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      The thunder rolled gently beyond the window of my apartment. I watched the rain drizzle down the pane as the big drops continued to plummet down to the sidewalk like paratroopers descending from the stormy, grey skies. Wind was kicking up the trees that lined the avenue down below my second floor bay window and I watched as people scurried quickly in one direction or another. Umbrellas seemed to do little to guard against the weather’s assault.

      I sighed and shook my head. I was supposed to be working. I had a conference call in half an hour, in fact. I’d been working as an assistant architect at that time. It was the sort of job that afforded me a cushy but moderate apartment in the nice part of downtown. It was near a few nice bars and parks, but far enough from any of the weekend riff-raff for a working professional like me.

      I’d needed a change of pace after my divorce. I was nearing forty and having a bit of a mid-life crisis. As cliché as it might have been, I was trying to figure out just who the hell I was supposed to be, anymore. I had been married for fifteen years, and raised a couple of teenage girls in that time.

      But, somewhere along the past couple of years my desires had changed. My ex-husband Chris and I had split and I saw my girls every other weekend or so, especially since he had remarried and moved out of the city.

      It was strange being on my own again. I didn’t feel much like a bachelorette, as I’d expected I might. I was too old for the college scene down by the downtown campus of the state university, after all. I stuck to the sleepy taverns in my quiet borough and that had been good enough for me. I guess I had little interest in men by that point, though.

      I had figured this to be because of my divorce. But something odd had been happening to me in the past few months. I started thinking about my college days, again. Only, I wasn’t thinking about the boys I used to date in college. No, I was thinking of one drunken night I’d shared with one of my teammates on the swim team.

      The evening had been something I had repressed for the longest time; I never told Chris, either, even with all the years we’d been married. How could I? I never exactly found a proper time to pull my husband aside and say to him, ‘by the way, I’d let another girl eat me out once in college and I really liked it.’

      So, I never told him. And for the most part, it’s not like it ate me up inside. I didn’t think about it too often. On occasion, though, I did. Her name was Fiona. She was slender and short and had a narrow frame that was lean and sinewy. I’d glanced at her once or twice when we had swim practice.

      I didn’t know what it was about Fiona, exactly. Before college, I hadn’t ever questioned my sexuality. I knew I was straight. I liked guys. And I’d never thought of another girl in a sexual way.

      But Fiona did something to me. Seeing her blonde hair, blue eyes and slim physique got me looking in her direction. And once or twice when she climbed out of the water and her smooth, athletic frame dripped with beads of water, I saw the wet, tight-clinging swimsuit. It was blue and it clung against her curves so tight I could see the outline of everything that was normally kept hidden. I once even got close enough to see the outline of the slit of her pussy through the fabric.

      When I wasn’t trying to steal glances at Fiona’s front-half, I was sneaking eyes at her butt. It was the cutest, most perfect ass I’d ever seen. Shit, it looked better than any guy’s butt that I’d ever seen; so round and perky. But then, Fiona was a swimmer, and we all had similar looking bodies when we were out doing laps.

      If Fiona had ever looked at me before I certainly hadn’t noticed. But then, I spent most of my practices trying to look at anything other than my teammates. The last thing I needed was to get hot and bothered.

      But, I stole a few glances at Fiona. Maybe there had been a few other girls here and there, but it had always been Fiona that got me wondering if I was less-than-straight.

      But then Fiona went off to another school that had a more competitive swim team. I was mostly there on a swim scholarship only so I could get my degree in architecture. I wasn’t aiming for the Olympics or anything like that. And after Fiona left, I had a few boyfriends to distract me from her absence until I met Chris after I graduated.

      But before Fiona left, we’d had a weekend hanging out together. We hadn’t been the best of friends. I think we’d said all of five or so words to one another. But as the season started to wind down, the team had a sort of party at this big three-floor lake house upstate. It was August and the air was cool and still with the gentle swaying of trees in the darkness, illuminated only by the pallor of the full moon’s light.

      Most of us had been hanging out by the Jacuzzi and heated pool. A few girls had been in the kitchen, but nobody had been upstairs except for Fiona.

      I remember the bathrooms had been occupied on the first two floors so I went up to the third floor to find an open toilet. When I found a bathroom door that was open, I pushed into it and that’s when I saw Fiona buck-naked. She’d been changing out of her swimsuit.

      “Shit, sorry,” I blurted. The light was dim because the bathroom lights had been off and only a small, outside light on the deck shined through a small, frosted-glass window. But I could still see in the darkness Fiona’s soft, plump pussy and full breasts.

      “No worries, girl,” Fiona said. She waved me inside the bathroom and said, “Did you need to get in here?”

      “I, um, just have to pee,” I said. I was a touch hesitant, but nowhere near as nervous as I would have been had I been entirely sober. I wasn’t ‘wasted’ but instead buzzed. I knew Fiona was probably about the same level of inebriated; we had all been about the same by that point in the evening.

      Fiona gave a small chuckle and said, “Don’t mind my tits hanging out.”

      “I kind of do,” I said with a goofy laugh.

      “I’ll shove them back in,” Fiona said quickly.

      “No way,” I said. “You have a nice body. You should be streaking all over town,” I said, in my drunken drawl.

      Fiona laughed and said, “You think so, huh? I didn’t realize you thought about it like that.”

      “Well, now you know,” I said, as I sat on the toilet and tugged down my swim suit. My body was fully exposed, and I was ready for Fiona to get a look at it.

      “Fuck,” she said. “Your body is hot too.”

      I laughed and shrugged. “What? No way,” I said.

      Everything felt a touch hazy there in that dim bathroom. I’d been in a locker room with Fiona hundreds of times before, but not like this. We’d never seen each other naked. And though we were both twenty, I hadn’t ever seen another girl naked before and she didn’t seem like she had, either.

      As I finished, I felt my pussy start to get wet between my legs. Shit… this isn’t happening, is it? I thought to myself. Of course, I couldn’t do much to stop the march of my libido. Knowing Fiona was standing there looking at my body was so naughty and so kinky that I supposed I could only get wet in response. It was only made worse by the fact that when I looked over I saw that her pussy and breasts were still exposed. She was dripping wet too, her arousal leaving a trail down her inner thigh.

      “Like what you see?” I said, braver than I ever would have been without a bit of cheap beer in me.

      “Maybe,” Fiona said, coy.

      “Don’t go getting shy on me now,” I laughed.

      “What do you mean?” Fiona asked.

      “Well, we’re both standing here naked, getting wet. What do you think I mean?” I asked her.

      The truth was, I didn’t even know what the fuck I meant by it. Sure, deep down I did. But I didn’t want to admit it; not at a conscious level. I didn’t want to admit that way deep down I wanted to do something with Fiona. I’d stolen enough glances at her to want it. I didn’t know what it was she did to me. I was insistent that I was straight. I’d had sex with a few guys by that point, too. I’d had enough experience to know that I liked having sex with guys.

      And yet there was Fiona, making me wet.

      “I’m glad to hear you say that,” Fiona said, with a vulnerable smile on her face.

      “Oh yeah? Why’s that?” I asked.

      “Well, I was wondering if you felt the same way I did,” she said.

      With that, Fiona stepped forward and pressed her mouth against mine. I could smell the slight hint of peppermint on her breath. I was far too interested in opening my mouth wider to receive her tongue. I pushed her up against the counter and we started to make out and grab at each other’s bodies.

      My mind whirled with thought after thought about how I shouldn’t have been doing that. I certainly shouldn’t have been doing it with a party going on right downstairs in which our entire swim team and coaching staff was standing. Shit, I remember hearing them chatting out on the deck through the open bathroom window.

      But all I could focus on was Fiona and her body. My hand moved right down to her pussy, as if it had been instinct all along. I touched it and remember how wet it was. It felt wetter than it looked. Of course, it was only getting wetter as I started to stroke her clit.

      “Fuck,” Fiona chewed.

      I took Fiona and pushed her back against the bathroom door so that it closed shut. Then I lowered to my knees and with her thighs in my hands, brought my mouth closer to her center. It was swollen and pale pink. It was a bit prettier than mine, if it was even possible to tell in the dim, moon-lit bathroom.

      “You gonna’ eat me?” she whispered.

      “Yeah… I am,” I said. I was hesitant at first, but then grew more confident by the second. After I said it, I slid my lips around the mound of her pussy and felt how soft it was. Her skin was soft as velvet while I slid my tongue over it. The sensation of feeling another girl’s pussy in my mouth made my own pussy ache between my thighs as I kneeled there on the bathroom tiles.

      I slid my hands up to her breasts and played with her nipples as I licked her pussy, over and over. I licked it like it was a lifeline. I didn’t really know how to eat pussy. I’d seen boys do it to me, and I figured I’d do whatever I thought might feel good to me. From Fiona’s moans I guessed it seemed like I was doing a decent enough job.

      After a moment I stopped. Fiona had been clawing at me. “I want a go at that beautiful pussy you’ve got,” she confessed.

      So we switched places and I watched as she lowered to her knees and wasted little time giving me head. I felt her wet, warm mouth envelope my pussy. Fiona sucked and licked it like she was made to do it. She seemed like she loved every second of it. It had made me wet to eat Fiona’s pussy, but I knew she enjoyed eating pussy even more.

      “Shit,” I blurted out. “Fuck,” I continued, in a harsh whisper.

      Fiona played with my breasts, tugging at my nipples. Fiona licked over and over until I swore I was about to cum. I warned her and Fiona quickly stood up and pressed her naked body against mine. We started grinding against each other. We reached down and teased each other’s pussies. Only a moment later I started to cum.

      Fiona came at almost the very same time, and her arousal coated my fingers. We each moaned deep. We tried to be quiet, but neither of us could manage it.

      “Fuck,” I exhaled. Our chests heaved and we kissed a few more times.

      When we were done, we got dressed again. Fiona gave me a kiss on the cheek and smiled. She disappeared back downstairs to the party. Soon after, I followed her.

      We mingled again with our own respective friends, but I couldn’t stop staring at her from across the back deck. With a beer in my hand, I sipped on it and began to forget the taste of her breath on my tongue. I could still smell the arousal on my body and wondered if any of our teammates could smell it, too.

      Fiona transferred colleges only a few weeks later. We lost touch almost immediately. We weren’t exactly the type to email and text-messages and back in those days social media hadn’t really been around just yet.

      Life moved fast after that. I graduated and married my husband. I forgot about all of it, really. I never saw another girl that had the same effect upon me that Fiona had so I concluded that I wasn’t a lesbian. Rather, it was just a weird phase I’d been going through that had led me to that evening in the bathroom with Fiona.

      And I continued to believe that until I saw her.

      I didn’t know much about Ella other than she lived with an older woman who I could only assume was her mother. I knew that Ella was eighteen, though. I, along with the rest of our apartment hallway had been invited to her eighteenth birthday. I declined, and decided it had been the right decision when the evening had been a nonstop cacophony of drunken teenagers that had spilled out of Ella’s mother’s apartment and into the hallway.

      I didn’t know who Ella was but she seemed to be popular enough.

      I’d met her mother once or twice whenever we crossed paths in the hallway. She was overly kind, maybe trying to win back friends after the evening of her daugher’s birthday party.

      But I’d never said a word to Ella. There had never been much of a reason to, with her being eighteen and me being over twice her age. But I’d seen her a few times. I’d seen her enough times to know that she was the first girl to give me that same conflicting feeling that Fiona had given me.

      I felt like such an old pervert, thinking about an eighteen year-old girl in that way. I suppose I felt especially bad about it given that I was divorced with daughters and had lived my entire life up until that moment quite certain that I was a straight woman who happened to have ‘experimented’ in college.

      But I couldn’t help it. Ella had short, blonde hair. She had a skinny, lean physique that wasn’t short but wasn’t tall, either. She had a pair of crystal-blue eyes that seemed to sparkle from four doors down. And she had the smoothest complexion I think I’d ever seen; it was almost like a roman sculpture in the way she possessed such a casual, indifferent composure in her expressions.

      I never thought much about Ella other than the few times shortly after I’d seen her in the hallway with her mother. “Cute girl,” I would whisper to myself. I might have a dirty thought or two, wondering what sort of pussy a girl like Ella might possess. But then the thoughts would go right back to whatever blueprint I had been working on that day. I already felt myself much too old to think about a girl as young as Ella, if I were to ever even go for a girl.

      But our paths crossed on this fateful afternoon as the rain splashed down against my window and I waited for my conference call. I was sipping on an espresso and not thinking about much in particular when I heard a knock upon my door.

      I knit my brow and wandered over to the front door, peering through the peep-hole. There, in the small fish-eye lens I saw Ella standing in front of my door. I cocked my head with confusion. I instinctively opened the door, though.

      When I pulled it open I saw that Ella was soaked from head-to-toe.

      “Hey, um, sorry, but… could I use your phone?” she asked.

      “Um… well, of course,” I said. “Come inside. Are you okay?”

      Ella walked past me and said, “I’m sorry to bother you. I really am. It’s just, my mom is out of town on work and I don’t know of anybody nearby who could help me out. She said you were really friendly and to knock on your door if I couldn’t get ahold of her.”

      “Your mother said all that?” I said, feeling a bit flattered.

      Ella nodded.

      “Well, I mean,” I said, rubbing the back of my neck. “If there’s anything you need, I can certainly help. What’s going on? You’re soaked.”

      “Yeah,” Ella said. “I got out of soccer practice when it started raining. When I came back to my lockers I found out somebody had stolen my bag. It had my keys, my wallet, my phone… everything in it,” she complained. “And I had to walk home in my soccer outfit and cleats and now I’m totally drenched, she groaned.

      “I’m sorry,” I said.

      “I just… if I could just use a phone I could call a locksmith and, well, we have another set of keys in our kitchen drawer,” Ella explained.

      “Yeah, definitely,” I said, rushing over to my cell phone.

      “Do you know how much they charge? I lost my wallet, too,” Ella said.

      I gave a half-laugh and shook my head. “Listen, don’t worry about it, okay? Just relax. We’ll get your door open and everything will be fine,” I said.

      “Thanks,” Ella said. “I don’t know how to repay you.”

      “It’s no worry at all, okay?” I assured her.

      I looked up a number for a locksmith and as the tone started to ring I said, “Did you try the landlord? Usually they have spares for that sort of thing,” I explained.

      “I knocked on her door but it said she wasn’t here this week? I don’t know,” Ella said, frustrated.

      “Oh, right,” I said, recalling that she was going to be out of town for a few days. There was an emergency maintenance line for our property, but it had turned out to be a sort of joke amongst us tenants for just how unreliable it was. I decided not to even bother.

      “Hello, yes, um… I’m having a bit of a problem. I’m locked out of my apartment,” I started. As I paced about on the phone, I had a hard time staying focused on the grumbling man at the other end of the line. All I could focus on was Ella. She was indeed drenched. It had left her uniform heavy and sagging against her body. I could see her nipples through her shirt. I didn’t want to let myself look, but I couldn’t seem to resist stealing a glance or two at them; and those sinewy, lean legs, too. I could only imagine what she looked like naked.

      I stumbled my way through the phone call and ended it. As I pressed the button on my phone I said to Ella, “Okay. It’s going to be a couple of hours. I hope that’s okay.”

      “Is it?” Ella asked, with a hopeful expression.

      “What do you… do you need to stay here until they come? Sure,” I said. “You can stay as long as you need to.”

      “Thanks,” Ella said, seemingly apologetic in her tone.

      “Relax,” I said to her. “Just worry about getting warm and dry.”

      “Yeah, my clothes are too wet to sit down,” she said.

      “Well, I’ve got some stuff if you want to try wearing any of it,” I said to her.

      “Yeah?” Ella said.

      I figured she might think it was weird. I sort of thought it was weird and I was the one who suggested it. I had a bit taller and curvier frame than Ella. It was only to be expected with the difference in our ages. However, I knew that she could at least wear a pair of sweats and an old t-shirt I had until the locksmith came.

      Ella was working her way out of her cleats and socks when I returned to the living room with a couple of things.

      “This is some place you’ve got,” she said. “We’ve got a lot smaller of a place and it’s not fancy like this.”

      I laughed and shrugged. “It’s from years of neurosis,” I said.

      “Huh?” Ella said, confused by my humor.

      “Um, nothing,” I said, “never mind.”

      I set the clothes on the arm of a big chair I had and said to Ella, “I figured you might have a few friends in the building who could help you out. I’m glad to help if you don’t know anybody else, though. Um, my name is Amy, by the way.”

      “Oh, right,” she said, as if worried I might think her rude. “I’m Ella.”

      “Well, um, nice to formally meet you,” I said with a chuckle.

      “I hope I’m not interrupting anything,” Ella said.

      “Nah,” I said, lying about the fact that I had a conference call and then planned to hit the gym for an hour. I decided to cancel both but I wasn’t about to reveal that to Ella.

      “I can show you a bathroom if you want to take a shower or get out of those clothes,” I said.

      “Yeah?” Ella said. “Sure.”

      She then started to peel her shirt up and off her body, revealing her skinny, taut abs and perky chest. She seemed to waste little time in doing the same with her shorts, leaving only a small bra and pair of panties in their wake. The panties were white cotton. They revealed her pussy shape so well I started to get wet just seeing her stand there in nothing but the skimpy underwear.

      I couldn’t believe Ella had been so ready to disrobe in front of me. I started to worry (and hope) that she was about to take her underwear off right in front of me, too. I figured that this must be wishful thinking.

      And yet, she actually started to do it. Ella turned away from me and started to yank her sports bra over her head and her wet panties down her legs. I saw her impeccably tight, round butt as she bent over. I even caught a hint of her pussy as it peeked between her skinny thighs.

      “Fuck,” I whispered to myself. Ella turned around and faced me for a half-second as she reached for a towel I had brought out. I saw her pussy and breasts—smooth and pink—before she covered herself with the big, white cotton towel.

      “So, shower?” Ella said, with a smile on her lips.

      “Oh, um, right,” I said, leading her toward the hallway.

      “Are you some kind of an athlete? You’re pretty athletic, you know,” Ella said.

      “Me? Nah,” I laughed. “I’m an architect. I was on the swim team back in college, though. But that’s ancient history.”

      Ella laughed for the first time and said. “What? You don’t look much older than me.”

      “Trust me—I am,” I said with a laugh. In more ways than I’m going to get into right now, I thought, as if continuing the conversation.

      I led Ella to the bathroom and showed her how to use the shower. I disappeared back outside as the steamy water began to rain down and I tried to process what had just happened.

      Why did she undress right in front of me? Who does that? What kind of girl just… fuck, I thought, frustrated. I couldn’t stop thinking about it. I played the pictures in my mind over and over—and over. I couldn’t stop thinking about her taut, rosy butt and her beautiful pussy and breasts. Ella looked like a work of art; a work of art I had no business fantasizing about.

      I took the time that Ella showered to cancel my conference call. “Something came up,” I told my co-workers.

      I didn’t hear the shower water turn off, but when I suddenly saw Ella emerge from the bathroom wearing only the towel, I realized the twists and turns of Ella’s visit had not ended.

      “Uh, was the shower okay?” I asked.

      “Great, thanks,” Ella said. She still had a curious grin on her lips. Her eyes hung on mine as she crossed the space and neared me.

      I was still trying to process the fact that I’d already seen this eighteen year-old girl naked by the time she had re-emerged from the bathroom, almost about to give me an encore. The towel clung so lazily around her chest that I couldn’t help but watch it and be ready for any mistakes.

      Ella stood about for a moment. She walked over to the large bay window and said, “Sorry. I’ll get dressed once I’m dry. I don’t want to sit on your furniture when I’m still wet.”

      “Don’t worry; take your time,” I said to her.

      She turned away from the window and faced me then started towards me. When she took a particularly big step, the towel unraveled around her body and dropped to the floor. Again, I saw Ella’s pussy and breasts.

      “Damn,” Ella said, laughing. She turned away from me and bent over. I caught a glimpse of the swollen, pink pussy buried nicely between her legs.

      I didn’t know what to say so I simply said, “You seem to be pretty ‘comfortable’ with your body, huh?”

      Ella grabbed the towel and wrapped it lazily around her chest again. She stood up and laughed, “Yeah, I guess so. Being on the team at school, I’m used to being naked in front of other girls. I hope I’m not bothering you,” she said.

      “Me? No way,” I said. “I mean… I know how it is. I used to be on a team, too,” I said.

      “Yeah, swim, right?” she said.

      Ella began to walk around my apartment. She seemed curious. I was surprised. But then, with no cellphone to distract her, I knew she must’ve been bored out of her mind. My daughters would probably die if they didn’t have their phones in their hands, so all things considered, Ella wasn’t doing so badly.

      “Is this your husband?” Ella asked, holding a framed picture in her hand. “And your kids?”

      I nodded. “Yeah. Although, that’s from a little while back. My husband and I aren’t together anymore. And my two daughters are all grown, now.”

      “Sorry to hear that,” Ella said.

      “Don’t worry about it,” I said. “It was for the best, really. We’d been drifting apart for a long time. We stayed together for our daughters those last few years.” I felt a touch self-conscious explaining all of this to Ella, so I quickly pivoted.

      “Do you have a boyfriend? You said you’re on the soccer team so you must,” I said. I suddenly felt so old-fashioned, or maybe just old, in asking her this question and in this particular way.

      “Nah,” Ella said. “No boys,” she said.

      “No boyfriends?” I said.

      “I’m not into boys,” Ella said. She seemed to grow somewhat frustrated with this statement and then corrected, “I mean… I am and I’m not. I’m just… whatever, you know?”

      “Huh,” I said. “I guess you girls are better at that stuff than I was at your age. Back when I was in college you were either into boys or not,” I laughed. “Obviously there has always been a grey area, but back then nobody really respected that. It’s kind of cool to see that you’re not sweating it.”

      Ella shrugged and said, “I guess so.”

      “Well, I didn’t mean to pry or anything; just figured I’d get to know you a bit better considering I’ve already seen you naked.” I laughed at my own remark and Ella eyed me with another curious expression. It seemed to reside somewhere between intrigue and confusion.

      “I guess you have,” Ella said. “When am I going to see you naked?” she said.

      Now it was I who had been on the receiving end of a shocking remark.

      I gave a short laugh and shrugged. I expected Ella to laugh along with me, but she did not.

      “Well?” she asked.

      “Well what?” I asked right back.

      “You got to see me naked. It’s only fair,” she proposed.

      “You’re not serious,” I said to her, incredulous. “Why would you want to see me naked?” I laughed.

      Ella was quiet. Her lips curled in their corners with an amused expression. I recognized this expression. I’d seen it on the lips of a few guys I had dated back in college. It was not the expression I expected to see on Ella’s lips, though. The tip of her tongue slipped out at the corner of her mouth and she smiled wider.

      “Never mind,” she said. “Forget I brought it up. Sorry.”

      “What?” I asked.

      “Nothing,” Ella said, shrugging. “I’m just feeling… weird.”

      “Weird? How so?” I pressed.

      “I don’t know,” Ella said, still smiling. She then dropped the towel and started to grab for the clothes I had set on the chair. She was turned away from me, but now she seemed to totally disregard for fact that she was naked before me. She took her time, and in turn she gave me all the time in the world to admire her small, perky breasts.

      She held up the shirt I’d given her—a powder blue t-shirt that was a faded souvenir from a trip I’d taken to Italy with my ex-husband. She slipped into the shirt and turned to face me. “How do I look?” she asked, standing there in only a t-shirt and with nothing on below it.

      I couldn’t help but notice that Ella’s pussy was wetter than ever. If I hadn’t known any better, I would have sworn she was aroused. Seeing her pink pussy start to get wet only made mine grow wet twice as fast.

      “Um… not bad,” I said.

      “What’s wrong?” Ella said, laughing.

      “I think you’re forgetting the sweats,” I said.

      “Maybe I am, maybe I’m not, right?” Ella said, chuckling again.

      I pinched myself because at that point the situation had become so implausible—so improbable—that the only explanation that might’ve made any sense whatsoever was that I was dreaming. But it was real. Somehow this eighteen year-old blonde had wandered to my door and decided to parade her naked body before me like some sort of sex-addict.

      I didn’t know if Ella was a lesbian, but she certainly wasn’t bashful about being naked in front of me.

      “What?” I asked, trying to field what exactly Ella was thinking in that moment. But all I could focus on was the fact that her pussy was indeed wet with arousal. Ella glanced down, laughed and shrugged, “Sorry. I guess I’m turned on.”

      “Turned on? What? How?” I asked, utterly confused.

      “Um, so these are the sweats, right?” she said, turning back to the clothes.

      I stepped quickly over to where she was standing, until I was right behind her rear and grabbed the sweats. “What are you doing?” I asked her.

      Ella turned around and I could feel her breasts pushing against my shirt—pushing against my breasts.

      “I just thought I’d turn a bad day into a good day, you know?” she said.

      “So you are a lesbian?” I asked her.

      “Does it matter?” Ella asked. “All I know is that I’ve thought you were hot since I first saw you and, well, you’re being so nice helping me out that I guess I just want to repay the favor, you know?”

      I felt light-headed hearing this. I couldn’t believe the words that were slipping out of Ella’s naughty pink lips. I wanted so badly to reprimand her and lecture her on how inappropriate she had been acting—how absolutely, utterly reckless she was being. I wanted to say to her ‘You don’t just prance around naked in a stranger’s apartment, especially when that stranger is an older straight woman.’

      But I fell short of saying any of this. Because Ella was standing there with her breasts touching mine and looking up at me with the most aroused look I’d ever seen in another girl’s eyes. And all I could think about was sliding my mouth over that pink, eighteen year-old pussy and hearing her moan.

      Before I could say anything at all, I felt Ella begin to rub her hand between my legs.

      “Ella, I don’t know what to tell you but you’re acting very inappropriately. I’m straight and…” I said, unable to concentrate long enough to finish my thought.

      “Are you?” she said, teasing my pussy, which had become soaking wet.

      “That doesn’t matter,” I said to her.

      “Yeah it does,” Ella said. “Can’t I just show you how much I appreciate you helping me?”

      “I… I don’t know,” I said. “You’re too young and I’m too old, okay?”

      “I’m eighteen,” she said.

      “Yeah, but still,” I said. Ella only continued to grope my pants until she felt the form of my pussy through them.

      “Can’t I see it?” she asked. “I’ve already got my hand on it.”

      I was too busy looking down and staring another hole into Ella’s beautiful, hardening nipples through the shirt I’d let her borrow. I knew it was far too late to act unflinchingly straight. I don’t know what happened, but a switch flipped in my mind. I decided that as long as Ella was acting this way, I wasn’t going to hold back any longer. I decided that I had given her fair warning; I had done my part to resist her advances until I knew for certain that she was not going to change her mind.

      “Go ahead,” I said to her. “But just remember that if you undress me, you’re going to have to finish what you start.”

      Ella smiled as she unbuttoned my blouse and slid it from my shoulders. I unhooked my bra as she undid my pants and began to slide them down, along with my panties. I dropped back against the sofa and looked down. Ella dropped to her knees as she peeled my clothes down and spread my legs wide.

      I couldn’t believe I was now sitting there with my pussy out in front of Ella’s perfect, eighteen year-old face.

      “Fuck,” she said, pulling the shirt back off her body until she was completely naked again. She immediately slid her fingers over my folds and began to stroke my clit.

      “Shit,” I inhaled.

      “It’s beautiful,” she said, as if in a daze.

      “I don’t know what we’re doing,” I said, shaking my head.

      “You realize that if anybody finds out about this,” I began to say. But Ella, seemingly determined to taunt my reservations, simply slid her mouth over my pussy and began to lick and suck it intensely.

      “Oh, fuck,” I groaned, as this eighteen year-old blonde began to eat my pussy like she had done it a million times before.

      I didn’t know what I was getting myself into, but I knew I couldn’t turn back. I had crossed that line and there would be no going back.

      I looked down as Ella ate me out. It was almost as if I couldn’t connect what I was seeing with what I was feeling. How could I? It all seemed way too good to be true. But there she was, down on her knees, with her pouty pink lips wrapped around my pussy, her tongue sliding up and down my slit. I even felt her tongue explore inside my pussy. It was then that I realized that Ella knew exactly what she was doing—she’d known from the moment she came to my door soaking wet.

      Of course, I doubt she knew she could get away with it. I’m sure she thought she might try and tease me and run the risk of coming across a strictly straight woman who would, at best, kick her out into the hallway immediately.

      But she gambled and she had won. And so had I.

      Because now she was eating my pussy like it was a drink of water in the desert. And I felt my nipples harden with each flick of her tongue.

      “Fuck,” I growled. I ran my fingers through Ella’s hair, firm and intent. I bit my lip and hissed through my grit teeth as she continued to suck harder and lick faster.

      Then, something came over me. It was the primal hunger that I’d been denying myself since I first saw the blonde teen naked. Desire surged through me like a storm, making my body quiver as I came.

      Moan after moan left my throat, a proclamation of what I really wanted. It was the release of years of repression and secrets. It was as overwhelming emotionally as it was physically.

      I came down with ragged breaths then gave Ella a playful little spank on her cheek. “Good girl. Now get on the chair. Spread your legs. I want to see your pussy.”

      Ella had a smirk on her lips, as if she’d been waiting for me to take control. And I was ready for it, especially when I saw her sit in the chair.

      I was desperate to hear her moan. So I rushed down to her pussy and buried my face in it. I flattened my tongue against her pussy and held her hips in place. She started to wriggle and moan but I held her right there as I brushed my tongue in long strokes over her.

      “Oh… fuck,” she whimpered.

      I must’ve licked her pussy a hundred times—sometimes fast and sometimes slow. And then I slipped two fingers inside her, trying to find that spot that would make her mine. I raced up and sucked on each nipple before heading right back down and eating her out once more. Each time, Ella seemed more and more desperate.

      “Fuck… Amy,” she moaned over and over again, until she pivoted to, “I’m going to cum.”

      She continued to whisper this until I suddenly felt her pussy clench around my fingers.

      “Oh… shit,” she cried out.

      I licked a few more times and pushed my fingers in deeper.

      For nearly twenty years I believed I was straight. I’d gotten over my experience with Fiona and chalked it up to drunken college experimentation and nothing more. But then Ella came along and I almost hated her for it. So I thrust my fingers in her deeper, almost out of vengeance.

      By the time she was done, her pussy continued to throb and I felt the slick arousal coating my fingers. I pulled them out and licked them clean.

      “Fuck,” I exhaled, as I stroked her pussy with my thumb appreciatively.

      We both caught our breath and Ella smiled.

      “You planned this all along, didn’t you?” I asked her.

      Ella shook her head. “No,” she said. “But I guess it didn’t take long after you let me in your place to think of it. What can I say? I have a thing for older women,” she said with a laugh. “Just like you have a thing for college girls, huh?”

      I rolled my eyes and sighed. “Yeah, apparently I do.”

      “So, what now?” Ella asked.

      “Well, since you got dirty all over again, maybe a shower,” I suggested. “Only this time, I think I’ll join.”

      “You’re not going to fuck me and then kick me out?” Ella asked.

      “Why? Has that happened before?” I asked, hoping to catch Ella in a lie so I could call her out on having pulled this sort of stunt before.

      “No, but you seem like the type of woman,” she said.

      “Oh yeah? Well, why don’t we go to the shower and I’ll show you what type of woman I really am,” I said, gripping Ella’s hips as I leaned up for a kiss.

      Ella hopped up and strutted toward the bathroom. I eagerly followed, ready to release all the desires I’d kept hidden for so long.
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