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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

When I was eighteen years old, right after I graduated from high school, I was home for the summer and my neighborhood was a literal wasteland of cool. The older kids who had once made the area great were gone and the younger generation was still sucking their thumbs and wetting their diapers. I thought I was in for three months of suburban hell when a new couple moved into the neighborhood.

Cathy and Ray weren’t like adults, they were cool, and when they invited me to hang out in their world of free love and sexual empowerment, I was thrilled. That single meeting altered the trajectory of my summer, and the things they taught me about intimacy and the power of sensual control, changed everything I thought I knew about life, lust and the expectations of being a woman.


EPISODE 1

The Awakening


SCENE 1

Claire

Not long after my eighteenth birthday, my parents hosted a backyard barbecue. It was the kind of thing families did back in the eighties, to get together and turn a collection of nearby houses into something more, a neighborhood. I was obligated to attend, or at least make an appearance, an opportunity for everyone to see my parent’s pride and joy. I had no intention of spending any considerable time with the old folks on the block, that is until I met our new neighbors.

When I first met Cathy, she and her husband Ray had just moved to Las Vegas and our suburban neighborhood. Boy was she stunning; long blonde hair, soft pouty lips and her face, when she smiled, lit up like a beacon on a dark night. She was just one of those people, the kind that positively impacts everyone around her, and when she directed her attention towards me, I was instantly taken.

“You must be, Claire,” Cathy said, taking me by the hand and pulling me away from the crowd, making eye contact but not staring me down like most adults tended to do. “I’ve heard so much about you.”

They were just a few simple words that any person might say when meeting someone for the first time but for some reason they made me feel special, and when I responded, I wanted her to like me.

“It’s nice to meet you,” I replied. “Welcome to the neighborhood.”

That’s when she did something that let me know she was not like other adults.

“I’m happy to hear about what you’re doing now that you’ve graduated, if you want to share,” Cathy offered, “but what I’d really like to know is where I can score some weed?”

My head snapped around, to see if anyone was listening, and once I knew we were clear I responded in a hushed tone.

“You smoke?” I was shocked that an adult in the neighborhood partook.

“I have a joint if you want,” she replied, “but I’m starting to run low and all of my contacts are in Cali, I don’t know anyone here in Vegas.”

Now, I didn’t think she was a cop but you never can tell. So, I decided to play it cool.

“I’ve only ever smoked at parties,” I lied, “but I could ask around.”

“Cool,” Cathy responded, and then she touched me on the shoulder and slid her hand down my arm before saying goodbye and moving about the barbecue.

I watched as she chatted it up with all of the neighbors, amazed at how easily she worked her way through the crowd.

This may sound stupid, but that touch down my arm sent a tingle up my spine and I couldn’t help it, but I felt there was something more between Cathy and I. I shrugged off that feeling and went about my business, making sure I said hello to everyone at the party, but I was no longer interested in how fast I could escape, a part of me actually wanted to stay. That patience paid off later when Cathy approached me by the pool.

“I was going to go back to my place to fire one up,” she said, making the signal for a joint, “unless you think everyone would be cool if I did it here?”

My eyes shot wide and I shook my head side to side. “No, uh uh,” I said.

That’s when Cathy made eye contact, extended eye contact, meaningful eye contact, and said, “You don’t want to come back with me?” Her somber tone made it sound like she was disappointed.

“No, I will,” I blurted. “You just can’t do it here.”

The eagerness of my reply brought a savory sweet smile to her pretty face.

It was after dusk and most of the party had either moved inside or gathered on the patio. It was easy slipping away without being noticed and before I knew it, we were down the street, walking up the driveway toward Cathy’s house.

We barely stepped through the door into her home and already she was sparking up the joint, taking a big drag before passing it to me. I took a hit and passed it back, holding it in my lungs for an extended time. The cough that I let out reverberated all through my lungs and made me seem like such a newb.

Cathy laughed.

“You really don’t smoke much,” she said, then she took a deep hit and passed it back to me.

We moved into the living room and took a seat on her couch.

“So, what are your plans now that you’re a high school graduate?” Cathy asked, the joint growing smaller with each pass between us.

Conversation with Cathy came easy, she wasn’t like any adult I knew, and as we sat there in her living room smoking pot and getting to know each other, I shared more about myself than I ever thought I would.

“For the summer I just want to fly under the radar,” I replied. “I got in a bit of trouble at the end of the school year and I really don’t want to piss off my parents.”

“You got in trouble?” Cathy asked in disbelief. “The way your mom talks about you I thought you were an angel.”

That made me laugh. “Not so angelic that you didn’t offer to bring me back here to smoke a joint,” I replied.

That made Cathy laugh.

“An angel with a devil’s body,” she quipped.

She passed me the joint and when she did her fingers lingered, touching my hand, wandering up my arm. Her touch made me tingle and I couldn’t help but wonder if she was hitting on me.

“So, your only plans for the summer are to stay out of trouble?” Cathy questioned. “And what about after the summer, what then?”

“In the fall I go off to college,” I replied, “to the school my mom went to.”

“Ooh,” Cathy cooed, “college boys, you can have lots of fun there.”

I cut her off before she could go too far. “It’s an all-girl’s school in Philadelphia, besides, I’ve never had much luck with guys.”

Cathy’s eyes lit up. “We can change that if you want,” she offered. “With a body like yours we’ll have no problem turning all the boys helpless.”

That made me laugh. I wasn’t waif thin. I wasn’t heroin chic. The boys never looked at me like they looked at Cathy, or the girls at my high school. Back then things were different than they are now, girls like me didn’t know any better, we didn’t have Kim Kardashian and her wonderful confidence to show us the beauty of curves. Back then, thin was in and everyone else was left in the shadows.

“Boys don’t go for me,” I answered, “I’m not what they’re looking for.”

Now it was Cathy’s turn to laugh. “That’s just because you’re not doing it right. If you let me, I can show you how to have all the boys eating out of the palm of your hand.”

We made eye contact again and this time, I could really take in the crystal blue of her eyes. I couldn’t help but love her while also hate her. She mirrored all the girls I envied throughout high school and yet with Cathy there was something different.

That’s when she said something that completely rocked my world.

"You are incredibly beautiful,” Cathy said, “and your body is insane. I’m so glad you said yes to coming back here."

Those words, those thoughts, they were exactly what was going through my mind about her at that exact moment. And then it dawned on me, what she had just said. How could she possibly think I was beautiful?

That’s when she moved closer to me, real close. Instantly I was captivated. I might have thought we were too close, an invasion of personal space but then she kissed me and my whole world was blown. It was a short peck, right on the lips, but it wasn’t like it is now, back then that was taboo and it confused my mind while also sending a shiver down my spine.

What was happening? Was this beautiful woman making a pass at me?


SCENE 2

Cathy

Whenever I have moved, and I’ve moved a lot, the first thing I need is a new best friend. Friendship makes everything better and that includes transitioning to a new environment. I anticipated finding that friend at the neighborhood barbecue but I had no idea it would be someone younger, just out of high school.

Claire wasn’t just convenient, the wide-eyed teen who lived in the house next door, she was also gorgeous with an air of innocence that was kind of hard to believe. She hung on every word as I spoke and as I took in all of her features at pool side, I made the decision that she was the one, my new BFF and a pleasant change of pace.

I intended to take Claire under my wing, to show her how close we could be, the perfect muse to guide and shape while allowing me to hold on to one last connection to youth.


SCENE 3

Claire

"Would you be ok if I gave you a massage?” Cathy asked, and as much as I knew that was crossing a line, I found my head bobbing up and down in agreement, revealing my naivete.

“Perfect,” she cooed, and the way she said it, like she was thrilled at the opportunity, actually made me feel warm inside, glad that I had said yes.

Cathy quickly grabbed the cushions off the couch and laid them out on the floor before guiding me down. There was something about her touch, soft and gentle yet confident and firm, she put me at ease.

As soon as I was down to the floor she whispered in my ear, "Why don’t you lay down on your stomach?”

The way she asked, in that soft soothing voice, made me want to comply. I laid down, exactly as she instructed, and the butterflies in my stomach took off.

The cushions were surprisingly comfortable, providing several inches of padding between me and the floor and I laid out, the effects of the weed causing my brain to swoon but also putting my body in a very relaxed state.

Cathy’s first touch traced a line up my spine, over my t-shirt, and when she reached the nape of my neck, I felt a unique tingle. All of my hairs stood on end. It was an electric feeling that she followed with deep soothing rubs on my back and shoulders. It was nice and as I began to get lost in that rub her fingers wandered, up my neck and deep into my scalp. I don’t think anyone had ever done that to me before, that deep cranial massage and I have to admit, I got lost in the intensity of the feeling.

It may have been the effects of the pot to go along with the massage but in that instant everything else disappeared. I got completely lost, deeper and deeper into her wonderful touch, the weight of my body melting into the cushions, and when she finished with my scalp, I thought I had died and gone to heaven.

That’s when my new neighbor introduced me to the joys of reflexology.

“Are you ok with me touching your feet?” Cathy asked and before I could respond her fingers traced a line down my back, over my butt, across my legs and on to my bare feet. Using firm, targeted pressure, Cathy was able to relay intimate experiences to the rest of my body. She was obviously very skilled, and she shared with me exactly what she was doing with each manipulation of my sole.

"This," she said, targeting a spot on the bottom of my foot, "connects with your neck."

She was only pressing for a second before I felt my neck twitch and then calm, falling into a relaxed state. It was quite the experience, and a lesson, but I didn’t have time to dwell on that as she moved to another targeted spot.

"This,” she added, “connects with your lower back.”

This time her pressure immediately corresponded with a loosening of every muscle in my lower back and I would have savored that feel but Cathy wasn’t done, and the next spot she found completely changed my perspective on this innocent massage.

“This spot,” she said, “correlates with your thighs. Let me know if you feel this.”

She said the words while simultaneously cajoling my foot and, in an instant, my entire lower body felt like jello, like I wouldn’t be able to stand even if there was a fire in the building. It was incredibly intense, and I might have questioned just how all of it was possible but then Cathy took the massage to a whole new level when she moved her target one more time.

As the tips of her thumbs ground into a new spot on the soles of my feet, she informed me, “And this leads to your Yoni.”

I had never heard the word Yoni before but based on the way my body responded, with my flower completely opening up to her command, I had a real good idea of what it meant.

Up until then I had considered what would happen if things turned sexual, but I still had my clothes on and she was only touching my feet, yet somehow things turned, until sex was the only thing running through my active mind. I couldn’t help but feel self-conscious, my body and my mind turning a foot rub into something ultra-erotic.

I hoped she wouldn’t notice the effect it had on me.

While I might have been able to convince myself that I was doing a good job of hiding my bodily reaction, she washed that all away when she brought her face close to my ear and whispered, "Do you smell that? You just opened up for me."

Holy shit!

First, I couldn’t believe it happened, but even worse, she knew. I turned my head, to see if it was all real, and she was right there, inches from my face, her beautiful smile telling me not to be afraid, that everything would be ok.

I wanted to say something, anything, but I couldn't get my voice to work. We just locked eyes and stayed in the moment, her leaning closer and closer until she was near enough to kiss me, her lips soft against mine, me kissing back, completely confused but no longer trying to resist.

Cathy directed me to turn over and when she did, she unhooked my bra. I wasn’t sure what that meant, or where things were about to go, but I went along, helping her remove my bra while keeping my t-shirt in place. This was all new territory for me. I couldn't figure out how she had such command and yet I was agreeing at every step, offering no resistance whatsoever.

I laid out on my back and Cathy hovered over top of me, her butt pressed down on my thighs, her face just inches above mine. Our eyes connected, locked at the soul, and then she brought her lips even closer to me, so close but not quite there.

I knew what she was doing; she had kissed me twice and now it was my turn.

She waited.

Prior to that day, prior to meeting Cathy, I would have said that there was no way I would ever kiss another girl, but Cathy was different, she was a woman, a beautiful woman and before I knew it my head shifted upward, bringing my lips in contact with hers, and the way it felt sent shivers of delight into my expectant brain.

I wasn’t sure how she would respond and what she did was every bit as unexpected. Cathy snuggled her whole body into mine.

It wasn’t a hug. It was more like the way a friendly kitty rubs up against you, looking for attention. And the effect it had on me was unreal. In an instant I felt connected with her like no one ever before. If I thought my body opened up the first time, this was the same but only for my mind. It felt so incredible. I felt so connected.

Before I could stop myself, my voice took action.

“I love you," I said.

Oh God, I couldn’t believe those words came out of my stupid mouth.

Cathy pulled back from our connection and looked down at me, smiling, like a hungry cat over her prey. Then she purred, "I love you too,” and those words made me melt inside.

Once again, she made me feel extremely special with just a simple phrase. And I might have savored that moment but Cathy wasn’t content to stand still and all at once her demeanor and her actions changed.

Kissing was no longer on Cathy’s mind. She shifted from her position on top of me and began a feather light touch all over my body. Those gliding, skating touches sent tingles shooting everywhere and my body responded, most noticeably in my nipples that poked right through the thin cotton of my t-shirt. I couldn’t stop the physical reaction but that was only the beginning, Cathy was in command and we both knew it.

The gentle strokes that followed calmed me, relaxing my muscles. My brain couldn’t escape the sexual tension between us and that caused a tightness in my mind, but soon those thoughts changed and I began to melt under her touch.

When Cathy repositioned herself, shifting over top of me, I chose to close my eyes, preferring to just enjoy the massage rather than get caught up in all of the questions my active mind wanted to ask. Only those closed eyes seemed to give Cathy the green light, inviting greater aggression. Before I knew it, her lips were all over me, gentle kisses exploring my shoulders, my neck, my ears. She was masterful in the way those super light nibbles stimulated, never letting me know where she would touch next, titillating grazes and strokes that made me feel like I was floating on a cloud.

No sooner did I get accustomed to that light yet incessant nibbling and she was gone, her attention moving lower, down my chest, across my stomach. I wasn’t fazed when she pushed up my shirt but when her lips slid across my belly, and then found my left breast, I quickly inhaled, and when she gently suckled my nipple into her mouth, I couldn’t hold back the heaving gasp, my body and my mind taken by the intensity of the moment.

It was all so erotic, that wonderful build-up and just when I thought she would make a play for my sex, she skipped over the middle of my body, returning to my sensitive feet.

I already knew what pleasure could come from attention to my feet so I readily allowed her to have her way. She started with those fantastic pressure rubs on my soles, loosening up any tension up above, but then she quickly changed approach, bringing her lips, mouth and tongue into the action. I didn’t think I would find that erotic but what she did next completely blew my mind. With a long and deliberate motion, she suckled each toe, one by one, into her beautiful mouth. Her lips caressed and her tongue danced while her light sucking motion drew a very powerful energy through my body, stimulating every nerve ending along the way. She continued that fabulous act until my entire body hummed with excitement and I was so sexually charged I felt like I could cry.

When Cathy’s hands and lips finished their work on my toes and began to travel up my body I was no longer worried about where she might go or what she might do. I was in heaven and a willing participant for wherever she wanted to take this special rendezvous.

She deftly moved her hands over my calves and my thighs, kneading the muscles with a skilled touch, I did nothing to stop her, even as her fingers slid under my shorts and grazed my panties. The pressure on my inner thighs was gentle but highly stimulating, tiny circles traced on my sensitive flesh, inching higher and higher with each round, gaining within a fraction of an inch of my excited kitty. It was absolutely incredible and when she continued on, expanding her territory, conquering more and more of my body, I tried to steady my nerves but did not impede her progress.

"Do you like this?" she asked and as if on cue, my legs spread, opening to her command.

I loved what she was doing but there was still a part of me that was hesitant, unsure if this was how I wanted things to play out. There was no love, we only just met, and yet the physical euphoria was so intense, I couldn’t imagine putting a stop to those wonderful feelings.

Cathy took my lack of verbal response as an invitation to proceed and soon her ministrations increased, until my skin became a playground for her wandering fingers. And just like I expected, my body responded all on its own, regardless of what my mind did or did not want.

My hips rose up to meet her touch, my back arched with the strain to gather more and more of her stimulus but it was the way my flower opened, spreading wide in anticipation of what was to come, that made me feel like a wanton slut. I tried to resist, at least in my head, but the temptation was too much, the pleasure too intense.

Cathy had me open and ready but that didn’t seem to be enough for her, she wanted more. She continued with her magical touch, caressing my thighs, fondling my buttocks, teasing my desire but not quite giving me what my body wanted, and the way that affected me, the way it created a need deep down inside, made me feel desperate, weak. I don’t know where it came from, but a voice within me understood that need and called out for help.

"Please," I moaned.

I wanted, I needed, even if I wasn’t exactly sure what would fulfill that need. Did I want sex? Perhaps. But more importantly I wanted satisfaction, I wanted the teasing to be over and to enjoy the climactic end to this amazing thrill ride.

"Please!!” I groaned again.


SCENE 4

Cathy

I knew I could take advantage of Claire. The way she looked at me let me know of her infatuation but it was her inexperience with sex that made her highly susceptible to my advances. Young women who have never fully indulged their inner beast have no idea how powerful the draw can be and I had Claire fully indulgent, savoring every pulse emanating from her beautiful flower.


SCENE 5

Claire

I was frustrated but also horny, desperate to put an end to the tease. I was willing to do anything. That’s when Cathy finally pushed the moment into overdrive, yanking my shorts and panties off of my body and diving face first between my legs.

All at once her hands were everywhere, manipulating my outer lips with deep caresses, slowly expanding her touch to incorporate my most sacred spots; tracing small circles with her delicate fingers, caressing every part of my being. It felt heavenly and when I chanced a look down at all of the action, Cathy looked right back at me, a smile on her beautiful face and a gleam in her eye. I felt the change between us in that look, every ounce of my power transferring to her in the moment.

Cathy was in control, I would never be able to deny that, and all I could do was lay back and let her have her way. She capitalized on my weakness, teaching me the intimacy of her magic touch in the process, caressing with skilled fingers, drawing every last bit of lust from my ravaged body.

By the time her fingers finally slipped inside my crease I was so lost in desire I moaned aloud, writhing back and forth beneath her. She followed by gently pulling at my lips, applying soft yet firm pressure, alternating back and forth, side to side, until my body spread even wider, welcoming her advance.

If I thought I was open before it paled to how I felt when she performed that dance upon my flower, massaging, stimulating. I never wanted it to end.

It didn’t take long for Cathy to find my magic button and once she did, she continued those soft circular motions with her finger, stroking me into a blissful state. My body opened, ready for her penetration and she did not disappoint, exploring my essence with loving caresses from her lips, mouth and tongue. I responded, gushing a flood of juices all over the cushions and the floor, my entire essence vibrating with an erotic pulse that I never would have believed possible.

I managed a few grunts and groans in response but otherwise I was helpless, the throbs coming from my kitty consuming every thought from my feeble brain. Cathy found every sensitive spot within me and she returned to them often, varying her pressure, alternating her speed until my mind was awash in expectation, unable to predict where she might touch next.

Every part of my body was pulsing when Cathy accelerated the moment, curling her fingers to my g-spot and tickling my core with her touch. I gasped aloud, the penetration taking my body and my mind to all new territory. I pulsed around her fingers, my thighs wrapped tight in response, grinding against her hand, but most of all my kitty spurted its’ release, letting go of years of pent-up frustration.

It was the first orgasm of my life, a moment I will remember forever, and Cathy delighted in letting me know she was the one who gave it to me, staring deep into my soul as my body continued to contract and pulse around her hand. It was a powerful experience, not just the physical release but also the mental transfer of power and Cathy secured a new place in my mind as a result, something I would never be able to break.


SCENE 6

Cathy

The first night with Claire was a delectable treat but I had no intention of stopping with the appetizer. She was my new project and I intended to expand her horizons and introduce her to all the world of sensual delights has to offer.


SCENE 7

Claire

My final moments with Cathy were a bit of a blur. I know we cleaned up and got dressed but my mind was consumed in a pleasant haze, one I wasn’t ready to let go. Despite that heavenly swoon, I was nervous on my walk back to the party. I had taken the proper precautions; eye drops, mouthwash, a hint of perfume, but my mind was still swirling from the effects of the pot and my body was still abuzz from my time with Cathy. I didn’t know if any of that was noticeable just looking at me, so, if at all possible, I wanted to avoid my parents and slip into the house and my bedroom without anyone noticing.

That thought quickly vanished when I approached the house, close to my parent’s bedroom window, and heard two voices just inside. It wasn’t my mother and father like I expected, instead it was two men.

“You’re making a bigger deal of this than it is,” I heard one male voice say, “it’s just sex.”

Instantly, I recognized the voice that responded, it was my father, and he sounded upset. “That’s my wife you’re talking about. This is totally inappropriate.”

I was just starting to put the picture together, a man pressuring my father to have sex with my mother, when the unknown man said the most despicable thing.

“John,” he said to my father, “I’m not really offering you a choice, either you share your wife or you can find another place to work.”

My jaw probably hit the ground, that’s how shocked I was, and then I heard my father’s response and my faith in humanity was restored.

“You can leave now,” my father said, “I’ll clean out my office on Monday.”

“Don’t bother,” the man spat and he slammed several doors on his way out of the house.

I wanted to go hug my daddy, to tell him how proud I was to be his daughter, but I was still reeling from the pot, and my first sexual encounter with a woman, so I slipped inside and went to bed, content that all was still right in the world.

If you liked Episode 1, check out the entire first season:

-         The Awakening (Season 1, Episodes 1 – 12)

-           
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