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Jill's hands paused over the keyboard, the
freckles of her pretty face illuminated by the harsh glow of the
computer screen. Running her hands through her auburn hair, she
sighed in frustration. There was no other lighting in the room and
at some time shortly after 1am, the only interruption in the
blackness outside was provided by the increasingly numerous
snowflakes dancing past her window. She had left the blinds open,
hoping the snowstorm would inspire her, but writer's block had set
in with a vengeance and she decided to go downstairs to make a
drink.

The bright light of the kitchen was a
pleasant change from the gloom of the storm, but as she tightened
her dressing gown around her petite body and climbed the stairs,
drink in hand, she heard a muffled bang outside. As she lived
alone, she was always wary of strangers outside her home, but in
such a rural location on such an unforgiving night she wasn't
worried about burglars. She guessed that there had been an accident
on the road which came within a hundred yards of her isolated
house, and when she returned to the room where she wrote she could
see a set of headlights at crazy angles, white fingers in the
gloom. She waited, knowing she should try to help but reluctant to
venture out on such a stormy night. This is one occasion when a man
would be useful, she mused. After several relationships had ended
unhappily, she had decided she could cope very well without a man
and had grown used to living alone. However, there were times when
she had to admit she needed one....

 


Paula sighed, trying to gauge the extent of
the damage to her sporty two seater. It had been a big mistake to
attempt the journey from the airport that night but after a holiday
to remember she had been desperate to return home. Visibility had
got progressively worse, to the extent that she had managed to
drive into the back of a parked car. At least she had been driving
slowly enough to not have hurt herself, she thought, but why
someone had decided to stop in the middle of nowhere she couldn't
imagine. It was incredible to think that twenty four hours ago she
had been by the pool of an exclusive hotel in the Caribbean, on her
hands and knees with her face buried in the pussy of a cute blonde
student from Florida, whose name she couldn't quite remember now,
while a wonderfully glamourous Spanish woman named Isobel had
crouched behind her, eating her pussy with such expertise she had
come time and time again. Isobel's number and email address was in
her phone – she'd promised to fly to Spain to visit her as soon as
she could. I wish I was there now, she thought, not stranded in a
snowstorm in the middle of nowhere!

Paula had recently split from her girlfriend
and after two weeks of tearful conversations, trying to breathe
life into a relationship that had died some time ago, she had
needed a break. When she saw an ad for a 'lesbian only' week at a
wonderful hotel in the Caribbean in a gay magazine, she thought it
would be a chance to get away on her own and maybe let her hair
down. She hadn't expected it to be a succession of orgies,
quickies, fumbles and threesomes!

When she arrived at the hotel and checked in,
she had gone straight to her room, throwing her suitcase onto the
bed and wandering onto the balcony to check out the view. The pool
looked impressive, but the biggest point of interest was on the
neighbouring balcony. The woman she would later know as Isobel was
sat on a plastic chair, naked apart from a pair of exquisite
strappy high heeled red sandals, legs wide open, head arched back
in ecstasy, full mane of dark hair cascading down her back. The
cause of the rapturous look on her face was obvious – there was a
very petite olive skinned girl kneeling between her thighs, tiny
hands resting on the top of Isobel's thighs as she lapped away at
her, eyes closed but mouth open, tongue glistening with pussy
juice.

Paula had never seen anything quite as sexy
and couldn't help but stare open mouthed as Isobel's hands moved up
to caress her ample boobs, stiff brown nipples standing proud as
her mouth opened in a silent gasp. Somehow, a sixth sense made her
aware of Paula's presence and she turned to look at the new
onlooker, big eyes full of lust.

'Hello senorita! Have you just arrived,
sweetheart?'

'Yes....I'm sorry – I didn't mean to stand
here watching, but....' Isobel smiled slowly in response.

'Don't apologize – it is nice that you like
what you see! You would like to join us, perhaps?'

'Well, yes – sure!'

'Good. The door is not locked. You should
undress first, I think.'

'Okay!' Paula retreated to her room,
hesitating for a moment before quickly shedding her clothes. She
was no shy wallflower, and she'd been hoping for just this kind of
sexy encounter, but wandering naked into a stranger's hotel room
was a bit of a challenge, even for her! However, she was very proud
of her athletic body, long back hair and golden tan. At twenty
five, she'd lived long enough to know her body, as well as her
pretty face, was more than capable of charming anyone that liked
girls! She had always liked girls and though men constantly
approached her, she'd never been interested in them.

Armed with nothing more than her door key,
she slipped into the corridor, then quickly into the room next
door.

'Hey sexy girl, come out here to us!' Paula
was soon on the balcony, admiring the scene from a new angle. Close
up, Isobel was truly beautiful, a sensual woman only a few years
older than Paula. Her Latin looks, full figure and obvious
confidence combined to make her a captivating woman and Paula felt
her heart miss a beat as the Spaniard admired her naked body. The
young girl was still slurping hungrily away, tiny yet shapely
bottom catching Paula's eye, the girl seemingly oblivious to her
presence.

'Sit by me, honey', smiled Isobel, indicating
a vacant chair by her side. When Paula sat a dark arm slid over her
shoulders, pulling her close, both women eager for the kiss that
followed. Paula could smell Isobel's perfume, intoxicating her as
much as the soft full lips that met hers. As their mouths parted,
Paula felt a gasp on Isobel's breath, ecstasy on her face as she
came, quietly murmuring in Spanish as she stroked the hair of the
young girl that was pleasuring her.

After a few moments her eyes opened, smiling
contentedly down at the young girl that was still gently kissing
her sex.

'Josie, could you perhaps look after this
young lady?' Josie lifted her head, smiling shyly at Paula as she
moved between her legs. Paula only had a few moments to take in her
cute face before it sank down between her open legs, tongue eagerly
seeking out her sex.

'Oh God!' Paula couldn't believe a pretty
little stranger was eating her pussy, and so expertly too!

'Yes, she's very good, isn't she?'

'Mmm, yes. You don't mind....'

'Oh no – she is not my girlfriend! I met her
in the bar last night. She is from Canada, I think.' Paula was lost
for words but there was no denying the heat in her pussy and she
sighed with pleasure as she looked down at the pretty girl, surely
still a teenager, happily licking her clitoris, tongue touching all
the right places and giving her such pleasure.

'My name is Isobel, honey. Is this your first
time here?'

'Yes, it is. I'm Paula, by the way.'

'I thought so. I have been here each summer
for the last five years. I would remember a pretty face like
yours.'

'Thank you! You look really sexy too – I
couldn't believe what I saw when I walked onto the balcony!'

'Oh, you are kind! I love these two weeks –
every year it's lots of pretty girls, all lesbian, all sexy!'

'Is it really this wild?'

'Oh yes, look over the balcony, honey!' Paula
turned a little to look down at the scene. There wasn't a man in
sight, and though some women were sunbathing, many were in pairs,
cuddling and kissing. Some were doing a lot more – Paula could see
some in the sixty nine position, some relaxing on a lounger while
they were licked by a partner, and some that had become a group, a
tangle of arms and legs, mouths and fingers touching pussies,
breasts, anywhere where they could give pleasure. Those not taking
part looked on, enjoying the show.

'Wow!'

'Yes, it is all about making love here. I
hope, we will make love later?' Paula smiled happily at the
beautiful stranger next to her and as they held hands for the first
time she could feel the beginnings of an incredible orgasm building
in her pussy.

'Oh Jesus, that's good, don't stop!' As Paula
came, Isobel leaned down to gently suck on an erect nipple and
Paula responded by reaching out to stroke the hair of each woman as
they helped her achieve an incredible orgasm.

Now it seemed a million miles away as Paula
got out of her car, the cold wind immediately ripping through her
clothes and chilling her to the bone. Just as she realized she was
totally stranded she was surprised by a figure looming up out of
the gloom.

'Oh God honey, are you okay?' asked a
feminine voice. 'I saw you coming, but I didn't have time to warn
you. My car's died and I was trying to ring for help, but there's
no mobile signal out here. I've been walking along the road trying
to get a signal, but I should have left my lights on.'

'No, it's my fault. Look, I've almost driven
off the road, that's why I hit you.' As the newcomer came closer to
her, Paula could make out her face properly for the first time. She
was well wrapped up in a heavy coat, and was wearing a woolen hat
to keep her head warm, but Paula could see enough of her dark face
to know she was a pretty girl. She had the most sensuous full lips
that Paula had ever seen and the fact that she had never slept with
a black girl made her seem all the more alluring. Paula guessed
from her full face that she was not a slim girl, though it was
impossible to tell through the layers of clothing she was covered
in. Her face had a pleasing roundness to it and her big dark eyes
helped to raise Paula's interest, though the situation was as
unromantic as she could imagine!

'Hey honey, haven't you got a coat? You'll
freeze!' Now the shock of the accident was wearing off, Paula
realized she was very cold. She reached into her car for the thin
jacket she had foolishly packed, before turning to look at the
black girl again.

'Will we have to walk back to town?'

'Hell girl, that's five miles! We'd never get
there! There's a house over there, though - look, see the
light?'

'Oh yes.'

'Come on, let's go - I just hope someone's
home. My name's Traci, what's yours?'

 


Jill had just put the phone down, having rung
the police for advice. They'd told her the road was almost
impassable and asked her to see if anyone needed help. Unless there
was a medical emergency, they'd have to wait until the morning for
help. As she rose from her desk to get her boots and coat on, she
made out two figures approaching her house through the storm. It
must be a couple that have broken down, she thought and decided to
let them come to her. As she watched, the couple linked arms,
huddling together against the snow.

 


Traci and Paula had linked arms, but only so
they could be surer of keeping their balance as they stumbled
through the deeper snow of the uncleared track to Jill's house.
Paula spent a lot of time at the gym, but she had the feeling that
Traci was not quite as fit as her!

'Are you alright?'

'Sure, angel. I'm just not built for dragging
my ass through snowdrifts!'

'Almost there, at least it's not deserted. I
just hope they don't turn us away.'

'Listen, I don't care if the Devil himself
opens that door, I'm going in!'

They needn't have worried, as Jill flung the
door open before they knocked, ushering them in, concern on her
face.

'You must be frozen! Let me help you with
your coats. Have you had an accident? The road must be treacherous.
I think you're stuck here, at least for tonight.'

'You don't mind if we stay, sugar?' Traci was
emerging from her thick padded coat like a chick from an egg, and
her impressive bosom caught Paula's eye immediately, even though it
was still under several more layers of clothing.

'Of course you can stay! I've only got one
spare room, but it's a big bed.'

'Oh, thank you!' Traci beamed in reply, and
Jill wondered for the first time if the two young women were
friends or lovers. As Traci helped a shivering Paula out of her
thin jacket, before rubbing her shoulders to get some warmth into
her body, she felt they might be more than friends.

'Come into the kitchen and let me fix you
both a hot drink.' As Jill made herself busy, Paula spoke for the
first time.

'I'm so glad you're being so kind to us -
we've been dreading meeting some eccentric farmer who'd send us
away and leave us to try walking back into town.'

'Well, I'm certainly no farmer! Actually I'm
a writer, and being out in the country helps me focus on my work.
It's not so good in winters like this though! Let's go and sit by
the fire, shall we?' Traci excused herself to go to the bathroom,
and Paula knelt by the fire, warmth slowly returning to her
body.

'Do you need to use the phone to ring your
husband?' Jill's curiosity had got the better of her.

'No I don't have a husband, actually I'm gay.
Do you have a partner?' Jill was a little thrown by Paula's
openness, but was happy to reply.

'No I don't. I live alone here. I'm not a
lesbian, though.' As the words left her lips, Jill realized how
clumsy they sounded. 'Sorry, I didn't mean….'

'Don't worry', Paula smiled. 'I like to be
open about my sexuality, but it does surprise people
sometimes'.

'Oooh, heat!' Traci burst back into the room
and knelt by Paula, keen to enjoy the warmth of the fire. I knew
they were a couple, thought Jill, watching the two young women
sitting companionably together.

Traci wasn't gay, but as she lived alone and
had no family she had no need of the landline. She knew her car was
stuck where it was until morning, and the strange grinding noise
she'd heard made her suspect it may never move again. She worked as
a chef at the diner in town, and was now regretting never getting
round to leaving her little flat in the next town to move closer to
a job she loved. Volunteering to stay and lock up tonight had also
been a mistake, but it was her boss' wedding anniversary and he had
been keen to get away. As Paula and Jill chatted, she sat in an
armchair, lost in thought. She'd been hoping to move in with Adam,
one of the regulars at the diner. They'd gone from dating to being
a committed couple quite quickly, but though she'd fallen for him,
he was becoming more distant. She could have gone to his flat in
town tonight, but pride had made her start the drive home instead,
feeling she was doing all the running as it was. However, she
couldn't stop thinking that if she had, they'd be together in his
big bed now, making love.

Sex with Adam was one part of their
relationship that had never been a problem. Somehow, their needs
and desires had always seemed to coincide, and they met each
other's needs perfectly. If Traci had wanted a quickie, he would be
happy to oblige and would be pulling up her skirt, pushing her over
the small dining table in her flat, tugging her knickers out of the
way and pushing his cock into her, pounding relentlessly until he
filled her with spunk.

She remembered one train journey where his
craving for a blow job had fitted her exhibitionist streak
perfectly. She had teased him mercilessly, slyly stroking his cock
when no-one was looking as they stood in the crowd, undoing a
button on her blouse and flashing a boob at him when she could get
away with it. As the crowd thinned, they found an alcove where they
were alone for a moment, by which time Adam was as hard as a rock.
Traci had a hand on his zip when a ticket inspector walked past.
The thought that if he had appeared a minute later he would have
seen her on her knees sucking him was an incredible turn on for
her. As soon as they were alone Traci knelt as Adam freed his cock.
She wrapped her full lips round the head, pausing for a moment to
look up at him, teasing him one last time, before sliding her mouth
as far down the shaft as she could manage. He came almost
instantly, filling her mouth with spunk, as it was a good thing
that he did as the ticket inspector returned only a few moments
later. Traci stood, her mouth still full of his seed, and Adam
managed to hide his wilting member away just in time. As Adam
showed the inspector their tickets, Traci stood behind the
official, letting a thick droplet of sperm escape from the corner
of her mouth and drip down her chin, winking sexily at her
boyfriend.

It was the long afternoons and nights of
lovemaking she was going to miss most of all, she knew, and for the
first time she realized that they had made love for the last
time.

 


Some time later, Jill was alone at her
computer again, waiting for inspiration. She'd shown the visitors
to the spare room and returned to work, though the words still
wouldn't come. She wondered if they were making love, and imagined
Paula's pretty face between Traci's ample thighs, licking at her
secret pink flesh as her slim fingers reached up to caress the
black girl's magnificent boobs. In reality Paula was fast asleep,
snoring quietly. She had decided to keep her sexuality a secret
from Traci rather than risk worrying her or losing her bed for the
night and, after stripping down to her knickers, had jumped into
bed and fallen asleep as soon as Traci joined her. She had taken
the opportunity to watch Traci undress, without making it too
obvious, and had enjoyed what she had seen. The pretty black girl
had taken off her jeans to reveal full, but very shapely legs, but
to Paula's disappointment she had kept her T shirt on, unclipping
her bra and pulling it through an arm hole before sliding into bed.
That's a shame, thought Paula, as she drifted off, I would have
liked to see those boobs, they look fantastic!

Traci felt a little self conscious getting
into bed with a girl with such a perfect toned body. She normally
slept nude, but didn't want to show her body - if she'd known how
sexy Paula thought she was, she might have changed her mind! Unlike
the white girl, sleep wouldn't come for Traci. Thoughts of her
boyfriend and her poor car, not helped by Paula's snoring, kept her
worrying until she gave up and got up, thinking she'd find
somewhere to sit alone for a while.

Jill heard Traci in the corridor and turned
to smile at the young girl.

'Can't sleep?' she whispered.

'Nope.'

'Let's go downstairs. I'll make you a drink.
I'm not achieving anything here anyway.' Soon they were on the sofa
in front of the fire again, the petite redhead with pale porcelain
skin a contrast to the ebony tones of the amply proportioned woman
that sat alongside her.

'I'm worried about the cost of getting my car
back on the road, but I'm more worried about my partner', she
confided, putting her empty cup down. 'We've got to the end of the
road, I think.'

'Oh honey, that's a shame!' Traci's eyes were
filling with tears and Jill instinctively opened her arms, the
black girl leaning into them. They embraced for some time, Traci's
worries coming out in a series of quiet sobs. Jill couldn't believe
she was cuddling a lesbian while her partner slept on the floor
above, but she found she liked the soft warmth of Traci's body,
ample boobs pushing against her more modest chest. It had been so
long since Jill had slept with a man….

Traci had wondered whether her unexpected
host was a lesbian - there was no evidence of a man, and no sign
that one had ever set foot inside the house. When their embrace
came to a natural end, Jill was ready with a tissue to wipe away
her tears, leaning close and touching her so tenderly, Traci
decided that she must be gay. The touches were so comforting, and
she so needed someone to care….she decided that, tonight at least,
she didn't mind, and dared a question.

'Would you like to kiss me?' The two women
gazed into each others eyes, both needing love, both so
uncertain.

'But what about Paula?'

'She's fast asleep.'

'Oh….' Slowly, they leant closer, both
hesitant. Their lips met, the lightest of contact at first, two
hearts pounding with the excitement of this new experience. They
parted again, long enough for each girl to look at the other one
once more, eyes seeking confirmation and reassurance, before they
kissed again, meeting for a little longer this time, the softest of
kisses. When Jill's lips parted slightly, Traci's mouth opened to
mimic it, and the kiss became a little more intimate. Breaking
contact again, the two girls embraced, both needing a moment to
gather their courage before kissing again.

The next kiss was more confident, both girls
ready to go a little further. In unspoken agreement, lips parted
and two tongues, tentatively at first, sought each other out. The
tips made a gentle contact before they probed a little further,
slipping slowly, taking and giving pleasure. Now they were
embracing again, hugging and stroking, enjoying the contact. It was
Traci that first decided her T shirt was in the way, breaking the
embrace for a moment to tug it over her head, revealing her full
boobs, dark skin tipped with midnight nipples.

Jill's tummy somersaulted, but her fingers
seemed to have a life of their own, reaching out to touch the ebony
skin. So soft, she thought, watching in awe as Traci's eyes closed
and her mouth opened, a quiet sigh escaping her full lips, still
shining from their kiss. Emboldened by Traci's reaction, Jill
lowered her head, mouth opening to take a nipple, pale hands
caressing dark skin as she did so.

There was no going back now. Jill's face was
flushed with a combination of lust and shame at her own wantonness.
Traci gasped at the loving touch of Jill's mouth, stroking her
auburn hair in response. It feels so good, she thought, does it
matter that it's a woman? Her body answered for her as Jill sucked
the other nipple, her lust rising and making her its slave.

Jill sat back again and they once more sought
reassurance in each others eyes, the uncertainty of a new lover
multiplied by the new gender.

'C'mon, let's get that dressing gown off,
honey.' Busy dark fingers opened the robe and pulled it clear of
her arms. 'Oh, you're beautiful, sweetheart!' Jill's slim body and
pale skin could not have been a greater contrast to the charms of
the woman whose hand was gently caressing her tummy, black skin on
white.

'Please….' Jill found herself pushing her
pert little boobs forward a little, a small part of her amazed at
how much she wanted a taste of the pleasure she had just given.
Both girls smiled now, both sure of their mutual desire, and Traci
took a stiff pink nipple into her mouth, full lips sucking slowly,
sending Jill into ecstasy. When Traci released the nipple, Jill
kissed her again, both women lost in lust now. Traci's hand had
found the top of Jill's knickers and she responded by standing,
encouraging the other girl to her feet. They embraced again, Jill's
hands slipping into the top of Traci's knickers, sliding down to
caress the bottom before tugging the knickers down her thighs a
little. The black girl's hands were equally busy, exploring Jill's
cute little bottom, moving her panties down to give her hands more
freedom to enjoy it. Soon two pairs of knickers were on the floor
and both girls were completely naked.

'Lie down, Traci.'

'Oh, sure.' The black girl stretched out by
the fire, Jill kneeling by her side, a hand moving onto the dark
curls where her legs met. Traci's thighs opened in response as she
watched the white girl nervously let her hand descend a little
further.

'Oh my, you're very wet!'

'I know, baby, I know, Oh my God, that feels
nice!' Jill's slim little fingers were slowly stroking and
caressing. 'Could you kiss me there?' Jill made to move between
Traci's thighs but a hand on her hip made her pause. 'No sugar,
come over me.' Jill happily complied, moving one leg over her prone
girl's body so they were both looking, with some apprehension, at
the other's pussy. Traci reached up with both hands, entranced by
the quim that was so unlike her own, skin so pale, hair a dark
ginger. Her dark fingers contrasted deeply as she gently parted the
lips, revealing a moist pink interior.

'Oh honey, you're wet too!' Jill's only
response was a deep sigh as she felt a finger enter her, Traci's
digit meeting no resistance as it slipped deep inside. 'God, you're
so hot inside!'

'Oh please, don't stop!' The finger began a
steady rhythm, bringing a little gasp of joy and even more liquid.
Suddenly the finger was gone, replaced with a mouth that drank
hungrily at her, tongue lapping at the juices, lips kissing and
sucking.

Jill knew she was close to coming, feeling a
deep joy as the first sensations began to overtake her, but she
lowered her head into the black girl's crotch, keen to give back
the pleasure she was receiving. She took the brown skin covering
Traci's clit into her mouth, letting her tongue explore. She was
dimly aware of the girl's gasp in response, just as she began to
orgasm herself. Traci could feel her lover's hot breath on her wet
pussy, turning her on and bringing her own moment of bliss
closer.

The two women had now totally abandoned
themselves to their lust, and the room was filled with groans,
gasps and sighs as they licked, kissed and slurped away at each
other. Jill's face was wet with juice as she feasted, driven by the
pleasuring she was receiving. Traci was enjoying one long continual
orgasm, bliss following bliss, her tongue buried deep in pussy, wet
fingers gently teasing the tiny pink hole above.

Eventually, passion was spent and the two
girls lay in each others arms, basking in the afterglow of their
lovemaking, arms and legs entwined, neither girl sure where her own
body ended and her lover's began.

Much later, the fire now cold, Jill woke
Traci and led her upstairs by the hand. They slipped into Jill's
bed, embraced, kissed once more, and slept.

 


The next morning, Paula woke, surprised to
find herself alone. She opened the curtains to discover a sunny
morning. The storm had passed and though the snow was thick on the
ground, getting home suddenly felt like less of an
impossibility.

Dressing quickly, she headed for the stairs,
hoping for coffee and a chance to use the phone to summon some
help. Jill's bedroom door was ajar, and she happened to glance in
as she passed. What she saw rooted her to the spot.

Traci and Jill were both completely naked,
duvet only half covering them. Unlike last night, when Traci has
lain straight out on her side of the bed, keeping her distance from
Paula, she was sprawled out, arms and legs spread wide. Jill was
cuddled up by her side, one petite pale hand resting on a dark
breast. As Paula looked on, Traci stirred a little, one arm curling
round the little redhead's shoulders. Jill turned her face to Traci
and they shared a brief kiss. Shocked beyond words, Paula tiptoed
downstairs.

Half an hour later, the three women were at
the kitchen table, sharing coffee and an awkward silence, until
Jill could stand the tension no longer.

'Paula, I really don't know what to say.
Traci told me you were over and though I've never done anything
like this before, it sort of just happened.'

'I don't know what you mean, Jill.'

'But….you saw us in bed together this
morning?'

'Yes, I did.'

'I slept with your girlfriend! Don't you
mind?'

'Traci's not my girlfriend!'

'Hell no, I'm not! We only met last night!
I'm not gay!'

'But we made love last night!'

'I know honey, I was there! I've never slept
with a girl before and when you made a move….'

'You made a move on me, didn't you?'

'Well, whoever started things, it sure was
nice!' They all laughed at that, before Paula spoke again.

'Jill, didn't you tell me last night that you
were straight?'

'Well yes, I am straight.'

'What!' Traci's face was a picture of
surprise. 'I thought….'

'Well, so did I!' Again laughter filled the
room.

'Anyway', continued Paula, 'could I use your
phone? I need to get my car back into town for repairs.'

'Of course.' Jill looked over at Traci, and
another silence descended as Paula left the room to use the phone
in the hallway. After a few moments, Jill summoned up the courage
to speak.

'You don't have to rush off, you know.'

'I know honey, I do think we have things to
talk about.' The two women smiled, each understanding the
other.

'Didn't you say last night that you were
thinking of moving in this direction because of your job? I've been
thinking about getting a lodger, you see….'

'….and you do have a spare room!' Their hands
met at they smiled at each other.

'I don't think we need to worry about using
the spare room!'

 


Thanks for reading my story. If you've
enjoyed it, you may be interested to know I have four other stories
in the 'Lesbian Seduction' series for sale -

A Student's First Time

Photo Shoot

The New Girl at Work

Sex with a Stranger

all available from the website you purchased
this one from. If you prefer, you can now buy all these stories in
one ebook at a bargain price - just search for 'Lesbian Seductions
- An Erotic Collection'.

 


I am currently writing a series of lesbian
orgy stories - the first one, 'A Bride and her Friends' is already
published and available to buy. The next one, 'What would our
Husbands say?' will be on sale from May 2012 and there will be more
to follow - look out for them!

 


I have new stories coming out all the time,
so if you'd like keep up to date with new stories as they appear,
search for Rory Hitch on Facebook – I post messages to let everyone
know what's coming soon and when they're published. If you have any
comments, suggestions or observations I'd love to hear from
you!
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‘I must say I’m very impressed with you.’

A young man only a few days into a new job
would normally be very happy to hear his boss tell him this, and
John was certainly pleased to be so well thought of. The warm
feeling that spread through him as he stood in the manageress’
office was not caused by her words of praise , however. The fact
she was kneeling at his feet and gently stroking his erect knob was
probably the reason.

Both were smartly dressed and looked every
inch the young professionals they were, though the eight inches of
meaty erection poking through John’s flies was not a daily
occurrence in most offices!

‘Yes, very impressive.’

‘Thanks Charlotte, I’m really glad you
offered me a position here and………’ He gasped with desire as
Charlotte took him in her mouth, letting her lips slide down his
cock till her mouth engulfed him completely. John could feel his
knees weaken as her tongue slithered around the underside of his
shaft.

Abruptly she released him from her mouth and
smiled up at him, her dark eyes dancing with lust.

‘Why don’t I offer you another position’, she
responded, getting to her feet and quickly slipping out of her
skirt. Her cotton briefs quickly followed, then she looked John in
the eye again, enjoying the uncertainty and confusion she found
there. Understandable, really, Charlotte thought. Most bosses don’t
give you oral sex on your first day in a new job!

‘As doggy style is my favourite position,
lets try for that shall we?’ Charlotte turned her back on John and
bent over her desk, her high heels helping to push her bottom out
invitingly.

‘OK John, slide it in please. Don’t worry
about hurting me - sucking cock always gets me very wet. Oh, God,
that’s right. Now, some nice slow deep strokes I think. You’ve got
a lovely cock………..mmmmm.’

All was silent for a moment as John, trousers
and boxers now round his ankles, concentrated on gently fucking the
brains out of his incredible new boss. His eyes were glued to the
peachy little bottom he held in his hands and the pretty little
pussy, now being stretched by his swollen dick, below it. Charlotte
had laid her head on the blotting pad, eyes closed and mouth open
in a perfect ‘O’ as she breathed deeply in time with John’s
probing.

The bleeping of the phone on Charlotte’s desk
broke the silence.

‘Don’t you dare stop’, she ordered , before
raising herself onto an elbow and picking up the receiver.

‘Charlotte Walker’, she purred, her deep
throaty tone betraying the fact that she was doing more than office
work at that moment.

‘Hi Charlotte, it’s Wendy on reception. I
just wanted to check the wording of the ad. for the Assistant
vacancy.’

‘Oh, yes’, breathed Charlotte, her voice full
of sex. ‘I’m just in the middle of something. Could you pop in with
it?’ John stopped his rhythmic thrusting. An interruption was the
last thing he expected, especially in the form of a workmate
walking in on them.

‘I thought I told you not to stop’, reminded
his new boss, putting the receiver down. The deep thrusts resumed
at once.

‘Oooh, that’s better. God, you’re good!’ The
door opened and Wendy, holding a newly typed job spec., strolled
in. John knew better than to stop now, and felt his cock stiffen
even more in response to the thrill of being watched by the curvy
young blonde.

Wendy had evidently walked in on similar
scenes before, as she simply placed the paper on Charlotte’s desk,
winking at John through a fringe of curls as she did so.

Sorry to interrupt, but I need to ring it
through before two to get it in tonight’s paper.’

‘No that’s fine Wendy. We are here to work
after all.’ The two women laughed at was obviously a private
joke.

‘John, you fuck like an angel but could I ask
you to take two paces back for a moment?’ He reluctantly obliged
and his dick, shiny with Charlotte’s juices, slid out of her with
an audible slurping noise.

‘If you’ll just give me a minute while I
check this over’, said a suddenly businesslike Charlotte.

‘Actually Wendy, while you’re waiting, would
you like to take over?’ Wendy had been unable to take her eyes off
the throbbing prick and needed no encouragement. She knelt, as
Charlotte had a few minutes ago, and took hold of the steaming cock
with a thumb and forefinger.

‘Wow, now that’s a big cock’.

‘Yes, it’s lovely isn’t it? It really fills
your pussy up. He knows how to use it too!’

‘I aim to please’, responded John, quickly
coming to terms with this bizarre encounter and deciding he would
like his new job.

‘I guess my pussy will have to wait’, said
Wendy, almost to herself. She began to kiss John’s manhood along
it’s length, her full lips tasting Charlotte’s love juice in a
series of little sucks as she did so. John could feel his balls
tighten and he knew he was about to shoot his load.

‘Christ, I’m coming!’

‘I know’, replied Wendy with a cheeky grin,
before taking the head of his cock in her mouth and bathing it in
the warmth and wetness within.

‘Aaahh Jesus! Fucking hell, that’s
incredible!’ Wendy responded with a low moan, deep in her throat.
She could hardly say more, with a mouth full of hard on and spunk!
Charlotte looked over her shoulder and smiled at the ecstatic look
on the young man’s face.

‘I take it you enjoyed that?’

It took John a few seconds to respond to his
new boss, his knees trembling as his orgasm seemed to continue for
an age. He could feel his balls draining into the mouth of the
pretty girl at his knees, her expert lips and tongue working hard
to suck him dry. With one hand on the desk to help him support
himself, he eventually found his voice again.

‘Oh God, you two are incredible!’

‘Why thank you, that’s very kind’. She stood
and turned to face him. ‘I’m sure Wendy is just as pleased. Perhaps
she’ll tell us later’. The blonde was still sucking and swallowing,
obviously enjoying her unexpected task, but raised a thumb in a
‘thumbs up’ gesture that made them both laugh.

‘We work hard here John, but we also look
after each other. We’re all single and we’re all adults. I always
recruit people with an open-minded attitude to sex and
relationships. Better we mix work with pleasure like this than have
to put up with the frustration of working with someone you want but
can’t have, or the whole team suffering from the fallout of office
romances that go wrong, don’t you think?’ John didn’t need to
respond as his face, sporting a goofy grin as Wendy finished
cleaning him up with her tongue, answered for him.

Wendy stood and the two women smiled at each
other.

‘Thanks for your input this afternoon John,’
continued Charlotte, as businesslike as she could be considering
she was still naked from the waist down.

‘If you could ask Sally to run through the
overseas accounts procedures with you we can introduce you to the
international trading desk tomorrow’.

‘Err, yes, of course. Um, thanks and……I’ll
see you tomorrow’. John pulled up his underwear and trousers and
retreated into the corridor. The two women resisted the urge to
laugh but again shared a secret smile.

‘He’ll certainly do, won’t he Wendy!’

‘I’ll say, what a cock! I thought he’d keep
coming forever!’

‘Yes, he’ll fit in fine, I’m sure. Anyway,
could you get this ad in the paper for me? I’ve been thinking it’d
be nice to have another pretty young thing in the office. A girl
this time.’

‘Oh yes, I’m getting tired of being the
youngest here. It’d be nice to have someone my own age to chat with
too.’

‘Hey watch it! I’m only thirty!’

‘Well I’m only twenty!’

‘Hmm, well. As long as you remember us old
fossils occasionally, I won’t mind you having a new friend.’

‘Don’t be daft - you know I’m not like
that!’

‘I’m only teasing, Wendy. Anyway, you'd
better get on the phone if you’re going to get that ad in. When
you’ve done that could you pop back in? I’ve got another job for
you.’

‘Of course, I’ll be back in five minutes.’
Charlotte sat in the large leather chair behind her desk and spread
her legs wide. Her hand began to caress and massage her sex, still
damp from her recent encounter, perfectly manicured fingers sliding
over her clitoris and exploring the sensitive walls of her
pussy.

‘Well go on then, Wendy. Your next job is
waiting for you’. Wendy smiled.

‘Does my next job involve licking you down
there by any chance?’

‘Got it in one!’

 


‘What about this one?’ asked Eve, pointing
out another small advert in the local paper. Tina leaned across to
look, resting her hand on her friends knee.

‘Lets see….Office assistant required for full
time position. Attitude and enthusiasm more important than
experience’. As they both studied the paper in the afternoon
sunshine, neither of them noticed the middle aged man passing the
college on the far side of the road. He certainly noticed them
though, and slowed his pace a little to admire them both. Eve’s
long blonde hair had attracted his attention initially and as he
drew closer her full figure became more obvious to him. Her tight T
shirt hugged her ample breasts and her jeans clearly concealed a
very curvaceous pair of legs. Tina’s flame red hair, today tied
back in a pony tail, was her most eye-catching feature, but her
petite figure was a pleasing contrast to that of her voluptuous
friend. As the man passed he could hear their carefree giggling as
they chatted. They both noticed him at the same moment and he
looked away, embarrassed, as they looked up at him. They both
returned to the paper, used to the admiring glances of men of all
ages, and quickly forgot him. He kept their image in his mind for
some time, however, the slim green-eyed redhead and the blonde with
the piercing blue eyes both looking at him. Indeed, that evening he
enjoyed imagining them joining him in his lonely flat and sharing
his bed, the golden tan of the blonde contrasting with the smaller
girl's ivory skin. He pictured them pleasing him with hands and
fingers, tasting his manhood together with mouths and tongues
before he took them both in turn, filling them with his engorged
member, savouring their warm pussies, making them sigh and groan in
ecstasy before showering both their pretty faces with spurt after
spurt of hot spunk.

His solitary fantasy would no doubt have been
more intense if he had been a fly on the wall of Tina’s bedroom the
previous evening. After Eve had spent an hour testing Tina’s
knowledge of Macbeth, she had given her a rather different oral
examination, gently opening her wet sex and lapping up the juices
before nibbling and licking her clitoris until she reached orgasm.
The premature return of Tina’s younger brother from his football
practice meant their games ended there, but Tina had promised to
return the favour for Eve as soon as she could. The girls had been
friends since their first day at high school, and as they had grown
up together they had become comfortable discussing the changes in
their bodies and the new feelings they were experiencing. Now they
were both fully grown young women this closeness had developed into
a physical intimacy. They didn’t think of themselves as lovers, or
lesbians, but rather as friends who had sex together.

‘I don’t know why you have to leave college
anyway,’ said Tina, picking up her bag as the college bell
signalled a return to lessons.

‘Oh Tina, I’ve just had enough of all this,’
replied her friend as they joined the crowd of students strolling
into the college’s characterless hallway.

‘I’m not clever like you! I’m not going to
make it to university and the way things are going I’m going to
fail my exams, so I might as well get a job and get out there into
the big bad world!’ Tina smiled in response. She knew Eve was right
and it would be wrong to try to persuade her to stay, though she
would miss seeing her cheery smile each morning.

‘Ring them before your next class then! If
you wait, someone else will ring and beat you to it!'

‘You’re right, I will. What have I got to
lose?’ Tina smiled in encouragement.

‘Listen, I’ve got to rush - I’ve got English
next and I want to make sure I don’t waste last night’s
revision.’

‘It certainly wasn’t a wasted night!’ smiled
Eve. Tina blushed slightly, though none of the students milling
round them could know what Eve was alluding to.

‘Shall I come round to yours tonight? I
thought I might work on your ….. CV’, Tina finished, and they burst
into gales of laughter together.

‘Sorry, I’m popping round to Danny’s after
college. I’ll be free all weekend though.’

‘I suppose Danny will give your CV a complete
makeover then, will he?’

‘I certainly hope so!’ Danny was Eve’s
boyfriend and while it was not a serious relationship, they had
been together for a few months and Tina enjoyed Eve’s regular
updates on their sexual escapades. They confided everything to each
other so Eve already knew all about Tina’s new boyfriend and his
oversized knob! This sharing of secrets was based on a complete
trust of each other that only true friendship brings.

‘Anyway, I must dash - I’ll see you at the
weekend!’ smiled Tina before she darted off into the crowd.

‘Ring them now!’ she shouted before she
disappeared round the corner of the main corridor that led from the
hallway. Eve smiled, and dug her mobile phone out of her bag. She
checked the phone number on the ad. and began to dial. She’d be
late for class but that didn’t seem to matter any more.

 


The voice on the other end of the phone
seemed friendly enough.

‘Wendy speaking, can I help you?’

‘Hi yes, I’m ringing about the office
assistant job. Is it still available?’

‘Oh yes’, replied Wendy, ‘let me put you
through to Miss Walker. She’s the office manager and she can tell
you all about it. Hold on please - and good luck!’

‘Thanks’, replied Eve, and before she could
draw breath a different voice came on the line.

‘Charlotte Walker’.

‘Oh, hello, I’m ringing about the office
assistant job’, said Eve nervously.

‘Thanks for calling! I’ve spent the morning
interviewing and I’ve yet to find someone even remotely suitable!’
replied Charlotte in a surprisingly cheery manner that took Eve by
surprise. Not knowing how to respond, and thinking Charlotte was
obviously so fussy she had no chance of the job, she blurted out
the first thing that came into her head.

‘I’ve got no experience, I’m afraid’.

‘Good’, laughed Charlotte. ‘I’ve been bored
to death by some of the world’s dullest people telling me each
minute detail of every job they ever did. Listen, we’re a very
close-knit team here and I’ll know when I’ve found the right
person. It's more about personality than experience. I’ve not found
the right person yet but I’ll know them when I meet them! Anyway,
tell me about yourself’.

‘Well, my name’s Eve, I’m eighteen years old,
I’m at college at the moment but I want to get out into the world
and earn a living. I’ve not worked before, but my friends tell me
I’m enthusiastic and cheerful. I’m sure I won’t let you down if you
give me a chance.’

‘Well, you certainly sound like you’re got
more about you than today’s bunch! Would you like to come in for an
interview tomorrow?’

‘Of course!’ Eve was shocked. This seemed to
be going too well!

‘How about ten o’clock?’

‘That’s fine. I’ll be there at ten
o’clock’.

‘Good, you know where we are don’t you? Just
go to reception and introduce yourself. I’ll make sure they’re
expecting you.’

‘Thanks very much! I’ll see you
tomorrow.’

 


As Eve terminated the call, she found herself
almost shaking. Her heart beating like mad and adrenalin surging
through her, she took a few deep breaths as the last few students,
late for lectures, rushed past her. The thought of tomorrow’s
interview filled her with both excitement and panic. Suddenly the
college she stood in felt like part of her past and instead of
heading off to her class, she turned and walked back outside to the
sunny afternoon she had left a few minutes before.

 


She initially headed for home, but on an
impulse changed direction, making another phone call as she did
so.

‘Danny? Are you at home?’

‘Yup, just chilling out - how’s college?’

‘Just walked out. I’ve got some time to
kill.’

‘Great, come round!’

‘See you in ten!’

Danny thought of himself as Eve’s boyfriend.
Eve wasn’t so sure. They had a great time together and got on well
but while Eve had a desire to make the most of life’s
opportunities, he accepted whatever life put in his path, a
philosophy which infuriated Eve. Still, for the moment, they were
‘seeing each other’, which suited them both.

 


As Eve strolled up Danny’s drive, she noticed
neither of his parent’s cars were in drive. As it was only two
o’clock in the afternoon they were probably still at work, she
thought. She opened the back door that led into the kitchen and
called out.

‘Anyone home?’

‘I’m in the lounge, come on in.’

Eve shut the door and, dropping her college
bag, went through into the lounge. On seeing Danny, she was sure
his parents were out, and not likely to return for some time. The
fact that he was watching a hard core porn DVD and lying naked on
the sofa with an impressive erection were both big giveaways!

‘Hey babe, I’ve got something for you. What
do you think?’

‘Mmm, looks nice!’

‘Wanna taste?’

Eve sank to her knees and, without
hesitation, took him deeply into her mouth. She held still for a
moment, then her head began to bob up and down, her full lips
sliding wetly over his shaft. Abruptly, she released him, sat back
and looked at the TV.

‘What’s this you’re watching?’

‘Don’t stop babe!’

‘Funny name for a porn film!’

Eve enjoyed her little joke. If Danny thought
the sight of his hard cock was going to turn her into an insatiable
sex maniac, he had another think coming. We’ll see who’s begging
who, she thought. Picking up the DVD case off the floor, she smiled
at the lewd cover.

‘Does your mum know you spend your time
watching ‘Ladies who love cock’ instead of looking for a job?’

‘I went down the Jobcentre this morning,’
replied Danny, clearly wishing Eve would stop talking and start
sucking again. Eve leant over and licked round the head of his
shaft, letting the tip of her tongue dip into the tiny hole at it’s
top, before again turning her attention to the DVD case.

‘Join a dozen ladies as they show you what
loving cock really means’, she read aloud. ‘Perhaps you don’t need
me here, if you’ve already got twelve ladies who love cock?’

‘No babe, I just thought it’d be a nice
surprise, I mean I know you like porn, and my mum’s out till five,
so………’

Eve smiled and returned her warm mouth to
Danny’s hard-on, bathing the engorged head with her saliva while
letting her tongue slide slowly round it. Danny reached for the
remote but Eve put her hand on his.

‘Leave it on Danny, I’m only teasing. It was
a nice surprise and you’ve really turned me on. I’m a lady that
loves cock as well, you know.’

Danny’s laugh turned to a moan as she
returned to her sucking, at the same time resting her fingertips on
the base of his cock and gently stroking it. Again Eve raised her
head, only a little this time, and when she spoke Danny could feel
her breath on the head of his cock.

‘I want you to come in my mouth’, she
whispered, looking Danny in the eye with a look of such deep lust
in her eyes that even as she opened her mouth to take him again
Danny felt his come beginning to erupt inside him. The moment Eve’s
lips circled his shaft again she felt it splash against the back of
her mouth. Her fingers and mouth continued their gentle strokes as
her mouth filled and, though she happily swallowed as much as she
could, she was not surprised to feel a damp trickle at the corner
of her mouth. Danny groaned as his orgasm ripped through him. Eve
gives such fantastic head, he thought, looking up to her grinning
face.

‘Nice?’ she asked with a chuckle.

‘God, yeah - fantastic! You missed a bit
sweetheart’, replied Danny, pointing out the shiny trickle
beginning to slide down the side of Eve’s chin. Giggling again, Eve
wiped it away with a forefinger and lapped the drip up with her
tongue.

‘Too nice to waste, darling.’

Hell, thought Danny, this girl was something
else. He’d always prided himself on his skills with the opposite
sex, having charmed the knickers off several young girls, but he
knew he’d met his match with Eve. If anything, she had charmed his
knickers off when they first met, before he got the chance to do it
to her! Danny had never met a girl as wild and free as Eve.

‘Oh, I’ve got a surprise for you, Dan’, said
Eve, peeling off her T shirt and letting it drop to the floor.
Beneath it, she only wore a lacy blue bra, which held her ample
bosom and highlighted her fabulous curves.

‘You like?’ she teased, sliding her arms over
her boobs and giving them a little bounce, before jumping to her
feet. She quickly popped the button on her jeans an stepped out of
them, leaving her in only her bra and matching panties. She'd
treated herself to some new lingerie, and knew Danny would like her
new purchase as much as she did! She strolled slowly across the
lounge, knowing Danny’s eyes would be glued to her ample bottom as
she moved, before sitting back in an armchair and cooing
‘Danny………..I’ve got a job for you!’ She lifted her legs up onto the
arms of the chair and pulled the material of her panties to one
side, exposing her pretty pink pussy, topped by a halo of blonde
pubes.

‘Lick me please!’

Danny didn’t need telling twice and was
immediately kneeling before her, lowering his head and showering
her sex with a multitude of kisses. Eve closed her eyes and
relaxed. Much better than another Geography lecture, she thought,
as Danny’s lips were replaced by his tongue, which began to caress
the entrance of her vagina. Eve sighed as she felt her body react
to her lover’s eager tongue. Her skin became flushed as the first
tremors of orgasm began to engulf her. Danny’s tongue was now
sliding deeply into her and lapping up the juices it
discovered.

Now Danny focused on her clit, sucking,
nibbling and licking her into a frenzy. She used her free hand to
push Danny’s face into her crotch, desperate for him to give her
all the pleasure he could. However, he pulled away from her,
sitting up on his knees.

‘No no no, please don’t stop!’

‘I’ve got a surprise for you now babe’, he
replied as he got to his feet. He was hard again. Eve thought it
was the most beautiful thing she had ever seen. She quickly got her
knickers off and opened her legs again.

Danny slid into her wet pussy and they
groaned in unison as their bodies melded. Eve slipped her bra off
and Danny buried his face in her tits, savouring the soft flesh as
his hips began an insistent rhythm that set Eve moaning again. She
locked her legs round Danny as he began to pound her hard, his cock
sliding in and out of his girl’s pussy at a lightning pace. They
shared an open mouthed kiss which only made them more breathless.
They came together, Eve whimpering in ecstasy as Danny filled her
with come, still pumping away until he finally became limp and his
cock slipped from her very wet, very sticky cunt. He collapsed on
the floor, spent in every sense, while Eve recovered on the
armchair, legs still open wide, pussy dripping their shared juices
and boobs rising and falling majestically as she regained her
breath.

 


They both needed a shower after their sexual
marathon but, worried at the prospect of Danny’s mum walking in on
them fucking in the shower, they concentrated on getting clean as
quickly as possible and, pausing only for a quick sixty-nine on
Danny’s bed, they were soon downstairs again fully clothed and
looking quite respectable. Danny just hoped that the damp patch on
the armchair wouldn’t hang around too long!

‘I really can’t see you working in an office,
Eve.’

‘You’re just worried I’ll be too busy for our
afternoon sessions! I’ve got to get out of that college and I can’t
sit at home doing nothing.’

‘Hey, don’t knock it till you’ve tried it,
babe!’

‘Oh, Danny, I’m not having a go at you - I
just need to feel I’m getting somewhere. It could be a good chance
for me.’

‘Yeah, good luck to you babe. Oh, looks like
my mum’s back’. A red hatchback had just pulled into the drive.
‘What are you going to wear to this interview, anyway?’

‘Shit! I never gave it a thought! I’ve got to
go! I haven’t anything smart, I wonder if Tina could help me
out?’

‘Tina’s a skinny little thing, babe - she’ll
have nothing that fits you!’ Danny was smart enough to know
admitting to fancying your girlfriend’s best mate was a seriously
bad idea, so he didn't mention that he's noticed Tina had lots of
clothes that made her look extremely fuckable. He often fantasized
about Tina. Sometimes she joined them in a threesome, sometimes it
was just her and him. He had no idea that his favourite fantasy of
the two girls making love to each other was in fact a frequent
reality.

‘Oh hello Eve.’ Danny’s mum had popped her
head round the door. ‘Not at college today?’

‘No, I’ve decided to leave. I’ve got a job
interview tomorrow.’

‘My, you move fast! My son could learn a lot
from you!’ The young lovers exchanged a glance but wisely said
nothing.

‘I must go - I’ve got to sort out some
interview clothes.’

‘Oh, bye then dear! Good luck for
tomorrow!’

 


If you enjoyed this story, don't miss Sex in
the Office II - Lesbian Love! If you'd prefer, you can buy all nine
episodes in one complete volume for only $5.99 - just search for
'Sex in the Office - the Complete Series'. I also have lots of
other sexy stories available now from the site you purchased this
one from.

 


Thanks for reading my story - Rory.
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		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



