a dip inside, then pulling back to slap again.
Tami's fingers were on Michelle's cunt, her thumb sliding into the
opening, her forefinger working the shaft of Michelle's clit as her
tongue curled in and out of Michelle's tight little bottom...

In the dark night, Michelle opened her eyes
without any memory of the end of it, her head pounding, one of
Hanny's thighs like a ton of bricks on her belly, Tami somewhere
else, maybe in another room. Michelle crawled out from under
Hanny's thigh, staggered in the dark to the bathroom to vomit up
the Chinese dinner into Hanny's art deco bathroom sink. Michelle's
face in the mirror. Is that you, Michelle? Can't go on, she
thought. Got to end it because I can't go on. Got to end it. Got to
get out. Got to go somewhere...

***

Old Friends

When Laura walked down Market Street, she
liked to think she was looked at. Five years ago, when she'd first
arrived in San Jose, she'd wanted the opposite, anonymity, the
comfort of being just another dyke on the street, a comfort she'd
never known before, never known anywhere.

Now, however, she wanted the eyes, wanted
the attention, wanted the individuality.

She was tall and lean, part Yurok Indian
(the good part, she thought), and when people looked at her, when
people watched her walking on Auzerais Street, she often reminded
them of a pagan apparition. She wore her dark hair tied in a single
long braid, and around her throat and wrists there was always heavy
worked silver of some kind or another, Italian or Mexican, jewelry
befitting a goddess of ancient and mysterious rites. But even
goddesses needed to work, and this one earned her living as a
social case worker for the City of San Jose, currently Assistant
Director of a special unit concerned with homeless women.

It was now dusk, the business rush hour
finished, the evening crowds on Market Street not yet arrived, and
when Laura walked into the Tulip Bar, she was not surprised to find
the place nearly empty. But all she wanted now was a cold beer, and
so when she walked up to the bar and ordered a draft, she hardly
even looked at the blonde sitting at the bar about ten feet away.
Then the beer came, and after the first long drink to appease her
thirst, Laura wiped her mouth with a napkin and looked at the
blonde again. Interesting. New. Maybe thirty. Maybe straight. Good
face. Good legs. Everything else more or less hidden. And maybe
alone.

Laura hated rejection. She hardly ever
attempted to pick up strange women, not a cold pick-up anyway,
since she knew enough people to arrange an introduction if it was
someone she'd never spoken to before. There was a time when she'd
been able to gamble a pitch at any woman who looked available, an
ability energized by an almost frantic need for sexual contact. One
suffered the rejections in order to gain the acceptances. But no
more. She was too drained now after a series of bad relationships,
and these days she had learned how to cultivate masturbation to
make it work for her. No more frantic one-night stands, the hell
with that. She would rather use her fingers or a vibrator, anything
except allow her clit to rule her life.

But the blonde did look interesting. Very
femme if she was indeed gay. Cute, sexy, intelligent looking, and
the legs were marvelous.

When their eyes met for the third time,
Laura said: "I haven't seen you here before."

"First time," the blonde said. And then she
added: "I'm new in San Jose, actually."

"Oh?"

The blonde laughed. "What does that
mean?"

"Nothing, I guess. Can I buy you a drink? My
name's Laura."

"Yes, you can buy me a drink. And my name's
Michelle."

* * *

They sat in a booth near the front entrance.
That was Laura's favorite spot, because later when the room became
crowded, one could avoid the constant traffic of women going to or
returning from the two washrooms near the kitchen in the back.

Michelle drank whiskey sours and Laura drank
draft beer.

"What are you doing in San Jose?" Laura
said.

"A new job in an art gallery." Michelle
mentioned a place near Market Street. "I was in a gallery in
Columbus and I now I'm here."

"Is the work interesting?"

"Very."

"That's good."

"And what do you do?"

"I'm a social worker. Here's my card in you
ever need me."

"Now that's really interesting. You never
know, i just might."

Laura laughed. "Most of the time it's
boring."

Laura wanted to kiss her ears where they
peeked out between the strands of wavy blonde hair. Not too blonde.
Dark blonde and some brown. Hair that looked fresh and sweet. A
perfect mouth colored by a light red lipstick.

Michelle said: "So far I like San Jose very
much."

Laura sighed. "I suppose I shouldn't say
this, but I'll say it anyway. I'm assuming you're gay."

Michelle smiled. "Oh yes. And what about
you?"

"I think you already know I am."

"Well, maybe..."

"Are you with anyone?"

"Not for months. I'm still recovering if you
know what I mean."

Laura drained her beer glass. "Oh, I know,
all right. I know all about recovering. The trouble is there's
always a piece of you that never gets returned. What about dinner?
Would you like to have dinner with me?"

* * *

Laura took Michelle to an Italian restaurant
that had the best lasagna in town. The lights were dim, the table
had a candle on it, and the evening became romantic. Laura was
never sure about how to romance a new woman, because she'd learned
you could never predict anything. Sometimes they loved it,
sometimes they thought it was corny, sometimes they acted like
robots and they seemed oblivious to everything. She wanted very
much to go to bed with Michelle because Michelle turned her on, but
she was also afraid of coming on too strong. She encouraged herself
by thinking Michelle would have turned down the dinner invitation
if she had no interest in sex. But Laura knew there were all kinds
of crazy, unpredictable, neurotic women in San Jose, and you could
take nothing for granted.

After dinner, Michelle agreed to go along
with Laura to a dyke bar where they could dance. Laura had chosen
this place because they did more slow dancing than the others, and
she wanted Michelle in her arms. She was so hot now, she was
worried she would start shaking as soon as she felt Michelle's body
against her own. But once they were on the dance floor, she felt
more secure and she concentrated on turning Michelle on. As they
pressed against each other, she rubbed Michelle's back with her
hands, and whenever she had the opportunity she pushed her thigh
between Michelle's legs and made an obvious sexual movement as she
kissed or licked Michelle's ear. God, she loved how her hair
smelled! Laura was so turned on now, she could feel her juices
running each time she moved her legs.

Finally, she couldn't take it anymore, and
she said: "Let's go somewhere. Can we go to my place?"

Michelle pulled back a bit and looked at
her. "Can we do that some other time? I've got a tremendous
headache, and I think I'd like to go home."

Laura covered her disappointment by
immediately turning to lead Michelle off the dance floor. "Sure,
whatever you say. Come on, I'll take you home."

They said nothing to each other in the taxi,
but when they were standing on the landing outside Michelle's
apartment, Michelle allowed herself to be kissed and Laura thought
there was still a chance. She slid her tongue into Michelle's
mouth, and Michelle accepted it. When her hands dropped down to
hold Michelle's buttocks, Michelle accepted that too.

"Let me come inside," Laura said.

Michelle squirmed in her arms. "Please... I
told you..."

Laura pulled away. "All right. Sorry. Maybe
I'll see you around."

And with that Laura turned and hurried down
the steps, cursing, telling herself she was a fool for being taken
in by a tease, doubting now that Michelle was even a lesbian. Maybe
she was just another straight bummer teasing a dyke for the
amusement, something to do, and whatever.

She had trouble finding a taxi, and then as
she sat in the corner in the back of the cab she wanted to cry. Oh
shit, don't cry, she thought. Don't cry, baby, you'll survive it.
She sat in the dark with her hand in her crotch, her fingers
squeezing her cunt through the tight denim of her jeans. It wasn't
just the sex; it was that she'd wanted so much to be with someone
tonight. Tonight, for some reason, she felt lonelier than in a long
while, and what made it worse was that she hated the idea that she
did not know how to live with herself. She couldn't believe that
people who knew how to live with themselves ever felt lonely like
this.

When she arrived home, she stripped off her
clothes and she lay down on the bed in the dark and started
masturbating. But it didn't work. She tried it on her back, and
then she rolled over and tried humping her cunt against her
fingers. No good. She did not want the vibrator. Oh hell. She
pulled the sheet over her head and she fell asleep.

* * *

The next day was Saturday, and at ten
o'clock in the morning her cell phone rang. Laura was still
bleary-eyed when she lifted the phone, and at first she did not
recognize the voice.

"Who?"

"It's Michelle. You remember me, don't you?
We were together last night."

"Oh yes."

"If you're not busy now, I'd like to come
over."

"How did you get my phone number?"

"You gave me your card last night."

Laura felt stupid. Stupefied. Pleased. "Do
have my address?"

"That's on the card too."

* * *

"I suppose you think I'm stupid," Michelle
said as she looked around the small living room, the bay window,
the view of a steep hill that seemed to end abruptly. Magazines and
books were strewn everywhere.

"Did you think I was stupid last night?"

"No. I was just disappointed."

Michelle smiled and came closer. "Well, I'm
here now."

Knowing it still might be dangerous, Laura
accepted the offer and took Michelle in her arms. The first kiss
was light, breezy, and tentative, without commitment. Then Michelle
arched her pelvis forward, and the pressure produced a sudden
explosion of desire in Laura. She tightened her embrace and kissed
fiercely, mashing her lips against Michelle's, her tongue
insistent, aggressive, leaving no room for ambiguity. Michelle
moaned under the attack, and she appeared to go limp. But Laura
held her, supported her, kissed her again, and this time Laura
dropped her hands to Michelle's buttocks and gripped them hard
through Michelle's dress.

"I want you," Laura said.

"Make love to me, please..."

"Oh yes."

There, in the sunlight streaming in through
the bay window, Laura stripped Michelle down to her bra and
panties. She stopped then, and for a while she did nothing but kiss
Michelle everywhere, wet kisses, biting kisses, crouching to run
her lips over Michelle's knees and thighs, rising again to kiss her
belly above the elastic waistband of her panties, rising further to
kiss the hollow between Michelle's breasts where the brassiere left
it uncovered. When she finally removed the brassiere, Michelle's
nipples were like hard little nuggets under her tongue. She took
each nipple in her mouth in turn, bit them gently, sucked them,
made them swell even further, and as she did this she trailed her
hand down between Michelle's thighs, her fingers tickling the
panty- covered mound, down and under to feel the seeping wetness,
the proof of Michelle's excitement.

She wanted to sniff at her. She crouched in
front of Michelle and boldly sniffed at the joining of her thighs.
Michelle groaned, arched her back and opened her thighs.

"Yes!"

Laura nuzzled in and bit the swollen labia
through the wet cotton. Her hands were on Michelle's buttocks
again, her fingers tracing the curves of her firm ass, pressing the
globes, squeezing them.

Abruptly, she pulled at the waistband of
Michelle's panties and peeled them down. Michelle swayed, held onto
Laura's shoulder as she stepped out of the panties. Laura tossed
them away and immediately buried her face in the blonde garden. She
sniffed it, inhaled deeply, pushed her nose against the soft wet
lips. Honey-dripper, Laura thought. She held back the urge to lick
and suck.

She would do that later. First something
quick. She rose to take Michelle's mouth with her own. Michelle
moaned under the kiss, and then moaned again as Laura's hand closed
over her cunt.

Her mouth still plastered against
Michelle's, Laura started working her, two fingers inside the
wetness, her thumb on Michelle's clit, her wrist shaking as she
caught the signals that she was doing Michelle perfectly. Sucking
hard at Laura's tongue, Michelle humped her pelvis against the hand
that possessed her. When she came, her body shook from head to toe,
jerking, twisting, a spasmodic climax so intense it sent an
electric jolt into Laura's belly.

* * *

They lay naked on Laura's bed. Michelle was
on her back, her knees up, her feet on Laura's shoulders. Laura's
fingers moved inside Michelle's vagina as she leaned over to taste
her. Michelle shivered. Bending lower, Laura parted the hair with
her free hand. Only one lamp was on, but it was enough to show
everything, the pink flesh, the running juice, Michelle's vagina
gripping Laura's sliding fingers. Michelle put her hands on Laura's
head, and Laura lowered her mouth to the pink lips. She blew her
warm breath against the folds and Michelle moaned in response. She
ran her tongue over the underside of Michelle's clit and Michelle
gasped. Again. Her tongue teasing, sliding from side to side under
the stiff promontory. She eased her fingers out of the hole and
licked them, tasted Michelle, smelled her.

She rubbed her nose into the wet, down
between the lips and then up again to smear the wetness over the
stiff clit. Michelle groaned and flung her knees wider. Laura
lapped the juices on either side of the clit, her fingers back
inside and moving slowly in and out. She could feel Michelle's clit
swelling as she sucked it softly, a hard little button between her
soft lips, her fingers continually sliding in and out, in and out.
Then her fingers were all the way out and her tongue moved down to
the opening.

Michelle whimpered and humped upward as if
to grab Laura's tongue with her cunt. Laura drank her, sucking the
juices between her lips, slurping, not caring about the noise she
made, her face wet, breathing on the wet cunt, the tip of her
tongue flapping against it. Again. Again.

Her tongue striking Michelle's clit more
firmly as Michelle squirmed and pushed upward again. Slapping the
clit now, slapping it with her tongue, Michelle bucking up and down
and up again. With her fingers, Laura pulled at the mound above the
clit to get the flesh more exposed. Her tongue rapidly swiped from
side to side, and suddenly Michelle jerked and started coming, her
cunt contracting on Laura's fingers, gripping them, Michelle crying
out as Laura's lips captured Michelle's clit and held it prisoner.
Under lock and key. She kept her face pressed against Michelle's
cunt as Michelle continued coming.

* * *

"Let me do you."

"No."

"Oh god."

"What?"

"I hope you're not a damn stone butch. I
hate stone butches."

"I'm not that way. I'm too strung out. I
came before."

"You did?"

"I came while I was eating you. That never
happens to me."

"I'm flattered."

"Don't run away."

"Oh, don't worry about that. I'm not going
anywhere."

"Good."

"You're different."

"Different than what? Other women?"

"My last, anyway."

"The one you're always thinking about?"

"Yes. But I'm not thinking about her now.
I'm thinking about you."

"I need someone in my life."

Michelle sighed, pressing her face into
Laura's armpit.

"Okay."

"Okay?"

"Okay."

END
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