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1. Claire’s Best Friend: My College Lesbian Lover by Ellie North

She was the most beautiful girl I had ever seen in my life.  We were both 20 years old, in our second year of college.  We played soccer together, and I loved checking her out in the shower.  But the best part was that she was my best friend.  If only she was into girls, or into me…

I had turned 20 a few weeks ago and thought about what that meant as I sat in my dorm room.  I meant that the host of things that most teenagers experience are now forever out of my grasp.  I grew up very conservatively and was always warned against hanging with the wrong crowd.  I felt that it stunted my growth in high school, but during my senior year I started figuring out how to present myself.  At first I started wearing a bit of makeup.  I never needed much, because my skin was always very clean and free of acne or blemishes.  But I was surprised to learn that the right touch can really make you glow, and people noticed.  Guys started treating me differently, and girls did too for that matter.

After I learned the power of just a basic use of makeup, I started expanding my wardrobe.  The first thing that I started doing was wearing more form fitting clothes.  I also started paying good money to buy name brand material that made a surprising difference.  Perhaps it was more just the confidence that it gave me.  But confidence is good, and I enjoyed not being such a conservative nerd.  Now I understood why girls spent so much time picking out what they wear.

I definitely had the body to go with my clothes too.  I was about five feet and seven inches tall, a bit above average for a girl.  It was a great height for soccer, and also for looking great in heels and tight dresses.  I was thin for an athlete, more on the lean muscle side than bulky.  I wasn’t sure if I could build big muscles even if I wanted to, and I was fine with that.  What I never struggled with was definition.  My back and stomach were tight and seemed to exude youthfulness and fitness.  My legs were long and slender, but surprisingly strong and flexible.  I loved my slender arms and hands.  They were very feminine, which was perfect for me, since I loved to play sports and work out, but I also loved to dress up and look like a lady.

I loved that I didn’t have to try too hard to keep my physique, and playing soccer definitely helped.  Other girls were jealous.  I told myself that must be the reason that I always had trouble making a lot of close friends.  The only best friend I had made was Jen.

She was a carefree girl that just seemed to have all of the gifts in life that most girls coveted.  And because we got along so well I figured that she thought I had those gifts too.  That was a good feeling.  And ever since I knew her, I always thought that beyond her sharp mind and social grace, her raw physical attributes stood out as utterly captivating.

She was almost exactly the same height as me with almost the exact same build.  Her eyes were green and so were mine.  The major difference was that I was blonde and she was brunette.  I know that people say that blondes have more fun, and some guys find them more attractive.  I can’t deny that being blonde is nice, but there is something about a sexy brunette to me.  When a brunette is hot, you know they are really hot.  And that was Jen.  She was the type of girl that made you do a double take.  The type of second look where you are convinced you saw an angel or a movie star or something else rare.  It was also the type of look where you tried to search her body for a flaw that would make you feel better about yourself.  But you would never find it.  Her body was absolute perfection.

We showered together all the time after soccer practices, so I knew all too well how perfect her body was.  I hoped that she couldn’t tell that my pussy was getting wet in the shower.  Luckily the water running down my body probably masked it.  They way her body moved, and the way her muscles glistened in the shower were my favorite things in college to that point.  I always tried to shower next to her; I’m sure she just thought I enjoyed talking to her.

I made sure that it was not just in the shower where we hung out.  It was easy to be a really sweet and good friend to her, because I just enjoyed being around her so much.  She was kind too, and to be honest, a lot like me.  We found out pretty soon that we were kindred spirits in a way.  My only fear was that she would catch on how much I love showering next to her, and how much I love being with her and touching her.  I hoped that she would always just think of us as amazing best friends that were really close.  For more to happen between us, for us to get sexual, that was just a dream, and I didn’t put much stock in hoping it would happen.

I imagined what it would be like if Jen was with me in bed.  We had never roomed together because we spend so much time with each other anyway that we felt it was good to have time apart.  At least that’s what I said to her, hoping to keep some semblance of normalcy.  I didn’t want to know I wanted to fall asleep next to her every night.   But I wished now that I could have her with me.  I took a deep breath and closed my eyes.  She had such soft skin, and every time we hugged I got goosebumps.  I always took occasion to touch her as much as I could.  I’m sure that she just thought I was fun and playful.  But the truth of it is that it sent a pulse of pleasure through my body, and sometimes it made me wet.

I took off my shirt and pants and laid on top of my covers in my bra and panties.  I was very confident in how I looked now, and the feeling of being almost naked while thinking about my best friend turned me on even more.  My legs were toned and the muscles rippled underneath my skin as I stretched out and got comfortable.  My breasts felt perfect in my hands.  They were my favorite size, a small C cup that was perhaps just a bit more than a handful.  What made them really great though was their perkiness.

The only girl I knew that wasn’t jealous of them was Jen.  Her boobs were amazing.  They were the only boobs I knew that could simultaneously have all of the positive attributes of a good rack.  They were cute and firm with nice pink nipples, but they were also large enough to not be considered small.  When she wore a shirt they pressed out enough to grab your attention, and when she wore anything showing cleavage it was hard to look at her in the eyes, because they were attracted to her boobs as a particle of iron is attracted to a lodestone.  She could wear a bikini, or a dress, or a tank top at the gym and look like it was designed just for her.  I guessed they were C’s but just a bit larger than mine.  I think every girl secretly hated her, but also wanted to fuck her...I know I did.

I massaged over my panties.  My pussy was tight and small.  I knew that it was beautiful from the way that girls looked at me in the locker room.  They would glance at it from the side, thinking I didn’t notice.  But I also knew because I looked at myself in the mirror and spread my legs to adore it.  It was perfect I thought, with symmetrical lips that were tucked away behind youth and tight skin.  It was a shame that I had never met anyone that could adore it with me.  I wanted someone that could appreciate its beauty.

Again Jen didn’t seem to be jealous of it the way the other girls were.  Her pussy looked like a tiny slit when we were in the shower together.  It looked like there was just nothing there at all, unless you really looked close.  There was  nice space between her thighs too, as if to frame her pussy.  I wondered often about how tight it was and how much she could take with it.  I Imagined that it would be like a vice grip.  As I imagined that, I started to pick up the pace on my own clit.  I put my finger underneath my panties to rev up the sensation.  I was already wet just thinking about my best friend.  I didn’t know if it was her perfect body that sent me over the edge, or if it was her sweet and carefree personality. Maybe it was that I felt that she was truly my best friend that cared about me.  I didn’t care either, because all I knew is the feeling that thinking about her gave me.  I was comforted in bed with merely the thought of her touch and her gaze.  To be able to share these feelings with her would be heaven.

Suddenly there was a knock on the door.  Who could that be? My roommate would have just walked in since she had a key.  I got up and hoped that it would be someone I wanted to see.

“Hey Claire,” said Jen after I opened the door.

My heart skipped a beat.  “Hey Jen,” I said.  “I thought that you were going out with Justin tonight.”

“Oh yeah, about that...,” said Jen as she trailed off.  She jumped on my bed and sprawled out, nothing that was unusual for her.  “...I just don’t think that is going to work.”

“I’m so sorry...Jen.  That stinks, I know you were hopeful about him.”

“No, it’s okay,” said Jen.  “I am not sure that he is my type.”

“Not your type?  I know you well enough to know what you are into.  I thought Justin fit the bill perfectly.”

“It’s not that,” said Jen as she paused to look at me.  She gestured for me to lay down in the bed next to her.  “It’s that I’m just not sure if guys are right for me.  I don’t know if that makes sense at all.”

I laid down next to her and my heart began to beat faster when her words registered with me.  “Oh yeah, and why do you think that,” I asked, trying to be as sweet as I could be.

“I feel like no matter what, a guy can never really get me.  Like a guy is never going to be able to understand what it’s like to be me.  They have different desires and a different view on life.  There’s just no way to feel intimate with them.”

“I totally know what you mean,” I said as I grabbed her hand to give a reassuring squeeze.

“You do?”

“Of course.  You don’t see me dating a bunch of guys do you?  They always try to hit on me, but I’m just not interested.”

“I’ve noticed that,” said Jen.  “Then what are you interested in?”

I knew I had a chance to tell her how I felt about her, but I couldn’t get the words out.  “I am interested in closeness.”

“So am I,” she said squeezing my hand.  “Why haven’t we talked about this before.  I bet we have a lot in common when it comes to how we see relationships.  I think that we are both looking for the same things.”

We turned to look at each other, I into her deep green eyes, and her into mine.  We had felt connected before, but knowing that we felt the same way about relationships, and making eye contact with her, it was as if we were best friends in a way that I had always hoped for.  “I think that you might be right, Jen,” I said as I leaned into her.  My heart was now racing so fast I felt that it might explode.  She leaned into me and I went for it.  We kissed, and it felt so amazing, but I jerked back.  The conservative instinct of my upbringing was kicking in and I needed a second to readjust my thinking.

“What is wrong?” Asked Jen. “I’m sorry, we shouldn’t have done that.”

“No, it’s okay Jen.” I said as I looked at her beautiful face.  She had sharp features that were making me melt in her presence.  I knew that my desire for her would soon be beyond the power of opposition.  “I just didn’t expect that.  I need a second.”

“Okay,” said Jen.

We looked at each other intently and seemed to devour one another with our gaze.  I had seen Jen in the locker room many times before after a soccer match.  I knew that her body was toned and athletic.  I knew that her skin was soft.  But the knowledge wasn’t enough.  A touch wasn’t enough.  I knew that I needed more, that I could not be satisfied.  “Jen, I just have to tell you before we go on.  I have been attracted to you for a long time, and this is just a lot for me to take in.”

“I have felt the same way,” said Jen, as she took my face in her hands and began making out with me.  She pulled back.  “Since the day that I met you I have wanted you.”

Hearing her say that made my pussy quiver.  Her lips were soft on mine.  We rubbed our cheeks together and my body felt light and intoxicated by her scent.  I couldn’t stop myself anymore, and pushed her down onto the bed.  “I want to make you happy.”

Jen smiled at me as I started taking off her dress.  It was tight on her body and I needed her help.  Finally when it was off and I could see her lingerie underneath, I laid on top of her and continued making out with her.  The skin on skin made me feel warm and energized, like I was a fully sexual being.  Our bodies grinded against each other and we intertwined our legs.

“This is so nice,” said Jen.

Hearing that she was enjoying herself made me even more horny and I pressed my pelvis into hers and felt her wet panties against mine.  Our breasts were pressing against each other and our breathing was in rhythm.  My crotch was now burning up as I knew that I needed Jen more than anything in the world right now.  I needed her to attend to my sexual desires.

“Take these off,” I told Jen pointing to my bra and panties.  She didn’t hesitate and immediately began to unhook my bra and then kiss me down my stomach.  “You make me feel so good Jen.”

She just looked up at me and smiled.  I wasn’t sure if she had ever been with another girl before, and I didn’t care.  I knew that her mouth and tongue on my clit would be heaven no matter what.  She pulled down my panties and then began to kiss around my inner thighs.  “You look perfect.  Your pussy is so sweet looking.  I can’t wait to get down there and eat it up.  But first, let me get you squirming.  I want your pussy dripping and swelling for me.

“You are teasing me,” I said.  She was too busy to respond and continued to lick and kiss my inner thighs and lightly scratch them.  Then she began to kiss around my pussy and when she did this I felt I couldn’t take it anymore.  I thrust my hips up to meet her mouth but she just kissed right beside my pussy.  “Please Jen.”

“That’s what I wanted to hear,” she said.  “I want you to beg for it.   I want you to want me, Claire.  Because I want you.  I don’t want you holding anything back from me.”

“I’m not going to hold anything back,” I told Jen.  “I have been hoping that this day would come for a long time.”

Jen grabbed my hips to keep them steady.  “trust me,” she said.  Jen looked up at me and smiled.  “You are in good hands.  I want to make you feel good.”

I did what she said and I stopped squirming.  And sure enough, Jen kissed my pussy.  I was the best feeling I had ever had.  She then began to rub and play with it with her fingers.  She pulled back my lips and exposed my eager clit.  When her tongue touched it directly for the first time I thought I was die from the ecstasy.  “Fuck.”

“You like that,” asked Jen as she spoke for the first time since she started attending to my pussy.

“Fuck yeah,” I moaned.  I arched my hips up to meet her tongue.  She licked deftly and delicately on and around my clit.  Then she began to lap at my pussy and stick her tongue inside my vagina.  I loved the feeling of being invaded by her.  I wanted more of her.

Jen continued to lick and suck on my clit.  Then she put two fingers in my pussy and began rubbing g-spot directly.  I was impressed that she didn’t have any trouble finding it.  But then again, she was a girl, and not only that, she was my best friend.  “You are super tight, Claire,” she said.

“I know.  I’ve never been with a guy, so I should be pretty tight down there.”

Jen started to lick and suck on my clit while she fingered my pussy.  She licked and fingered in and out and then slowed down to rub my g-spot.  I grabbed the sheets of my bed to brace myself as I could feel my orgasm rumbling inside of me. “I’m about to fucking cum,” I moaned.”  I squeezed my legs together around Jen’s head and held her in place as she licked and finger fucked me.  “I’m cumming Jen.”

She began to slide her fingers in and out of me as fast as she could. She finger fucked me in a rage and gave me a massive orgasm. I cried out in pleasure as my pussy spasmed on her finger.  I felt contraction after powerful contraction in my body that sent waves of pleasure to my extremities.  My pussy clenched down on Jen’s finger, wanting to suck on it and make love to it.  I moaned and then grabbed Jen’s finger to take it out of my now super sensitive pussy.

“How was that,” she asked.

“Come here,” is all I could say.  Jen kissed me and I lapped the pussy juices up off of her face.  They tasted so good and pure, the type of juices that come from a powerful orgasm.  “Now it’s your turn.”

I pushed Jen over and looked at her body.  She was about as tall as me, and her body was lean and tan.  She had an athletic muscularity that made her a great soccer player, and now I discovered, a great lover as well.  But her muscle definition was never so pronounced that it made her seem any less feminine.  To some, and to me, it made her distinctly Jen, the hottest girl in school.

“I’ve been looking forward to this for a long time,” I said as I kissed her neck and down to her breasts.  I couldn’t stop smiling as I began to lick Jen’s breasts.  I had imagined doing so many times, but to actually be doing it was beyond comprehension.  Her perky breasts were so soft, supple and perky.  Her nipples were puffy and erect.  I kissed her stomach and down her perfect athletic body.  My pussy was throbbing wet as I was living my fantasy.  I got to her inner thighs and as I kissed her I could hear soft moans.  They were the sounds of a goddess and I knew I couldn’t wait a second longer to get to her juicy pussy.  Licking her juices was like tasting ambrosia from Olympus.

“That feels so fucking good, Claire,” said Jen as she looked down at me with a smile.  Her gaze penetrated me and warmed me, making my juices flow.  I lapped at her tight pussy and put my fingers inside, trying to find her g-spot.  She found mine so easily that I wanted to return the favor.  Finally I found it and massaged the spongy upper wall of her pussy.  I was pressing a button that opened the floodgates of ecstasy to my best friend.  Jen looked at me in a way that made me know this would not be the last time we would be doing this.  I finger fucked her harder now, wanting to bring her to the edge of orgasm.  But I didn’t want her to cum...not yet.

“I’m getting so fucking close,” said Jen.

“Tell me when you are right on the verge of cumming,” I said.

I finger fucked her harder, trying to look into her eyes to see when the pleasure was swelling up inside of her.  I could see her pupils dilate as she tried to take in the moment, and right before she got to the point of no return, I pulled out my fingers.

“Don’t stop,” said Jen.

“I want to have a huge orgasm together,” I told her.  “I want to scissor you.”

“Claire, what has gotten into you.  I never knew you had such a dirty mind.”

“I do for you.”

Jen smiled and spread her legs for me, inviting my pussy in.  I positioned myself and then moved my pussy right next to hers. “I’ve always wanted to do this,” I said.  “It seems so hot.”

“Then do it,” said Jen as she grabbed my hips and pulled me into her pussy.

When our pussy lips touched gasped at the pleasure.  “You are so wet, Jen.”

“So are you.  This feels so fucking good.”

“Keep rubbing your pussy on me, babe.”  We were both rubbing our juices together trying to make sure that our clits touched and kissed.  It felt smooth and squishy.  “I love the sound that it makes,” I said.  The wet, soft, slapping sound made my pussy feel like it was going to gush open.

“Fuck,” said Jen.  “I need to do this more often.”

“Fuck yeah we do,” I said.  I started pounding into her pussy harder now.  “Do you like it like that?”

“Yeah, I want you to fuck me rough like that,” said Jen.  “I want you to ravage me.”

I was so fucking turned on by her words.  I started pounding my snatch into her harder and harder grinding as fast as I could.  I grabbed her hips and pulled her into me closer. She looked so good with her head back moaning in delight.  “Fuck Jen.  I have always wanted to do this with you.”

She picked up her pace and we found a healthy rhythm of grinding and pressing our pussies together.  I could feel the athleticism in her body through her pussy; like every single muscle was focused on the gyrations and sensations between her legs.  Seeing her body squirm and spasm was as erotic as the physical feeling of her lips sliding against mine.  There were now beads of sweat forming on her soft tight skin, making her look even more streamlined and sexy.  I grabbed her legs and then her hips.  I grabbed her ass and realized I could not get enough of her.  Every inch of her felt soft, smooth, wet, and delicious.  It was as if her body was dripping sex and I needed all of it.  I pounded harder into her, and was losing touch with where I was and how long we had been fucking.  All I knew was that I was within the moment that I had longed for.

“I’m getting so fucking close to cumming,” moaned Jen, louder than before.  “I don’t care if the whole fucking dorm hears me.  Oh fuck.”

“I’m close too,” I said as I opened my eyes and lifted my head up.  I met Jen’s gaze and knew she was in another world of pleasure as I was.  “Cum with me.”

We both pounded each other and our bodies arched and tightened.  I grabbed the bed sheets with one hand and squeezed Jen’s leg with another hand. I felt the rumbling of the orgasm deep in my core and then my pussy exploded in bliss and release.  “Fuck, I’m cumming Jen.  I’m fucking cumming for you baby.”

“I’m cumming too,” she said as she pressed her pussy into me even harder this time.

Wave after wave of warm pleasure and erotic release emanated out from my pussy and through my body.  I felt like I was floating off of the bed as the sensation so enraptured me.  The pulses started to slow down and I laid back on the bed, exhausted.  I could barely move a muscle, as it took so much out of me to have such an intense orgasm.  My release was so complete that I felt in that moment more satisfied than I ever had in my life; as if I needed nothing else in the world to feel completed.  And then, after a few seconds of closing my eyes in comfort and the after flow of an orgasm, I opened them to see Jen’s face right above mine, smiling.

“How was that for you?”  She asked.

“Amazing,” I said.  I grabbed her face and pulled her into me.  Now it was not to fulfill the sexual tension, but to thank the girl that made my body feel so good.  “You are perfect,” I told her.

“You are,” whispered Jen.

In that moment we were not college students or soccer players but lovers that had combined into one entity to experience the full measure of pleasures available to those who dare to explore them.  Our kisses were tender and passionate and the skin on skin touch of her body seemed to release hormones into mine that made me know I would be looking at Jen in a different light.

“We should do this in the locker room after practice sometime,” I said.

“That’s a little scandalous, don’t you think?”

“Yes, but it suits us.”

“Oh?”

I smiled at her.  “Because we are different and I want to experience every pleasure possible with you.  I think that what we have been looking for; that deep connection and bond of love is right here.  We don’t have to look anymore.”

“I agree,” said Jen.  She kissed me.

I tried to speak again, but she put a finger to my lips to silence me and then kissed me more.  Our bodies communicated more than my words could.  And so we both rested in each other’s arms, content that we were home, that we could be at rest with each other.


2. Emma's Study Partner: First Time Lesbian Sex in Public by Lora Lane

All you ever hear about now is that college is the time of your life when you are supposed to experience new and amazing things. That is especially supposed to be true when it comes to partying and sexual experiences. It never was the case for me though. No, I was going to be that student who focused completely on my studies almost all the time before graduating early and laughing at all the girls who partied instead of working hard. Then I met Lizzy. She is easily the most charismatic person I have ever met, beautiful as well and she showed me the most amazing night of my life that I will not soon forget.

College was always said to be the best time of my life. All throughout school it was something I was supposed to look forward to for wild times, great friends and even a little studying. The friends I had in high school didn't know me very well if they thought those things were what I planned to get out of college however. I decided to be a nurse on my fourth birthday when a kid choked after accidentally swallowing a toy. One of the parents was a nurse and saved his life right there in my living room. It didn't even slow down the party all that much. It was the coolest thing I had ever seen at that time and still ranks pretty high today.

From that point on I had tunnel vision. It was nursing or bust for me all throughout school. I tended to pay more attention to the subjects dealing with the human body than other things but I sure made certain to pass all of my classes with high enough grades so as to have my choice of a few good nursing programs. The one I finally settled upon was a combination of a local community college then to finish at a local four year college. It might seem like an odd coupling of schools but that tends to be the best way for nursing programs, especially when we have one of the best hospitals in the nation attached to the big school for the last years of the program.

I never dreamed of partying instead of studying. Sure, I went out with friends now and then. I don't want you to think I was a recluse or something. When it came to weekends where I had something serious to hit the books on however, I was nowhere near the fun scene. As a matter of fact the act of studying started to be fun for me after a while. I got to the point where I thought I had it all figured out and smirked at those who didn't understand how much fun throwing yourself at school and studying could really be.

It's kind of funny to look back now and have a little laugh at myself and how true I was to the cause during that time. I wasn't the perfect student but was probably as close as the school had to a perfectly attuned studying machine. The thing is, my grades weren't perfect at all so I kept trying to find new places to study and new ways to study. Little did I know at the time just how important of a decision that would end up being.

Not much was said about it at the time but I wasn't all that healthy when I was throwing myself at the books almost all the time. A friend of mine checked my levels just for fun and I wound up having to admit that the stress was getting to me. There wasn't anything that could be done about it of course but I at least was willing to admit that studying so much and giving nearly zero time to unwinding was not the best for my health. I was young though and when I graduated with honors I would have plenty of time to get my stress level down, or so I figured.

Then one day everything changed when a stunning girl walked into the coffee shop where I spent some free daytime hours hitting the books. She didn't just walk in though, she walked in and sat right next to me.

“Hi!” she said with a beautiful smile, “I'm Elizabeth. My friends call me Lizzy. We haven't met.”

I shook my head, unable to keep the smile from my face, “No, we haven't. Nice to meet you Elizabeth, I'm Emma.”

She shook her head with a sour expression on her face, “I told you my friends call me Lizzy. Get it right girl.”

“We just met though,” I said flippantly. “We aren't friends.”

“Oh, but we will be,” she said with certainty. “So, you may as well go ahead and call me Lizzy.”

I put my pen down and looked at her with a sideways glance, “Alright, Lizzy, let me ask you a question. How can you be so sure we are going to be friends? Do you know more about me than I do about you?”

She smiled and shrugged, “Guilty! I saw you weeks ago when I first transferred here and couldn't take my eyes off of you. Not only are you gorgeous with that long blonde hair – which you should wear down more by the way – and your long thin figure,” she looked me up and down, “You're also probably the best student in the program.”

“Hold on,” I still couldn't get the smile off of my face, “Are you trying to butter me up so that I'll help you study or something?”

“Hot damn, you're smart and psychic!” She finally let the smile fade a little bit but she had one of those faces that almost always looked pleasant whether she was smiling or not. “By the way I've never tried buttering someone up but if that's what you're into sweetie, we'll try it. Look,” she put her hands up, “I was tipped off to your brilliance by Professor Gwen. She said I should get to know you and see if I could learn from your studying habit's. The thing is,” she smiled sweetly, “No offense but I don't want your studying habit's. You never have any fun girl!”

“Fun will come later,” I said.

“Really? Do you have parents or grandparents?” she asked. “Because I do and I don't remember them having time to unwind and have fun very often. This is college Emma! You've got the studying thing down but you need to have some fun too or you'll explode. The way I figure it, we can help each other out. You help me study and I'll help you have some fun. What do you say?”

To make a long story short, I eventually somewhat reluctantly agreed to meet on neutral ground so to speak. She wanted to show me how to party and wanted me to want to show her how to study. While I had no interest in either at first, her smile was infectious and started to grow on me very quickly. I've never had any interest in girls, you know, romantically or anything but there was something about Lizzy that drew me to her. It was as if there was a big part of me that wanted everything she was offering, no matter how much the aloud and verbal part didn't.

Anyway, we wound up studying at a local pub. It certainly wasn't a coffee house or study hall but it also wasn't a bar. That way we had enough light to be able to study a little bit and could enjoy a drink and a little music in the process. For all of the planning I did to steer her towards studying and away from the drinking and music, she wound up convincing me to have a drink before she even considered looking at the books. I still probably wouldn't have had one if it weren't for her having threatened to start screaming that I drugged her drink. At first the threat didn't work but that was only because I didn't yet know just how crazy the girl was. She got as far as screaming help really loud before I relented and accepted a drink. To her credit, we did get some studying in after that.

The next meeting went a little more towards my comfort zone as she came to my place to hit the books in a more standard setting. I'm not a savage or anything so I had some bottled water out and a few snacks to get us through. It went pretty well at first with her answering a lot of my questions correctly and me doing much the same in return. After we had been at it for about an hour, she began to pace around the room. When I asked the next question she needed to answer, no answer was forthcoming.

“Do you ever just get bored studying like this?” Lizzy asked.

“Sure,” I said looking up from the bed where I had been laying on my stomach for much of the previous half hour. “We can take a break if you want. Grab some chips and a bottle of water.”

Lizzy walked over towards the counter that held the snacks. I doubted she ever ate any snacks like that considering the figure she kept. She was a few inches shorter than me with cropped brown hair and a perfect tan – the kind that looked more like she inherited it than got it from the sun. We hadn't really talked much about boys but I was certain she had at least one guy pawning over her. I got my share of looks when I went out but Lizzy was an entirely different story. She grabbed a bag of chips started to dig in. “Nah, it's not that I need a break so much. I just get tired of it. It's always been that way. I can study for a little while and it seems to stick pretty well but then I get distracted or bored and all my focus just leaves.”

Propping myself up on my arms, I asked, “What about when you hit the gym?”

“What about it?”

I smiled, “Do you get bored at the gym? If not maybe you could use the same mindset for studying. Work out your mind like you work out that hot body of yours.”

“You think I'm hot?” Lizzy asked with a smile.

“Uh, yeah,” I smirked, “Who doesn't? But that wasn't really the point, Lizzy.”

“Oh,” she swung back around and then teased a look back over her shoulder, “Are you sure? Because I think you're hot too.”

“Yes,” I nodded as I sat up on the bed, “I'm sure. Wait, you think I'm hot?”

“Well, hell yeah.” She came over and sat down next to me on the bed. “I know what you're getting at and the only thing I really don't get distracted doing is going out to dance, drink and party.”

I smiled, “That's why it worked so well the other night.”

She smiled back as she rubbed her shoulder against mine playfully, “Yeah. I could have told you that Emma. Dim the lights, put on some music and give me enough to drink for a light buzz and we'll study like crazy.” I looked down at the books to the side but she stopped me. “Oh, come on! Wait, isn't it my turn to ask a question anyway?”

I shrugged, “Maybe. You can go first.”

“Alright,” she said with a smile, “Have you ever kissed a girl?”

The question was more shocking than words could express but I turned my head to ask her what in the world she was thinking. I only got half of the first word out though because when my face turned towards hers, Lizzy grabbed the back of my head lightly and planted a kiss right on my lips. She held it there for a few seconds before we both pulled away and Lizzy said, “Never mind.”

My fingers traced my lips in stunned silence as I looked up again, “What the heck was that?”

She was looking down in the book then, acting like she was studying big time before looking up, “What, that? Good lord Emma I just couldn't stop myself. Haven't you ever wanted to kiss a girl before?”

“No!”

“Why not?”

“Well,” I thought about it for a moment before finishing, “I'm not sure but I haven't.”

“Was it all that terrible?”

With a shrug I admitted, “No, not really, but that isn't the point.”

“Oh it was just a little fun to mix things up,” Lizzy said with a wave of her hand. “Relax would you? Look how calm and focused I am now. That little bit of fun will get me another thirty minutes of good study time. Let's hit the books, girl!”

“I don't know,” I shook my head.

“Would you rather I sat across the room sweetie?”

That brought a laugh out, “No, of course not. I'm sorry it's just that I've never done that before.”

“I know,” she said with a smirk.

“You do? How?”

She winked, “Just trust me Emma. I know all kinds of interesting things. For instance,” she looked down in the book, “This bit about the clavicle – I knew that too.”

Part of me wanted to be angry with her in the worst way but I just couldn't be with her smile so sweet. Besides, what was the harm in what she had done? It wasn't the worst kiss ever and it wasn't the most meaningful one either. A little fun messing around and she was raring to go study some more. Maybe that was exactly what both of us needed. After all, my grades had gone up too in the short time Lizzy had been studying with me.

Between that time and the next time we met to study, Lizzy convinced me to go out with her one Friday night to a local bar. They were the kind of bar that didn't call themselves a bar as a way of suggesting that they were slightly higher quality and it worked for them. The lighting wasn't the black-light neon junk that I didn't like at the louder places and they had a live band instead of a DJ wanna be. They even had pretty good food for such a place which helped their case as well.

While we were waiting on an order of mozzarella sticks, the band started playing an old Prince song and Lizzy's eyes went wide. “Oh my god, you have to dance with me!” I started to shake my head, ready to tell her that I wasn't much of a dancer but she grabbed me by the hand and dragged me out there on the floor anyway. Everyone loved the song so the floor was full, though thankfully not too cramped, and I felt pretty comfortable just blending in with what everyone else was doing.

Lizzy had a bad habit of surprising me though and that night was no different. Just as I was getting into the movements, she walked up to me and started dancing against me in a more sultry way. She squatted and ran her hands along my sides then along hers as she danced her way back to standing. Then she turned and put her butt against my crotch and started grinding against me. I looked around expecting others to be looking at us but everyone was doing their own thing and paying us zero attention.

She turned around and danced against me face to face before leaning in to my ear, “Try it. Dance against me. It might be fun, you never know until you try.”

My options ran through my mind. Just a few weeks ago I wouldn't have even been there, much less entertain the idea of dancing a sexy dance with another girl. Still, it did happen and we were both pretty hot that night so I eventually shrugged and decided to go for it. I stepped back and she came towards me, thinking that I was refusing but I pushed her away with a wink and wagged my finger at her. It felt like I was in someone else's body the way I moved my hands along my chest and down my thighs but it also made me feel sexier than I ever had.

I danced around her in a quick circle, brushing my side along her butt and my hand along her thigh while I was at it. She smiled down at me and I smiled back up as I came around in front of her and ran my hands along her in the same way she had done to me. Her body was so amazing that even in my tall and toned body some referred to as model-like, I was envious. Finally I turned around and began to grind my hips against hers, just as the music started to slow and the song came to an end.

The others on the dance floor kept dancing for a minute and then started clapping in appreciation for the great performance as I stood and turned to Lizzy, aiming to let her know that it actually had been a lot of fun. When I turned around she was right in my face and brought her lips to mine again. This time we both had a couple of drinks in us and the kiss lasted longer than it had the time before. Lizzy even snaked her tongue out of her mouth for a second before the next song began and I pulled away.

We made our way over to the table next to the bar we were calling home for the evening and sat down in silence for a few seconds before Lizzy finally broke the silence. “I'm sorry Emma, I just couldn't help myself. God, that dance was amazing!”

“What?” I allowed my confusion to readily show.

“The kiss,” she answered, “I just couldn't stop myself from attacking you out there. Hopefully it didn't scare you too badly.”

I couldn't keep the smile from my face. The kiss was anything but scary. It coupled with the dance had been part of the sexiest moment of my entire life. “Lizzy, I didn't pull away because I didn't like it or because it was scary.”

She allowed an innocent grin, “No?”

I shook my head, “No way, it was more the other direction. I think I liked it too much. If anything scared me, it was that. Whether it was the few drinks I had or the way you looked when you danced, I'm not sure, but it was amazing.”

“Did it make your stomach feel all nervous and make you feel like you didn't know what you were going to do next?” Lizzy asked. “Almost like you couldn't believe the thoughts going through your head?”

“Yeah,” I said wide-eyed, “You ever felt that way?”

She smiled and nodded easily, “Yeah, a couple of times probably but nothing ever quite like that. It didn't scare me but I felt it for sure.”

As far as awkward silences go, the one that dragged out between Lizzy and me right then was pretty hefty. I didn't know exactly what was happening to me but I knew I was changing or that something inside of me was changing. I liked it, that much I was sure about but that was all I was certain of at that moment. It stopped soon enough though and the conversation turned back on when three guys came over to our table.

“Hey,” one of them said with a handsome smile, “You girls nearly lit that dance floor on fire out there. If you'd kept up I think someone would have called the fire department.” The guys behind him nodded and smiled as if they wished they had thought of something so clever to say. “You two want to get out of here and have a little fun?”

I smiled at Lizzy who was smiling back at me and then at the guys flirtatiously. They were cute enough, especially the one in the back and to the right but I really wasn't wanting to have anything in the way of a wild night with them. In the end however, especially with how much fun I was having easing out of my comfort zone lately, I decided to leave it up to Lizzy and shrugged in her direction.

She smiled at me and then winked at the guy in the front before standing and raising herself up to whisper in his ear. His smile was only equaled by that of the guys behind him who all figured they knew what was about to happen. If they did then they had something on me because I had no clue. Finally the guy's smile soured and he shook his head as he turned back to his confused friends saying something about how they could do better.

“What did you say to him?” I asked with a laugh after Lizzy sat back down.

She leaned in with a wide and mischievous smile, “I told him that he and his boys should go 'F' themselves with a big black dildo.” She broke out into big rolling laughter and I joined her. The rest of the night was nothing but the two of us teasing guys and having fun with each other before we finally went back to my place and crashed hard.

The next morning Lizzy left early after we had a little bite to eat and planned our next studying session. One thing both of us knew we wanted was to make sure we kept doing that because it was helping both of us. She was getting more focused on her studying and I was loosening up just enough. It was best for both of us so we agreed to meet at her place the next weekend and she promised to have a fun game planned that would help us have a blast while we hit the books.

The week that followed went pretty well for both my new best friend and me as things continued to improve at school. Professor Gwen even stopped both of us to let us know that she was proud of the work we were both doing – Lizzy to become a great student and me to become the perfect student. I told her she was being too kind but Lizzy slapped me on the rear and said 'good game girl'.

If someone had forced me to guess what was waiting when I pulled up to Lizzy's place that night, I wouldn't have been able to even try. She was so different from me in so many ways and that led to me being not only willing to go to her place and study but to me looking forward to it more than the weekend of fun the week before. Even if I had guessed, I would have been way off. When I walked in the door the lights were dim and music was playing.

“Come right in,” she said, “The game await's.”

“Lizzy,” I said skeptically, “What are you doing?”

“Don't worry,” she smiled as she waved me inside the rest of the way. “You'll like it because it involves studying and I'll like it because it will be wild fun. Everybody wins so relax would you? Come on and lay your stuff down. Take your shoes off too. What are you dressed up for anyway?”

I looked down at my t-shirt, bluejeans and socks and shoes and back up at her. She wore a long t-shirt that looked like a sleep shirt and I couldn't see anything else. I smiled, “Well, I couldn't very well drive in my skivvies Lizzy. What's the game tonight? I'm ready to study! What do you have for me?”

She smiled and I instantly felt nervous. It was that smile. The one she wore just before she surprised me with a kiss and just before she convinced me to do a dirty dancing impression against her. “Are you ready for real?”

“Yes!” I said with a big smile, “Bring it on girl!”

“You sure?”

“Yes!”

Lizzy pulled out the book of the subject we had planned to study that night and said, “Strip studying!”

With a smile and a twisted into one expression I said, “Be serious Lizzy.”

“Oh, Emma, I have never been more serious.”

“You're for real? Strip studying?”

“Scared?”

“With the way you're dressed?” I asked, “I'll win in one question.”

Lizzy lifted her shirt up revealing short shorts and a bra, “I've got a few layers here, same as you actually. So, unless you are afraid that I'll get more answers right than you, we should be good to go.”

For some reason I nodded and looked at her with a mock serious expression, “You're going down girl! Let's do this!”

The questions went back and forth for a few minutes before one of them was answered incorrectly and to my surprise it was me who sported the first wrong answer. Lizzy motioned to my shirt and told me to take it off. I hesitated for a moment and then shrugged and took it off.

“Woo!” she yelled, “Look at that sexy body of yours girl! Makes me want to lick whipped cream off of your chest or something. Oh, and also I'm winning.”

“Laugh it up, Lizzy,” I said. “I won't get another one wrong.”

But I did. The next two wrong answers belonged to me. Luckily I took my belt off with one of the wrong answers so the third incorrect response only had me removing my jeans. “I cannot believe this! You really have been hitting the books haven't you?”

Lizzy smiled at me, “Are you kidding? It meant I would get to see you like this so you bet I studied. You're so sexy, it's turning me on a little bit Emma. Good god.”

“Stop it,” I waved her off.

“I'm serious,” she said and then shook her head. “Back to the game though. I feel a wrong answer coming any minute now.” She had zero wrong answers. Luckily neither did I for a long time. It was probably a half hour before I got another answer wrong. Lizzy clapped her hands and begged me to take it off. Something about how excited she was about seeing my breasts made me want to but it wasn't enough for me to be willing to.

“I don't think I can,” I said.

Lizzy leaned up and walked towards me with an expression I hadn't quite seen on her face. She touched the center of my bra in the back where it fastened and said, “No? How about I do it for you?” Before I could say no or yes, since I hadn't decided yet, Lizzy removed my bra and tossed it over to one side. Her gaze found my breasts and looked back up to my eyes. “You're so damn sexy, Emma. God, I'm so horny for you right now.”

“Easy for you to say,” I quipped in spite of my nervousness. “You're still dressed.”

“Yeah,” she smiled and held her hand up to my face where a list of answers were written on a small sticky pad paper, “But I cheated. So, I guess that means I lose by forfeit.” She stepped back and pulled the large shirt off, then the bra and then the shorts in quick succession. My eyes traveled down to her perfect breasts, her flat stomach and back up to her face. “But wait,” she smiled a sultry grin, “This is still tied and by cheating, I lost. So you know what that means.” She bent down and dropped her panties to the floor then stood up completely naked before me.

I was speechless as her fingers went to her lips, then down to her nipple and then down between her legs. She began to rub herself slowly at first and then more quickly. My breath began to grow shorter as I could feel myself getting turned on too and my nipples were as hard as if ice had been rubbed across them for a few minutes each. “Lizzy.”

She didn't speak but she looked up at me as she continued to rub herself and then looked down between my legs expectantly. My hands instead went directly to my breasts as I felt my body screaming at me to pleasure myself. I pushed my breasts against each other and breathed heavily as I looked down towards her hand and what she was doing. My left hand snaked down the front of my body and under the edge of my panties before my nerves got the better of me and I stopped. “Lizzy, I don't think I can.”

Lizzy pulled her hand from between her legs and rubbed it up towards her breasts. She then put them into her mouth and licked them before moving to me and looking deep into my eyes, “No? How about I do it for you?” She moved her hand down to my panties and eased her fingers beneath the edge. When I didn't stop her she went lower and felt my thinly shaved pussy. “Just relax, Emma.”

My head rolled back to stare at the ceiling as her fingers began to go to work on me. She seemed to know just how to touch me and moved her fingers along and inside the edge of my pussy lips masterfully. I groaned and my knees grew weak when she pressed a finger into the edge of my damp pussy. Finally desire won out and I turned her face towards mine and kissed her hungrily. My tongue teased outward as she did the same and then squeezed my breast with her free hand.

Quickly she moved me back to the couch and I lay back with my thighs spread. Lizzy kissed her way up my inner thighs until she began to lick my pussy lips and I thought I was going to scream. It felt unlike anything I had ever experienced, since not only had I never been with a girl before but had also never had a guy go down on me.

Within a few minutes I was moaning loudly towards the ceiling and massaging my breasts as she worked on my pussy. Somewhere along the line she pulled my panties off the rest of the way and I allowed her to do whatever she wanted. When she moved her tongue away from my crotch I looked up, ready to demand she go back down. Then her hand cupped my lips again, this time pushing one finger deeper inside of me and moving quickly in and out.

My eyes grew wide. I knew something was building inside but it wasn't until then that it exploded out of me. My own juices dampened my thighs and pussy as she continued to work my body over like a lover only could. It was amazing enough that at last I shifted my weight upward and pushed her back so that I could return the favor. I copied much of what she had done and then instinct took over.

Lizzy started to buck her hips and yelp loudly before she pushed me back and shifted her pussy to meet mine directly. Our hips bucked as we rubbed our pussies against one another in the most erotic moment of my entire life. We both yelped and screamed loudly as orgasms built inside each of us. When everything climaxed all at once, I began to actually feel bad for the mess we were making but only colored in the bliss I was swimming in.

I don't know how long we lay there but eventually I moved over and grabbed the sticky note that she had written answers down on. When I got to looking at it, they didn't match many of the answers she gave. I rolled to my side and smiled at her, “Hey, you only cheated on one or two questions.”

She shrugged, “Yeah, I know. How could I know what questions you would choose to ask? I just wanted to try and insure that I would win, even if it meant cheating.”

“You planned all of this?” I asked.

“This?” she asked pointing at the couch, “No way girl. I just wanted to see that body of yours. The rest of this just happened all by it'self. Maybe we should try to keep our clothes on if we actually want to get some studying done from this point forward.”

“Yeah,” I smiled, “Maybe so.”

Lizzy has become my very best friend since that wild beginning to our friendship. We still enjoy each other in all kinds of ways from time to time and we still help each other study too. What can I say? I guess sometimes the right person comes along at just the right time. It certainly was the case for Lizzy and me.


3. The Sweet Bridal Suite: Having a Lesbian Stripper on my Wedding Night by Kaylee Jones

When Briana heads to Las Vegas a few days before her wedding, her friends take her out to celebrate in Vegas style.  Through no fault of hers, they wind up partying with another bachelorette group and end up in a strip club.  Much to Briana’s shock (and arousal), she receives her very first lap dance.  The stripper takes quite a liking to the pretty bride and crashes her wedding night in style.

I am not even sure where to start this story.  I do not know how it all transpired or how it came about, but it happened.  I swear!

It was a few days before the wedding, and my crazy friends all took me out for a bachelorette party.  It is not normally my thing really, but I had to go along.  It was my last chance to be crazy and single!  We had planned it ahead of time.  Since the wedding was in Las Vegas anyway, we all headed out a few days early to celebrate.  I was the first of our group to get married so everyone was very excited about the first bachelorette party.

That first night, we had a relatively sedate dinner, a few bottles of wine but nothing overboard.  Sure we were all dolled up in our sparkly finest for a night on the Vegas strip, but we had to pace ourselves.  Susan was wearing something she called a dress but I think I have worn bigger swimsuits.  Annie decided that she was best dressed in her short-shorts, tube top, and stripper heels.  I opted for a simple little dress and everyone called me the prude for keeping a little modesty.

After dinner, we all headed over to a nearby bar and dammit if they didn’t whip out all of those horrid accessories made for the bride to be.  They had the veil and the sash and several obnoxious pins and buttons that played music and flashed little red lights.  It was horrible but I tried to be a good sport.  After a couple of hours of wearing those things, we had been given more shots than any of us thought to count.  It was a very good thing that we did not have a rental car.

We stumbled from that bar into the next one and the cycle repeated.  In the second one, we even found another blushing bride so our group grew.  I am still not sure how it happened (I mostly blame the ladies that joined our party), but by about midnight we ended up in a strip club.

Not men stripping, mind you, women.  But I had had what felt like an entire bottle of vodka, so to me all of the ladies shaking their asses and jiggling their tits appeared to have four boobs and like eight legs.  There was a table full of guys near our group and they started with the drinks again.  I was so past gone I did not even pay attention.  But then the night took a turn I was not expecting.

One of the guys offered to buy me and the other bride lap dances if he could watch.  She and I were not seeing straight at all, and just giggled at the idea.  But he kept pushing and soon his friends and our friends were all encouraging us.  Eventually he and one of his friends made it happen, I am not sure how that works even now.

The pushy guy and one of his buddies led us two brides to a back room where there were two strippers waiting for us.  The slim blonde girl was wearing that fetishist schoolgirl outfit and the brunette was wearing a cheerleader version.  The shirts barely covered their large tits and the skirts did not even come close to covering their bare asses.

The guys lightly pushed us down onto a couch and sat down opposite us.  They made sure that they were not anywhere near us.  I guess in case our respective fiancées were in the vicinity.  The blonde sashayed her little ass up to me with a big grin and the brunette sat down on the lap of the other bride.

I had never really looked at women that way but when she straddled my lap and started dancing on top of me, it was pretty sexy.  The other bride looked like she was kind of getting into it too.

The blonde schoolgirl who was rubbing her tits against mine leaned over and whispered in my ear, “Your first lap dance?”

I nodded, too distracted by her hands on my hips.

“I like it when the girls wear skirts,” she whispered again.

With the combination of alcohol in my system and thumping music in my head, her breath on my skin was making me shiver.  My hands floated up to rest on her hips and she clapped her own hands over mine, pressing down into her own skin.  I gripped her harder as she ground into me.

She leaned back so that I could see her tanned flat stomach and then suddenly the little white button-down shirt was gone and her tits were bare.  At the time I was pretty sure they were fake, but suddenly I realized the guys’ obsession with boobs.  Watching hers jiggle and bounce in time with the music made me want to touch them.

She sat up and grinned at me as she slid my hands from her hips up her sides and around the outer curves of those bouncing globes.  I heard a strange groan from behind the dancing girl and peered around her to see the two guys adjusting themselves in their pants.

The stripper in my lap started fiddling with my skirt and then I felt her fingertips tickling my inner thighs.  I probably gasped but she could not have heard it over the music.  Her fingers kept inching up and up and up and I just kept squirming.  I really did not know what she had in mind, but I was pretty sure I did not want her to stop.

One finger barely grazed the cotton of my panties before it withdrew and I wanted more.  I had never slept with another woman in my life, never even kissed one, but I wanted her to touch me again.  Suddenly the song ended and the girl withdrew her hands and stood up off my lap.  I am certain I gave her that same pitiful puppy look that she gets from all of the guys.  But she leaned over and as she suckled at the pulse in my neck, I felt a tickle of something down the front of my dress before she was gone.  I looked up at the two guys who were staring wide-eyed with obvious tents in their pants.

The other bride and I linked arms and teetered out of the private room giggling and laughing.

****

After all of that, the two bridal groups decided to split and mine headed back to our hotel.  I was coming down from my buzz and starting to get very tired.  Besides, there was a different buzz happening between my thighs and I was grateful to have my own hotel room for the evening.

We all hugged good night and disappeared into our respective rooms.  Some of the gals were splitting room costs but since this was my wedding weekend, I opted to have my own.  They gave me a hard time but in the end, I got my way.

I stripped out of my dress and panties, leaving them in a pile on the floor and padded to the bathroom naked.  I took a nice warm shower to rinse off the feeling of Vegas dust, and slipped between the clean sheets in nothing but a clean pair of underwear.  As I lay there, letting the cool air conditioning soothe my skin, I remembered the feel of that stripped against my body.  She was curvy and soft and seemed to know exactly how to touch a woman.  Men never quite know that in the right detail.  Her fingers had been tickling up my inner thighs, and the feel of her lips on my neck was addicting.  Her breasts had bounced and wobbled in front of my face and I only got a small feel.

I remembered how soft yet firm her tits had felt, and how my lips had been so tempted to feel the puckered little pink nipples.  She had been wearing a tiny G-string but it was small enough that I knew she was shaved smooth.  I wondered what someone else’s pussy would feel like, would taste like.

As the thoughts crashed through my head, my swollen clit started pulsing.  I slid my hand inside my little silk panties, and was shocked to find that I was wet and slippery.  I rubbed my fingertips against my clit, trying to calm the need.  I remembered her fingers on my thighs and wondered what it would feel like to have those same fingers touching where I was touching.  The idea of her fingers tickling my pussy and rubbing my clit sent me through the roof with an explosive climax.  I shuddered and shivered, and finally passed out with thoughts of that sexy busty blonde.  All night I dreamed of her stretched out in the bed next to me while I explored every inch of her silky skin.

The next morning, I saw the scrap of paper laying amongst my clothing from the night before.  I picked it up and it had a phone number scrawled on it, in a woman’s handwriting.  It flooded back to me, it must be from the stripper.  Just before she left my lap, she had stuck something in the front of my dress.  I had forgotten to see what it was.  But it was her phone number.  My thighs tightened against each other and a faint pulse started throbbing in my pussy.  She had been hot, and she was handing out her phone number.  I only had a couple more days before I was headed off to the altar.  It was a now or never proposition.  So I called her.

“Hello?” her voice was smooth and throaty, just like it should have been.

“Um, hi.  You don’t know me, but you gave me your number last night at the club,” my heart was racing.

“Ohhh, hi there.  I remember you now.  You let me feel up under your skirt.”

I could hear the smile in her voice.

“Uh huh, that’s me.  Unless you do that with everyone,” I tried to be funny.

She giggled, “Well, most of my clients are men so they rarely wear skirts.  And no, I don’t touch them inside their clothing.  They pay well, but I like women.”

My face felt hot and it was spreading to the rest of my body.

“So, what are you doing in Vegas?”

“I’m here to get married,” I still couldn’t believe I was chatting up a stripper in the hopes of…  what, I didn’t know at the time.

“Oh!  Then we need to celebrate!  Can you get a night off from your friends?”

“Probably, I can tell them I need some time to get ready or something.”

“Perfect.  Can I take you to dinner tonight?”

“I’ll let you know.  Oh, and I’m Briana,” I offered.

“You can call me Tonya.”

We hung up, and I seriously doubted that was her real name.  My friends and I spent the day sunning by the pool and surprisingly enough they let me off for the night.  I hoped none of them knew I had a hot date.  That would just be awkward.

That night Tonya and I met at the bar she suggested.  She was wearing a dress that made the entire room drool, and you should have seen the looks on guy’s faces when she walked up to me and gave me a very intimate hug.  Her body pressed up against mine, with her hands lingering along the swell of my ass.

We had a nice chat through dinner but I have no idea what we talked about.  I was completely distracted by the fact that her hand tickled my thigh through the entire meal.  We headed out afterwards, arm-in-arm.  As soon as we got into a cab to go I-don’t-know-where, she was all over me and I just let her take over.

I’m shocked the cabbie didn’t crash the car, because he was watching as she was kissing me and running her hands over my tits and shoving my skirt up so she could tease around the edges of my thong.  Eventually, the cab pulled up in front of my hotel but I was so breathless and overcome with desire, I didn’t even notice.

“So can I come to the wedding tomorrow?” her voice sounded hoarse with her own need.

I nodded, too turned on to deny her anything.

“Just let me know when and where.”

****

By the time I got back up to my room that night, I was shivering from desire.  I stripped out of my clothing and stepped into the shower to let the cool water calm my aching body.  It was still hard to believe that I was getting married tomorrow and was incredibly turned on by this stripper, Tonya, tonight.  My friends would not have believed me if I could have found the guts to tell them.

As I lay between the silky hotel sheets, I slid my hand inside my panties and imagined her body against mine.  She was firm and soft at the same time, and I got the distinct impression she would be able to do things to me that I could not have even imagined.  I was quivering at the thought of her skin sliding against mine, and my climax hit me like a lightning bolt.  I passed out with thoughts of her in my head.

The next morning, I had a text from Tonya asking about the time and location of the wedding.  I sent it to her with trembling fingers and started off my wedding day with a throbbing between my thighs.  I had just gotten out of the shower when my friends started banging on the hotel room door.

“What?” I laughed as I yanked the door open.

I was met with a chorus of “Oh my gawds” and squeals as the group rushed in.  I knew that somewhere in the hotel was my fiancée since he had arrived in Vegas last night with his group.  The girls’ plan was to get brunch in my room via room service and then head to the on-site spa for hair and nails and makeup.  The wedding chapel was not far away so we did not have to worry much about traveling.

We ordered up a pile of croissants and fresh fruit along with several pots of coffee.  We all sat around in our plush white hotel robes and laughed the morning away.  I was not quite ready to give up my time with the girls but Rick, my fiancée, seemed to understand that I would still need them.  I certainly had no plans of asking him to give up his poker buddies after all.  Then again, I might be jealous if they ever hit a strip club, but for entirely different reasons than most people would think.

After a lazy morning, we all padded down to the spa still wearing our bathrobes for our appointments.  A couple of hours later we returned, all dolled up and still wrapped in plush white terrycloth.  They grabbed their clothes from their own rooms and piled into mine to get ready.  Another hour later, and we were all dressed.  I was in my simple white dress and they in their navy ones.  The concierge downstairs called my room to announce that the car service was there, so we headed out with one last group hug.

The chapel was adorable, and as we snuck into the small bridal room, we saw a few friends start to arrive.  I felt my heart beating faster when I saw Tonya slink in with her blonde mane flowing and her generous tits bouncing underneath her skimpy sundress.  All of the men’s eyes were following her every move and I grinned to myself.

The time finally came and my friends all trailed out one by one for the procession.  Then it was my turn.  Rick looked so handsome up there in his tuxedo, and I loved the way his dark eyes lit up when he saw me.  The vows were a blur and it was over before I knew it.  We sauntered out to the car waiting for us under a flurry of whoops and flower petals.  The reception was back at the hotel where everyone was staying, in one of their private little rooms, and our driver took the long way so that our guests would beat us there.  They all hugged us as we entered and Tonya squeezed me extra firmly.

It was party time now.  We had chosen a Mexican food buffet, so tacos were passed out and the margaritas started flowing.  Rick and I took our requisite spin on the dance floor to some slow song I didn’t recognize and then the dance music filled the room.

Rick was hanging out with his buddies in one corner when Tonya snuck up behind me.

“What is it about the virginal white dress?” she whispered in my ear.

I shivered and leaned back into her, her breath tickling my skin.

“And I plan to have you before your brand-new husband.  I’ll get you all nice and ready.”

I gasped softly as her hands slid over my ass and squeezed it lightly, out of sight to everyone.

“Come on,” she urged, tugging at my hand.

Everyone seemed distracted so I let her pull me out of the banquet room and into a large single-room bathroom.  As soon as she locked the door behind us, she pressed me up against it and kissed me hard.

“God, I’ve wanted you since I danced for you in the club,” she murmured against my lips.

I moaned softly and parted my lips to her invading tongue.  She nibbled my lower lip as her hands explored the contours of my breasts.  I was wearing a simple white slip dress, and she slid the straps off my shoulders to bury her face in my cleavage.  Her fingers rolled and pinched my nipples as she licked my flushed skin and I leaned my head back against the door for support.

As her lips closed around one tight little peak, her hands started working my skirt up towards my waist.

“Ooo, white panties even,” she grinned up at me as her fingers traced the outline of my slim thong.

As she continued to kiss my tits and squeeze my ass, she was slowing moving us over to the small bench against the wall.  With a firm push, I was sitting down with my legs spread around her.  She dropped to her knees in front of me and slowly ran her tongue up my inner thigh.  I gasped and wriggled as she grew closer to the very need she had created.  I could feel myself growing wetter and wetter inside my silk panties.

“Wait,” I pleaded breathlessly.

“What?” she blinked up at me, almost irritated at the interruption.

“Before we go any further, I h-have a request,” I stammered nervously.

“Yes?”

“Can I please touch you too?”

She grinned and straightened up so that her chest was right in front of me.  I tugged at the hem of her thin cotton tank top until her sizeable tits popped free.  I ran my fingers lightly over the outer curves and giggled when she shivered.

“Grab me,” she urged.

I closed my hands around them, letting my fingers pinch the taut little rosebud nipples.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, arching her back into my hands.

I kneaded them and finally bent over to pull one of my nipples into my mouth.  I flickered my tongue over the pebbly surface and loved the moan that she rewarded me with.  Back and forth, I tasted her flesh and teased her the way she had been tormenting me.

“I need to taste you,” she finally groaned breathlessly.

She dropped back down and licked my inner thigh again, this time letting her nose bump up against my soaking wet panties.

“Ohhh,” I moaned.

Tonya hooked her thumbs into the straps at my waist and she yanked those panties off with rough intention.  I pulled up my skirt to my waist so I could watch her beautiful face.  Her blue eyes glimmered and shone with desire for me and I was drunk on the feeling.

When her tongue worked its way between my slippery pussy lips, I groaned deeply and lost the ability to keep my eyes open.  The tip of her tongue teased my throbbing clit lightly, drawing little faint circles around it, barely dancing over the surface.  I wanted to reach down and press her face into my body but I gripped the edge of the bench for balance.  The circles grew harder and faster until I felt the most amazing surge inside.  I was within a hair of coming and she paused.

I groaned painfully but she only waited a moment before resuming the light delicate circles.  She slowly sped back up until I was so close and this time she did not stop.  She caught my clit between her lips and flicked her tongue over it hard and fast until I exploded.  I writhed on that bench and buried my hands in her wild blonde hair so I could pull her face against my dripping pussy.

Halfway through my thunderous climax, she slipped two fingers inside me and found a spot that I didn’t believe existed.  I think I screamed her name as I soaked her face and her hand.  Afterwards, she finally withdrew with a glossy grin on her face.

“God I love your pussy,” she said triumphantly.

I sagged on the bench, still breathless in wonder.  She rested her cheek on my thigh and stroked my skin lightly to calm me down.

“Can I taste you too?” I panted.

She chuckled, “Not all the straight girls offer.”

“I’ve never done it before, but I want to please you too.”

We squirmed and wriggled in the small space until she was sitting on the bench with her thighs spread and I was kneeling in front of her.  Her tight little skirt was pulled up to her waist and she was already missing her panties.

I kissed the velvety skin of her inner thighs, and relished the soft gasping moans that slipped from her talented lips.  She smelled of tart raspberries and feminine desire, and I wanted more.  She was indeed completely smooth and I tentatively pressed the flat of my tongue against her.

Her moans spurred me on and I buried my tongue between the slippery folds to find her swollen little clit.  I rubbed and flicked at it, loving the way her hips writhed and she buried one hand in my hair.  I sucked the tiny nub between my lips and flicked my tongue hard.  Tonya’s body went rigid and then I felt the flow of juices over my chin.  I kept flicking and sucking until she grunted and tried to wriggle away.  I rested my head on her thigh as she had done and she gently stroked a stray curl back from my cheek.

When we both finally stood up, she kissed me hard.  It was intoxicating to taste her on my own lips and to taste me on hers.  We straightened out our clothing and she helped me put my fancy hair-do back in place.  When I tried to grab my discarded white silk thong, she snatched it out of my hand with a grin.

“This I get to keep,” she winked.

I giggled as we opened the bathroom door.  Much to her surprise and my horror, my brand new husband was standing on the other side of the door waiting for me.

“I was wondering where you had gotten off to,” Rick said pointedly.

“I, uh, ahem, well…” I stammered as I felt my face go flush.

He leaned over to kiss me and I knew he could smell her on my lips.  He backed up and crossed his arms over his chest.

“She looks like a stripper,” he observed as he candidly looked Tonya up and down.

“I am,” she said proudly.

His face was expressionless as he looked from her to me and back again.  Then suddenly his face split into a huge grin.

“I’m so glad my new wife has good taste!”

I stared at him open-mouthed while Tonya erupted into laughter.

He squeezed in between us and wrapped an arm around each of our waists.  I stood stiffly against him until I looked down and realized that he was sporting a rather noticeable erection.

“What a wedding night this will be,” he declared as he escorted both of us to the elevator.

****

At first, I was admittedly more hesitant to share Tonya with Rick than to share Rick with Tonya but when I realized that she really was not interested in sleeping with any man let alone my husband, I calmed down just a little.  And on his very own wedding night, Rick got to fulfill two fantasies in one.  He had an amazing threesome with his brand-new wife and he (technically) bedded a stripper.

I had never seen him as hard as when he watched me go down on Tonya again.  He was stroking himself as he watched me play with her tits and tease her pussy.  I could hear him groaning as I buried my tongue inside her pussy.  By the time he entered me from behind, I thought he was going to pound her and I through the headboard.  After we all climaxed repeatedly, she made a polite exit but made sure we still had her phone number.

My husband and I have made an annual trip up to Las Vegas every year for our anniversary since then, and for the first few years, we always called Tonya to celebrate with us.  Last year, she did not respond and we sadly filed her away in our memory banks.

But besides that annual trip down memory lane, I had discovered that while I still love and desire my husband, I also enjoy the company of women.  Sometimes I get to play around on my own, but mostly we enjoy a swingers’ lifestyle together.  I was a little surprised that Rick took to it so readily, but he was truly amazed that I embraced it.  Recently, we have even begun partner swapping and not just inviting a woman as our third.  Rick was a little slower to accept another man fucking me, but the first time it just sort of happened and he was crazy aroused by it.

We have met some amazing lovers through the group, and made some terrific friends.  Besides getting to sleep with my sexy husband and a few hot women, I mostly enjoy spending time with other couples who “get it” and who understand that our marriage arrangement may not be made for everyone, but it is perfect for us.


4. A Very Personal Assistant: Domination and Submission Lesbian Sex by Sofia Miller

Fresh out of college, I was eager to get myself a proper, grown-up job.  So when I saw that Hollywood producer and force to be reckoned with Maxine Powers was in need of a personal assistant, I wanted to make sure the job was mine.  She had a reputation for being demanding, and I was nervous going in, but I had no idea just how demanding she could be, nor how eager I would be to please her in every possible way!  I was inexperienced, sure, but my I was banking on my enthusiasm to carry me through her every humiliating demand! But the big test was yet to be determined:  Could a straight, sheltered girl like myself make her purr with happiness?  Or would I be tossed out on my innocent little behind?

I had just graduated from college, and after spending four years scooping ice cream part time to help pay for my books and tuition, I was so excited to interview for my first job that didn’t require wearing a tye-dyed shirt.  I was vying for the position of personal assistant to a high tier producer in Hollywood named Maxine Powers.

I’d done my research.  I knew she was famous for being precise, meticulous and demanding--but I also knew if she came to like and depend on me, she would be a powerful ally and my career would be set.  I was certain I could make myself indispensable, if given a chance.  But first, I needed to get past the interview.

I had blown my entire summer savings on what I thought was the perfect outfit:  A tailored tweed pencil skirt, a jacket to match and a tailored button up blouse accented with a beautiful, red silk scarf for a pop of color.  Underneath, I wore nude panty-hose under a cream colored body suit.  High-heeled Mary-Jane’s completed the look.   It was incredibly hot in my suit, and I wondered for a moment if perhaps I’d overdone it--but I wanted my outfit to shout, “I’m a professional.  I definitely did NOT spend my summer wearing a baseball cap, getting elbow deep in a vat of ice-cream for tourists.”  Looking in the mirror, I felt a bit like I was a little girl pretending to be a grown-up.  My long, wavy blonde hair was pulled up in a bun that I couldn’t quite get smooth.  I wondered if my lipstick was too dark, my eye-makeup too heavy.  I’d always been into a more natural look.  In college, I’d go to class in yoga pants and a tanktop, then change into my baggy tie-dyed tee shirt at work, only to strip it all off and jump into my bikini and head for the beach to decompress.  But now I was jumping into a world of high-powered people who made millions of dollars.  I wanted to fit in.  So I stood up straight and said to my reflection, “This outfit is you.  There’s no reason you can’t be the woman in this suit.  You can be anything Maxine Powers wants you to be.”  I grabbed the sensible, leather purse I’d spent far too much money on, and my resume, and was on my way.

The minute I got to Ms. Powers office, I realized I had played this all wrong.  The building was modern and filled with light--the walls nothing but large windows, the interior clean, white, and minimal with beautiful, exotic flower arrangements punctuating the lobby in pastel and neon exclamation points.  The receptionist was wearing what I could only describe as a cocktail dress:  A tight, dayglow orange, skin tight number that showed off her ample cleavage and long, tan legs.  I stuck out like a sore-thumb, looking so severe, corporate and uptight.  I thought I could detect a smirk on the receptionist’s face as she said, “Have a seat.  Ms.  Powers will see you in a moment.”

I sat uncomfortably in a low-slung, art deco arm chair--an Eames perhaps?  Gosh, even the furniture was intimidating in its clout.  It seemed designed to make me feel out of place.  It was difficult to sit up straight, the seat being so low, slanting upward in a way that splayed my legs up and open above me, my Mary Jane-clad feet dangling over the edge.  It was an interesting piece, but why on earth would she pick this chair for her waiting room?  It hardly made guests feel comfortable.  Who could go into her office feeling good about themselves after sitting in such a thing?  I wriggled around awkwardly in it, trying to find a way to at least make my feet touch the edge.  It’s true, I had a short frame--I was 5’2 and petite, though my breasts and ass were ample enough--but this should not have been so difficult, and I could hear the receptionist giggle at me a little as she leafed through a magazine.

I finally got myself perched on the edge of the chair, more squatting than sitting, careful not to put too much weight on the edge of the seat, lest it flip over with me in it.  My thigh muscles strained to hold me in this position, but I tried to make it look easy, smiling at the receptionist politely.  A full minute passed--an eternity of holding this position--and beads of sweat were beginning to form on my forehead.  Just when I thought I couldn’t take it anymore, the door of Ms. Powers’ office flung open, but nobody appeared, only a voice that called out, “Send in Mandy Parker!”

“That’s your cue to go in,” the receptionist said.  “Good luck in there.”  At this point I couldn’t tell if she was smirking at me, or if that was the natural resting position of her face, but either way, her good luck wishes didn’t put me at ease.  I lifted myself up from the chair, my legs thanking me for the reprieve from squatting, and I attempted my best confident walk into Ms. Powers’ office.

“This is what you’re wearing?” was the first thing she said to me, her perfectly arched eyebrow cocked, disapprovingly.

“I mean...well...yes?”  I didn’t know what to say.  Of course it was what I was wearing but what could I do about it?

“This isn’t a law firm, this is Hollywood,” she said.  “Take it off.”

“Excuse me?”

“Take off your jacket.”

“Oh--yes, of course,” I said.  I hurriedly removed the tweed jacked, and was horrified to find that I’d sweated through my button up.  I held my arms at my sides in an effort to hide it.

“Let me see your resume,” she said, her manicured hand outstretched.  I handed it to her awkwardly, trying not to raise my arm.

“Oh, for heaven’s sake…” she said.  How had I gotten off on the wrong foot so quickly?  “You do have other clothes, don’t you?  You don’t always dress like an ancient math professor?”

“Yes--yes, of course!  I’m so sorry.  I don’t know what I was thinking.”

“It’s a small mistake.  But I can’t take you seriously when you refuse to even move your arms in that shirt.  It’s August, you’re burning up--take off your shirt and lose the heavy skirt.”

“You...you want me to….I’m sorry, I don’t understand--”

“The girl in that outfit is not someone I want to hire. You do want to get hired?”

“Yes.”

“Then make yourself comfortable and take it off.  I’m giving you a second chance here.”

I didn’t know what else to do--it seemed the choice was strip or leave.  I tried to unbutton my shirt, but my shaking hands fumbled with the buttons, suddenly seeming as though they were too big for the holes.  She watched me, somewhere between amused and annoyed, as my hands scrambled uselessly over the top button.

“I can’t seem to...I’m sorry--is this even necessary?”  I could feel my face turning red in humiliation and frustration.  A part of me simply wanted to run screaming from the room, but as though reading my thoughts, she moved behind me and closed the door.  I heard something like the click of a lock, and turned around.

“Are you nervous?”  she asked.

“Yes...yes, I’m extremely nervous,” I confessed.

“Have you ever been on a job interview before?”

“I mean...not really.  Not for a job like this.”

“There is no other job like this, so don’t worry about that.  There is no script.”  As she spoke, she came up to me and began unbuttoning my buttons, smoothly, nonchalantly, and with poise, like an elegant mother getting her daughter ready for a bath.  Once the buttons were undone, she came behind me and pulled it off of me, hanging it up on the coat rack near the door.

“There we are.  Nobody is going to disturb us now that I have the door locked.  So you can get as comfortable as you like.  Being nervous is no crime,” she said gently, and her tone comforted me greatly.  “So long as it doesn’t get in the way of your work.  And we’re here to determine if you can do the work.  Can you manage the skirt yourself?”  I nodded and  pulled it off, leaving me in the cream body suit, red scarf, hose and my Mary-Janes.

“That’s better.  In fact, that’s very cute.  It shows off your body nicely.,” she said, casually.  I felt a little exposed, having her appraise my body, but I had to admit I was deeply flattered.  She worked with the most beautiful actresses in film and television--and she thought I had a good body.  I started to relax a little bit.  “Now have a seat,” she commanded, and I did so.

“The ice cream shop--that’s your only work experience?”

“Well--I mean there was also the internship, and my work study,” I said.  The chair was just like the one outside.  It was like sitting in a bucket.  “I majored in arts management,” I inserted, trying desperately to get back in control of the situation.

“Well, that would be great if you were angling for my job--but you’re not there quite yet.  What I need is someone who can anticipate my needs.  I need someone who can get done anything and everything that I need done, whether it be of a professional or personal nature.  This is an extremely demanding position--it isn’t scooping ice cream.  Unless, of course, I want ice cream,” she smiled.

“I think you’d be surprised how demanding people who want ice cream can be,” I said.  To my immense relief she laughed.  It was surprisingly light and feminine and it sent a thrill up my spine.

“Fair enough,” she grinned.  I suddenly realized just how beautiful she was with her thick dark hair, cat eyes and cheshire smile.  It was easy to see how she’d gotten so far in the business.  She knew when to be harsh, when to be charming.  I imagined that men would probably give her anything they wanted for the hope of sleeping with her.  And who would blame them?  She wore an elegant, royal blue jumpsuit with a plunging neckline that showed off her perfect cleavage and showcased her fit curves.  From the outline of her nipples I determined she wasn’t wearing a bra.  I wondered if down below she was wearing any panties.  I wondered if her pussy was smooth and hairless--perfectly manicured like her nails?  Or was it a wild mass of thick hair like what she sported on her head?

“Are you listening to me?”

“Yes, of course,” I said, trying to reposition myself in my seat.

“So tell me, then, what would you do in that situation?”

I had no idea what she was talking about.  She had been talking and all I had done was stare at her incredible body.

“Whatever is necessary.  Anything asked of me,” I prayed this was an answer that would suffice.

“Really?  You would do anything asked of you?”

“Anything YOU asked of me,” I clarified.

She stood up and walked towards me, slowly.  She put her hands on each arm of my chair and stared me down.  The top of her jumpsuit fell open, and my eyes strained to take in all they could.

“So if I want you to strip down for him, you will?”

Strip down for whom?  What on earth was she talking about?  Why couldn’t I just listen to what she was saying, instead of focusing my attention on her skin, her flesh, the lines and shadows of her curves?  She was leaning forward even more now, and I thought I saw a glimpse of her pink areola…

“I...I trust your judgment, of course.  I’ve followed your career--you make such excellent choices.  I don’t believe you’d ask something of me that isn’t necessary.”

“What are you looking at?”

“What?”

“You  seem to be searching for something down my top,” she said, her eyebrow cocking again.  “Tell me something, Mandy,” she continued.  “Are you on this interview because you’re a dirty little lezzie who was hoping for a glimpse at my tits?”

“Oh my goodness--no!  I’m not--I mean--I have a boyfriend!” I said.

“Why does the idea offend you?  Don’t you like my tits?”  She pulled her top open just enough to give me a glimpse of her dark pink protrusions, pointing at me, begging me to kiss and suck them.

“I mean...of course--they’re beautiful,” I said, my cheeks getting hot.  “I’m...I think I’m getting a little bit uncomfortable.”

She looked down between my splayed open legs and smiled.  To my surprise, she put a warm hand on my panty-hose covered leg and gently pushed it open a little bit more.  I laid back in the strange chair, feeling her eyes scanning between my legs like lasers.

“I can see why.  You’re all wet down here...”  Then she pursed her thick, moist lips and blew coolly between my legs, the cold air hitting the wet crotch of my bodysuit and shocking me.

“Oh my goodness!” I cried out, and she laughed sadistically.

“Relax.  I always elicit that reaction,” she said.  And of course she did--there was something about her that was so compelling, you simply wanted to give her what she wanted.  I’d been here only a few minutes, but already she had managed to get me out of my clothes--had humiliated me, and the only thing I wanted was to find out what she wanted from me next.  I was scared--and exhilarated.  My heart was beating out of my chest.

“I’m just...I’m just a little nervous.  I think I’ve forgotten the question…”

“The question was:  If I asked you to strip down, would you do it?”

“I suppose...I suppose I already did,” I said, my heart racing.

“Why would you do that?”

“Because...because I want to do whatever I have to to please you.  I want to succeed.”

“Do you want to succeed in your career? Or do you want to succeed at pleasing me?”

“Aren’t they the same thing?”

“Yes, they are,” she said.  Then I watched as her head lowered down, her eyes still on mine, but her mouth achingly close to my pussy.  She breathed in deeply, and the feeling of air rushing between my legs made me dizzy.

“You’ve gushed right through your undergarments,” she said into my pussy.  “ Any assistant of mine has to stay presentable.  Get rid of them.” She stood up and stepped back, her arms folded, waiting for me to do as I was told.

It took a great amount of effort to get out of the chair--it was impossible to do gracefully, and I was wildly embarrassed having her watch me struggle.  But I was desperate to give her what she wanted, and after much effort,  I was finally up and standing.  She nodded at me to continue, and with shaking hands, I pulled down the straps of my body suit, my scarf still wrapped around my neck and draped over my perky, pointy breasts.  I pulled the suit down past my torso, then my panty-hose covered pussy, before dropping the suit and letting it fall to the floor.  I stepped out of it and kicked it aside, feeling suddenly free and happy, having been unleashed from my clothes.

“You’re a very pretty girl,” she said, circling me.  “Have you ever thought about being an actress?”

“No, not really.”

“That’s good.  I want my assistant completely devoted to me,” she breathed in my ear.  My nipples stiffened at once.

“Oh, I definitely would be,” I breathed as she moved behind me.  She tucked her thumbs into the band of my pantyhose and began pulling them down.  My legs shook a little as she pulled them to my ankles, stopping at my Mary Janes.

“Keep those hose right where they are,” she instructed.  I stood, a little wobbly, on legs tethered together with my own hosiery.

She continued to circle me as I stood there, too nervous to speak or move.  My whole body was running hot.  I had never been appraised this way before, and being appraised by such a gorgeous, powerful woman made me both insecure and filled with desire.  I found myself yearning for her to touch me, even as the thought of it frightened me.  I had never before found myself attracted to a woman.  My girlfriends and I had no qualms with stripping down around each other or going skinny dipping at the beach.  They were all beautiful girls, but we were only having innocent fun.  But Maxine’s grey eyes burned like hot, molten metal:  dangerous and foreboding, and yet I longed to submerge myself in those seductive pools, and let the burning metal of her envelope and trap me.  She seemed untouchable--and all that I wanted in the world was to be touched by her.  All I wanted was to touch her where she burned the hottest.  I was frightened and bewildered by my own lecherous, sapphic thoughts.

“You’re shaking,” she said, facing me.  “Do you think you can get anything done for me when you’re shaking like a leaf?”

“Yes,” I said--though she was right.  Even my voice was shaking.

She walked slowly towards me, and her red tipped finger grazed my inner thigh. It was all I could to not squirm and fall over.

“Do you think you have the experience required to do the job?”

“To be honest...I’m not entirely sure what the job is…” I said.

“The job is whatever I want at any time.  Do you think you can give me whatever I want at any time?” her finger trailed upward until it reached my slit, trailing lightly along the crest.

“I really want to…” I whispered.

“Do you think you can anticipate my needs?”  Her eyes were burning into mine.

“Yes, I think I can.”

“Tell me, what do you think it is that I need from you right now?”  Her lips curled up in a sinister smile and her eyes were laughing at me.  She could tell just how desperate I was for her.  God, any answer was sure to be the wrong one…

“You...you want me to worship your body…” I was practically gulping for air, I was so pathetic.

“Almost there, pet.  Right now, I just want to hear you beg for it.  Get on your knees.”

I fell to my knees upon her request, staring up at her.  When she started to pull down the straps of her top, pulling it down slowly until her beautiful, voluminous teardrops were hovering above me, I thought I just might pass out.  I wanted to suck on them so badly--I wanted to nurse on her dark pink nipples like an undernourished rodent at its feeder.  She saw my longing face, and let her red tipped fingers trail over her beautiful orbs, stopping at the nipples, pinching them enticingly.

“Please...please, let me…” I begged.

“Please let you what?” She pulled and stretched her nipples just to make my pussy ache and contract for her.

“Please, let me suck on your beautiful nipples.  Please, let me make you cum…”

“You think you can make me cum, pet?”

“I want to try.”

“There is no trying.  This is all or nothing.  If you can’t make me cum, you’re worthless to me--I’ll toss you out of here just as you are.  But if you can...I may decide to keep you around.  If you do an very good job, I may even give you a little reward.  You’re no good to my business.  But I’m willing to see if you have some sort of use.  Those are my terms.  Do you accept?”

“Yes.  Yes, please!”  I was squeezing my legs together hard, feeling my pussy pulsate and cream in my dirty nylons.  She leaned down to me, her dangling titty in my face.

“Suck on it, my little bitch,” she said, and I dove at it with my mouth, sucking as though my life depended on it.  Feeling her nub grow hard in my mouth made made the pit of my stomach drop out.  My pussy was literally aching, and I wanted to rub and soothe it so badly--though I didn’t dare.  I only focused on making her moan.  I simply had to make her moan.

“Good girl, keep sucking,” she encouraged. I let my tongue dance around her now engorged nipple, then--unable to help myself, wanting to feel it between my teeth--I gave it a little bite, eliciting a gasp of shock from her that thrilled me.

My joy was short-lived, however, as she grabbed the red scarf around my neck and yanked it, momentarily choking me, causing me to release my grasp.  She held the scarf firmly, then grabbed hold of my bun and yanked hard, causing me to cry out.

“You like biting, you little bitch?”  she said harshly.  “You like pain, do you?’  I knew I was in deep trouble.  I feared being thrown out of her office, naked, humiliated--but what I feared most is that I would never taste her skin again.

“I’m sorry...I’m so sorry!” I pleaded, tears springing to my eyes.

“You’re going to be,” she said, pulling me to my feet by the hair and pulling to her desk, my tethered legs causing me to nearly trip and fall.  “Put your head on the desk and your arms behind you,” she commanded, and I obeyed.

She pulled the scarf off of my neck and bound my hands behind me tightly.

“Now get on the desk.”  Her voice was low and sinister.  “On your back.”

I felt like a worm, writhing my way onto her desk, my feet and arms bound.  She watched me squirm without mercy, only telling me to hurry up.  I scrambled harder until finally I was laying on my back, crushing my bound arms beneath me.

I watched as she went around to the drawers beneath, and pulled something out, hidden in her hands.  It wasn’t until I felt a sharp, surging pain in my right nipple, then the left, that I realized they were clothespins.  I moaned in pain, my eyes wet, but even the unforgiving pain of those pins thrilled me--she had very nearly touched my breasts with her own hands!

“How does it feel, pet?”  she said.

“I’m sorry--I’m so sorry!”  the pain was excruciating.  But my pussy was contracting uncontrollably.  My hips began to buck.  She slapped my pussy hard with the flat of her hand in response.

“You are a horny, selfish, little bitch, aren’t you?  Even now, you can only think about your own pleasure.  What good are you to me?”

“I’ll be good.  I’ll be good, I promise!  I’ll give you anything you want!  I’ll make you cum, I’ll be so good, I swear!”  God, if only she would give me a second chance.

“What if I just send you home to your boyfriend like this?  What if I just dump you on his lawn and he sees what a pathetic girl you are?”

“No...no, I just want to be a good girl!” I cried.

“Why do you deserve another chance?” she asked, calmly as she took a clothespin between her thumb and forefinger and gently twisted it.  I yelped loudly like a kicked dog.

“Because...because I can lick your pussy--I can make you cum.  I can make you cum over and over again!  You’ll like it, I swear!”  I had no idea if this was true--I’d never done it before.  But I knew it was the only thing in the world that I wanted.

She slid her jumpsuit to the floor, revealing her perfect, smooth pussy and a decorative little landing strip pointing the way to the slick pinkness that lay between her puffy lips.  God, it drove me wild.  I wanted my tongue, my fingers, all of me inside of her.  I wanted to know what lay inside.

“An inexperienced little girl like you?  You think you can pleasure my pussy?  Do you know how many people would kill for the chance?”

“I can do it--I can do it, let me try!”

“You know your punishment will be harsh if you can’t, don’t you pet?” she said, climbing up on the table with grace.  Her knees were on either side of my face, and she faced my pained, squirming body.  Her gorgeous, ass, her slightly parted pussy was poised over my face, so close, so inviting.

“Sit down--I want to be your throne.  Please--god, sit on your throne!”

“That’s a good pet, “ she said, her pussy inching towards my mouth.  “You only get one more chance…” and then it was all dark.

My nose was buried in her asshole, which smelled earthy and musky, causing my whole body to shake.  Her pussy sat on my open, watering mouth, as I drove my tongue inside of her.  It was the best thing I’d ever tasted--clean and a little sweet, smooth and slick.  I longed for a flood--I longed to be drowned in her cream.

“Not too bad, pet, but I think you can do better…” she ground herself into my face as she grabbed the clothespins and pulled, stretching my nipples past capacity.  I pressed my legs together, hoping to soothe the yearning in my pussy.  With one hand, she spread my lips open.  With the other, she spanked my clit hard and fast, over and over and over.

“Bad girl!  You don’t get pleasure down there until I say you do!”  Each spank of my aching clitty only multiplied my yearning.  I flicked her clit fast with my tongue, then swirled my tongue around it as it grew stiff in my mouth.  I began to suck on it fiercely.

“Oh, that’s a hungry little slut!  Good, girl...good girl…” she was still composed, but I could feel from the viscous cream that was forming that I was on the right track.  “But that’s not all I want from you, little pet…”  She moved her ass forward until her plump cheeks enveloped my mouth.

“Lick my asshole, whore,” she said, and her words made my head spin.   I sucked and licked her rim ravenously, happy to taste the dirtiest part of her.  She let out a low little moan and I drove my tongue deep into my queen’s perfect, pink asshole.

“Good girl...good girl...I think you may get your reward after all, pet…” she said.  And with that, she parted my lips clinically, and with one little finger, she gently rubbed just my clitty, now hugely engorged.

I moaned loudly into her ass, and the vibrations pleased her.  She bore down on my face and rubbed me harder, faster.

“Don’t you dare cum, you little bitch.  Not until I tell you to!”  It was almost too much to bear--my pussy was gushing and contracting and I could feel the wave rising within me.  All at once she lifted her ass and came back down hard on my face, pussy first, and I tongue fucked her the way I wanted her to tongue fuck me.  My mouth was watering, but soon--oh, God, it was the best moment of little, sheltered life!--her pussy was gushing and a steady stream began to pour out of her and into my hungry mouth.

“Good girl...very good girl…” she said, thrusting onto my tongue over and over as she came.  As her body calmed down, she said, “That was almost good enough to let you have an orgasm yourself.  I think by next time, you might be able to earn one.” She hopped off the table as I lay there, my heartbeat reverberating through my whole body, my pussy contracting hopelessly, longing for the orgasm that it wouldn’t receive.

“Be back here at 6:30am.  You’ll do whatever the receptionist asks of you until 10am when I arrive.  And don’t bother showing up if you’re going to wear something as hideous as this again,” she said, tossing me my clothes.  “Congratulations.  Now get going.”

She went to the door and held it open for me.  I realized I wouldn’t be able to get dressed in her office.  Covered in her cream, clad in only my tights and Mary-Janes, I hugged my clothes tight to me and walked out of her office, the receptionist giggling as I walked out the door.


5. My New Friend Lindsey: Maybe I'm a Lesbian by Riley Davis

My nights are always chaotic. But somehow, I find my job boring. I can't stand the yelling and the sticky counters, or how sweaty I always seem to be at the end of the night even though all I do is serve drinks. At a strip club. But my nights were about to change drastically when a lovely lady sits at the bar and expresses interest in me. I believed I was straight once. Now I wasn't so sure.

Friends. They’re there for you when you’re down, they laugh with you, they are happy for you when you find love or get the dream job. At least, that’s what they’re supposed to be.

My name is Alice and I have no friends. Not because I didn’t want them – but after I had them, I decided they weren’t worth the effort. The friends I’d had over my life had caused me nothing but problems and drama. I didn’t care much for them. They had talked behind my back, slandered my reputation, and even got me in trouble with the police when they decided I wasn’t doing well enough according to them. But the joke was on them because I had done nothing wrong. They, however, had gotten caught with drugs. So it all worked out in the end for me. I graduated high school and forgot about them, went to community college for a certification in bartending, and got my first job… at a strip club.

Oh, I’m not a stripper. I’m a bartender. But I decided quickly in my first week that it was a slum. The floors were always slippery, the dishes always sticky even after being washed five times, and the bathrooms always dirty. I wasn’t happy working this job but it was all I had for now. I decided to apply for another job at a higher establishment once I got some experience under my belt. Only… eight more months to go before a whole year of experience could be put on my resume.

It’s not that I hated bartending. I loved it. It’s that you always meet someone who hits on you, or tries to hurt you, or causes trouble for the other patrons. The only good thing about this place was the bouncer. He was a burly guy, not afraid to punch someone’s face in if he needed to. If anyone could be considered my friend it would be that guy. We talked a lot during break times, but we never invited each other out. I preferred it that way. When I went home, all I wanted to do was curl up in bed and sleep. And then when I woke up, relax with my computer of course.

Only five more hours until I could go home and pass out on my bed. The bar was extra loud on weekends and it was a Saturday. Men were hooting and whistling from every corner of the club, throwing bills at the strippers on the stages. I tried to ignore them daily but I couldn’t help but feel like most men were actually a little gross. I’d had my first kiss when I was fourteen. He’d actually been a really good kisser – if I had had any interest in him at all, that is. After him, I didn’t really try again until I was seventeen. It had been nice but it was far less exciting than I’d expected. Normally when you find someone you really like, people describe it as fireworks. You’re supposed to not be able to stop thinking about them. At least, that’s all I’ve ever seen and heard about teenage love. But I hadn’t been like that. It was a good relationship for how long it lasted but I just didn’t feel the urge to have sex with him or be more than friends, quite frankly. I wondered if there was something wrong with me. Maybe I just didn’t like sex, and there was nothing wrong with that… right?

My thoughts were wiped cleaned when a man rudely interrupted me absentmindedly cleaning the counter of crumbs and spilled drink. “Hey, good lookin’,” he slurred. “Can I get another one of them cocktails?”

He could barely hold his balance even while holding onto the counter and leaning on a chair. He was a weekly regular. He looked like a hobo – unshaven, no haircut, and dirty clothes. Normally he looked a little better, but I guessed tonight was extra bad for him. Still, I decided enough was enough for him. “Go home, Travis,” I said. “You need sleep. Your wife probably misses you.”

He growled at my refusal and leaned in a little on me. I scowled. “My wife hates me, why the hell would that bitch miss me? She’s the cheating scum-“

“Go home and work things out with your wife,” I said, cutting him off. I wasn’t in the mood for another one of his self-pity monologues tonight. “And shave that beard, you look gross. No wonder she cheated on you.”

I didn’t have a scrap of sympathy for him. I probably sounded too harsh, and I certainly hoped he would sober up and fix things. I just didn’t have the energy to deal with him yet again. But instead of grumbling and walking away, Travis decided to start yelling at me. “What do you know?! You don’t have anybody! You don’t know what it’s like to work for twenty years and find out she’s boning some freak!”

Travis had gotten up and made his way behind the bar in a threatening manner. I backed up, feeling a little scared now. I saw the bouncer come inside, hearing Travis screaming from all the way out there. I breathed a sigh of relief and folded my arms. “Turn around and walk away or you’re in for it.”

Travis grabbed my arm and pulled me in. “Maybe I should have some revenge on that wife of mine, you’re pretty enough…”

The bouncer rushed over to me and grabbed Travis’ collar, yanking him off of me. “Time for you to go, asshole.”

He took Travis by both arms and led him outside. He’d probably call Travis a cab, because he was nice like that – but we had a zero violence policy here. I would never see Travis again. Still, I hoped for the best for him and his wife. I also hoped his wife had a weapon ready when he got home.

I rubbed my arm, feeling the sting. Even though Travis had been drunk, he was strong. I didn’t like feeling that powerless. I decided then that maybe it was in my best interest to take self-defense classes. Nasty people were everywhere.

“Not a great shift, huh?”

I turned around to face a lady that hadn’t been there when Travis was around. She had big brown eyes and matching hair, but that didn’t make her boring. She had a mystery about her and the brown colors served to give me an image of a tree. Deep rooted and unmoving, but still bore fruit and gave it out freely. I had always had a love of the outdoors but never really got outside much. Perhaps it was because while I loved nature, I hated bugs.

I stumbled over my words a bit as I spoke and I felt clumsy and embarrassed. “Oh, um, yeah. Creepy bastard.”

She smirked at me. “Long island tea.”

My bartending brain kicked into gear and I began mixing her drink. “Don’t you mean a long island iced tea?”

She shrugged. “I don’t like my drinks with ice. Waters it down.”

She was the first person I’d met who objected to ice in their drink. I dumped out the ice I’d immediately put in the glass through force of habit and redid it. While I mixed, she spoke to me. I couldn’t help but feel a little miffed that I had to listen to someone else. I wondered how many drinks it would take her to start whining about how bad her life was.

“The only reason I’m here is because I lost a bet.”

She left it at that but I didn’t feel the need to ask what kind of a bet it was. “That sucks,” I muttered, pouring in the rest of the drink and sticking a straw in it. I gave it to her and went back to cleaning my bar. I hoped she wouldn’t elaborate on it.

She didn’t, but I could feel her eyes on me as I went back and forth, trying desperately to erase some of the gunk. I was a clean person and to work in such disastrous conditions was more than I could handle. Still, it was a job and I couldn’t complain. I had it made, technically speaking. I was a fully-functioning adult – who didn’t have sex nor care to.

I wondered again about that. Was I really an asexual or had I just not found the right person? Most guys were the same to me and all looked the same. They all wore the same things – a polo shirt and shorts, a baggy t-shirt and jeans, or a suit. In other words, they were slobs or they were put together to the point where they weren’t capable of loving anyone. Of course, I didn’t get that just from the way they were dressed. I wasn’t that shallow. I got to know the guys. I just typically matched their personality with their outfits because it was the easiest way to know what type of guy to avoid. Most guys with the same types of personality wore the same things. I felt strange, alienating ninety-eight percent of the male population because they all looked the same. But I figured it was better that way.

“Maybe you’re a lesbian.”

I couldn’t tell if that was my own voice wondering it or someone pointing it out. I blinked and looked over at the lady still sitting at the counter and realized she’d been watching me the whole time and had also said it. Was I really that obvious?

“Do I look like a lesbian?” I asked, genuinely wanting to know. I wore my hair short and wavy, and my clothing was layered and casual chic. I liked to look fancy but effortlessly so. I cared about how I appeared to other people, at least in public. In my house I honestly preferred to wear fuzzy pajamas that were nice and warm in winter or nothing at all in summer. In between wasn’t an option for me.

“You looked like you were contemplating all of your life choices so I just made a guess,” she said, sipping on her drink. It was already half gone.

“Do you drink those as fast as you make guesses?” I asked, sincerely impressed with her rate of drinking.

“No, it’s just extra good this time for some reason.” She smiled at me in a way I’d never seen before so I blushed. “Maybe it’s the bartender.”

I realized then that she was a lesbian. Of course, why hadn’t I thought of that? A straight woman wouldn’t come to a woman’s strip club without a reason, like for their boyfriends or losing a bet. I was suddenly interested in what kind of a bet it was. “So you said you lost a bet,” I said. “Was it really so bad that it landed you in this dump?”

“Well, to be honest, it was a fun bet. We were playing drunk monopoly one day a few weeks ago and we made a bet that whoever loses has to treat the winner to a place of their choice. There were six people playing. I’m the last person to treat said friend. He really won in more ways than just that board game.”

She flipped her hair over her shoulder and drank more. It went down at an alarming rate.

“That was some bet,” I said. “Why’d you all agree to that?”

“Because it was technically a win-win for everyone,” she responded. “Every time someone got a card to put money in the middle of the board, we just put shots in and at the end the winner had to drink them all. Not all in one night, since there were more than thirty shots. We agreed to have him drink them while we were treating him. He’s drinking like six shots tonight alone. Have I mentioned he’s a hilarious drunk?”

“I’ve never heard of something like that. Are you always that crazy?”

She shrugged and sipped the rest of her drink down. “Wanna find out?”

She was hitting on me. I didn’t know how to feel about it but I felt like she was challenging me; challenging me to find out if I was a lesbian myself, to find out just how crazy she was, and betting that I wouldn’t be able to. She had a look in her eyes that told me she expected me to refuse. But because she expected it, obviously, I couldn’t do that.

“When do you go home?” I asked her. “Or would you rather come to my place? It’s a dump, by the way. Shitty apartment for a shitty bartender working at a shitty bar.”

She laughed a little. I’d said ‘shitty’ three times in a row so I wasn’t sure what she found funny. “My place then. I’ll be sure to send my friend home in a cab before this shitty strip club closes so we can go home together. By the way, my name is Lindsey.”

Lindsey. It rolled off my tongue with ease and I found I liked it. It matched her perfectly.

I appreciated the concern she had for her friend. At least she wouldn’t abandon him for me. As a bartender, I’d seen quite a few people just leave the club and strand their friends or acquaintances. I tried to stay out of people’s businesses but I tried to make sure they got home safely either way. I may not have friends but that didn’t mean I couldn’t be a nice person. Generally speaking, anyways.

The night passed slowly and the anticipation was killing me. I served many more people that night, thankfully without any more incidents. The clock ticked away and the club didn’t get any quieter even as it was just minutes to closing time. Eventually the bouncer came and announced that it was time for everyone to pack up and leave, and that was my queue to close the bar. Everyone had exactly ten minutes to leave before the bouncer would forcefully remove them. Some people tried to order one more drink, but I refused and cleaned up instead. They left but not without cussing me out. I didn’t really care. I was used to it.

I cleaned myself up in the bathroom and took my purse, ready to get on with my night. Lindsey was outside waiting for me. I said good night to the bouncer and got into my car. Lindsey sat in the passenger’s seat, making it clear she only took public transport so she didn’t have a car of her own. I didn’t mind that. She told me where she lived and I started driving there.

“So, Lindsey,” I started, hoping to get a conversation in before I discovered if I was a lesbian or not. “What do you do?”

She chuckled. “It’s not an interview. But if you must know, I work at a sex shop.”

“That must be pretty hilarious.”

She watched the buildings go by as she spoke. “Actually, it’s kind of boring. You’d be surprised how empty a sex shop can be.”

“Do you buy from your own store?” I asked.

“Sometimes. I have a goodie drawer just like anyone else.” She smirked at me. “Would you like to see them when we get there?”

I suddenly felt uncomfortable. “I-I don’t know…”

She patted my shoulder. “It’s not like I’m going to use them on you. Relax a bit.”

I forced myself to relax, and as we pulled up to her apartment and entered, I wondered why I was so nervous. Perhaps it was because I wasn’t used to being with someone I was genuinely interested in. I’d hated people for most of my life so to have someone that could help me discover something about myself and be a good person at the same time… it was anxiety-inducing. Still, I didn’t want to let that stop me. So I didn’t let it.

I put my purse on her coffee table as she went to the kitchen. “I got water, juice, milk, and soda. And rose wine. Which one?” she asked.

“Soda,” I responded, looking around and feeling slightly out of place. Her apartment was clean, and she had pretty pictures and posters up on her walls. I had metal band posters and clothes everywhere. But it was my special space and I was happy with it. She clearly had hers as well.

She popped a can and handed it to me. I sipped it as I looked around. “Nice place. How do you clean it?”

“It’s called a broom and a duster,” she said, popping her own soda. We clinked cans and drank. “It’s not hard to do laundry either but I don’t like separating it.”

“Amen. Speaking of laundry…” I looked down at myself. My jeans were covered in spills. “I guess I need to get on that tomorrow.”

Lindsey shrugged. “I think you look fine the way you are. So, want to see my goodies? If only to laugh at how ridiculous their names are.”

“Sure.”

We made our way to her room, where she sat on the bed and opened the top drawer for her end table. Inside, there were three different vibrators, all different attachments and sizes, a massager, and a butt plug. I felt repulsed by the plug but that was less because she used it and more because I didn’t want it in my own ass. I tried anal once – never again.

“This one’s glow-in-the-dark,” she said, picking up a vibe that had a small rubber pole attached in front for massaging the clitoris. “You should see how it looks in the dark sometime. It’s both funny and scary.”

“How can sex be so casual and humorous to you?” I asked suddenly, before I could even comprehend my thoughts. “Hasn’t it ever been special to you?”

Lindsey put the vibrator back and closed the drawer. Her face went dead serious. “I’ve only ever had one lover and it was a girl. It was a serious relationship that lasted three years. That was two years ago now. Sex is special, but it hasn’t been special for a long time for me.”

The sentence came out of my mouth before I could stop myself. “Do you want me to make it special for you?”

I blushed furiously, unable to believe I’d just said that. But at the same time… it was a good opportunity to experiment. Maybe I’d just been looking for the wrong kind of person. Maybe I didn’t like guys at all.

She smiled and scooted closer. “I mean, we only just met… but I could try.”

I fumbled over my next words. “I’ve… never had sex with a woman before.”

“That’s okay. You can let me do most of the work then. I’ll show you how.”

She leaned in, then stopped and waited. I realized she was silently asking me for permission, so I gave it by closing the distance between us. Our lips pressed together softly at first, and I felt my pelvis instantly light on fire. Her lips were so smooth and almost slippery. Her lip balm tasted like chocolate, even though her breath smelled like vodka. The mixture of tastes made me want more, to find out what the rest of her was like. She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and pulled me in for a deeper, more aggressive kiss.

I found myself underneath her within moments, taking in her scent. My vagina began to throb with excitement and anticipation. I felt nervous more than anything but I let her do what she wanted with me. I needed to know more.

She soon moved from my lips to other parts of my body, slowly working my skin with her lips. My shoulders and neck, my collarbone, and then she had to remove my shirt to gain access to my breasts. With every kiss and nibble she made it felt like the patch of skin jumped up to greet her lips, igniting with passion. I hadn’t felt better in my life.

She removed my bra and began to fondle my boobs with her hands, squeezing and rubbing. Her thumbs ran over my nipples and a shock went through my system. I moaned out loud, but quickly stifled myself in embarrassment.

She smirked. “Don’t worry about it, no one’s listening.”

Besides you, I thought inwardly. Still, it was enough to help me relax. Her hands moved downward again, to my stomach. She rubbed it soothingly and my skin reacted, muscles untying and flames spreading. I arched into her touch a little, wanting her to touch me even further down.

She obliged and removed my pants. I quickly decided it wasn’t fair for her to be fully clothed so after she was finished I leaned forward and undid her buttons. She smiled and let me remove all of her clothing without a word. She closed her eyes as I did so, and it made me wonder if it was pleasant for her as well. She was so beautiful and interesting. I wanted her to feel amazing.

She leaned her naked body over my legs then and put her mouth to my thighs, kissing around my vagina. I could feel that I was already so wet for her. She took her time with me, so much so that it was agonizing. I wanted her to taste me so badly. “Please,” I panted out.

Then she obliged, putting her mouth carefully over my lips and kissing them. She licked it, and I gasped in pleasure. Then she poked my entrance with her tongue and slipped it inside. She moved a little just to stimulate my clit, but she looked like she was having the most delicious thing she’d ever taste.

I closed my eyes, taking in the pleasure. I couldn’t believe I was having sex with a woman but at the same time, it made sense. My whole life had been spent trying to make it work with men and I’d felt nothing. Now though… now it felt amazing and I felt like I’d been introduced to cloud nine. I loved it, and I doubted I would ever go back to men.

She ate me out for a while, making sure that my pussy was nice and engorged. Then she slipped over me, more than I’d expected, and showed me just how wet she was just from pleasuring me and hearing me voice it. It looked absolutely stunning and I kissed her pussy, to which she responded with a surprised, pleasured yelp. I bit my lip and did it again, more passionately this time. Then she let herself sit and I ate her out that way. I loved the musky scent and the sweet taste. In fact, I found I couldn’t get enough of it.

She let me eat her for a moment, but then she pulled away. “Move a little,” she said. “So I can get in between.”

I did as she asked and she lifted one of my legs, slipping one of her thighs between mine. She kissed me then and began to rub against me. I felt her clit on my left thigh but that only made me hotter. I felt her skin against me, hoping to pleasure me to orgasm. The friction was amazing and the rest of the night passed in a pleasured haze.

She moved her hips, making sure her thigh was against my pussy and that hers was against my thigh. I thought this might be what they call scissoring but I wasn’t sure. Either way, it felt fucking amazing and I moved with her, letting the sexual inferno take me away.

With each moment that passed my pleasure climbed. She panted and I smelled the vodka on her breath but I didn’t care. I kissed her aggressively, tasting it as well. I felt like I was high, knowing only what was happening in this moment with her. It felt special indeed. I probably wouldn’t have felt this way with a man and it made me feel like she’d chosen me to be with her. While I realized it was probably only a one night stand, it would be a night I would never forget.

She shifted over me and leaned back. She then pressed our pussies together, wet as they were. I inhaled sharply, not expecting the sensation. She rubbed us together and it felt even better than what she’d already been doing. The sensation of her lips and her clit against mine was unlike anything I’d experienced with a man. I bit my lip, feeling myself get closer with every passing second that we pressed against each other.

“Oh… I’m coming!” she said through her heavy breathing. I felt her pussy contract against me and it in turn pushed me over the edge. We finished together, the waves of pleasure so high for a moment in time, and then back to normal as if it had never happened. It ended so quickly I felt disappointed for a moment, until I saw her smiling at me with hazy eyes.

“What?” I panted.

“You definitely are a lesbian,” she said. She moved herself so that she was next to me and held my hand. I hadn’t held anyone’s hand since high school so it felt strange. But in the moment it also felt really nice.

“I guess so,” I muttered. The sweat was drying up quickly and the orgasm had tired me out, so that I felt sleep weigh down on my eyes quickly. “I wonder why I haven’t figured it out until now…”

She cuddled up against me and I obliged, wrapping my arms around her. It felt nice to have someone to hold for once. “Maybe because you haven’t found the right woman…”

Or any woman for that matter. I guess I forgot – I don’t have any friends.

We fell asleep like that without any more words and I woke up in the morning wondering where I was before I remembered what happened. Lindsey was already up and getting ready for her work. She had showered already and her hair was blow-dried, and now she was applying a fresh coat of makeup. Normally I would wake up in the afternoon but her moving had woken me.

Meanwhile, I could still taste the vagina in my mouth from last night in paste form. I got up and dressed myself quickly, and decided to go home before I showered. I didn’t have to go to work for another ten hours, so I took my time. I met Lindsey in the living room when she came out of the bathroom.

“Hey,” I said. “Already up and ready, I see.”

She smiled at me. “Hi. I actually expected you to leave without talking to me.”

I looked at her seriously, feeling slightly insulted but understanding why she felt that way. “Why would I do that? Wasn’t it supposed to be special?” I smirked at her then.

She looked down at the ground, her face going red. “Well… yes. And um, I have to go soon, but… here.”

She pulled out a marker and wrote her number on my wrist. I watched her blushing face as she did so. God, she was so pretty. Why hadn’t I ever realized or seen her before?

“There. If you want to see me again, just call. We’ll um… do something special again?” She smiled sheepishly.

“Depends. What do you consider special?” I asked. I waited for the marker to dry before pulling down my sleeve.

“I don’t know… what we did last night.”

I picked up my purse. “Well… I guess I’ll see you later then. I’ll call you later.”

Disappointment flashed across her eyes. She wasn’t used to anyone actually calling her when they said that. Typical of people. They get what they want and then they leave. “Okay.”

I put a finger on her chin and kissed her softly. It sent butterflies exploding through my body but I loved how it felt. “I’ll call you.”

I left her house and drove home, and when I got there I showered and brushed my teeth. I wondered over what had happened. Had it really been special because I liked her or had it been special because she had been my first and I had just discovered something about myself?

I tried to imagine what it would be like doing that with another woman, or living without Lindsey. And for the first time, I didn’t like it. I wanted her in my life.

So when I was sure she was out of work, I called. And she answered.

“Hello?” she said, unaware of the person on the other end.

“Hey, it’s Alice,” I replied.

“Oh! Hey, what’s up?”

“Oh, nothing…” I felt nervous to ask, but I forced myself through it. After all, what’s the worst she could say if she wanted something special? “Would you like to go on a date soon?”

And after that, I went to work and asked the bouncer if he wanted to hang out sometime. His response was, “I was wondering when we were going to be real friends.”

I guess having people around wasn’t so bad.
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