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		Chapter One

		

		You can see someone every day, and in one sudden instant your outlook of them completely changes? All too well I know that feeling. Some months I decided to drop 30 pounds before my 10 year high school reunion. So I joined a gym in pursuit of that goal.

		Along with the gym membership I could attend any of their classes for free. I always hated cardio classes because I'm very clumsy and the instructors are impossible to keep up with. I decided on taking a weight lifting class.

		Now, being very into girls, the first thing I noticed was that the instructor for this class, Britt, was very cute. Britt is fairly tall, late 20s, about 5'10", about 140 lbs., and has short red hair and dark eyes.

		Being a fitness instructor, it is a given that her body is smokin' hot. She isn't overly muscled as one may think, but she's toned in all the right places. When I walked into the group fitness room, Britt was already there setting up for class. She greeted me warmly and asked if I was new to the class. I said that I was, and she gave me the rundown on what to expect.

		I ended up absolutely loving the class, and it became part of my weekly routine. As I continued going to the gym, I also noticed that Britt was a personal trainer there. When I see other trainers around the gym with their clients, I noticed how uncaring they seemed. They provided no motivation at all. They were basically robots who told them what to do and counted off reps.

		Britt was not like this at all.

		She genuinely seemed to care about each of her clients, and would explain each move she had her clients do and tell them what muscles the move focused on, etc. It made me wonder if I could benefit from Britt's expertise.

		One day, after weightlifting class, I had a random spurt of energy and decided to run on a treadmill for a little bit before heading home. After about 10 minutes my energy was finally depleted. I walked to the locker room and turned a corner to get to my row of lockers. Around the corner, I saw Britt sprawled out on a bench looking absolutely wiped out.

		I giggled, which turned her attention to me. She gave me a sheepish grin. "I didn't think it was possible," she said "But today I succeeded in kicking my own ass."

		I fell head over heels for Britt in that instant. I can't put my finger on it, but I'm sure it had something to do with how weak and vulnerable she seemed as opposed to the strong woman I'm used to seeing.

		I laughed and sat on the bench next to her. "Well, it's nice to see that you're actually human and not just a mean lean weightlifting machine." I replied.

		She gave a hearty laugh, and I realized this was the first time I had heard her laugh. It was a wonderful sound which complimented her heart shaped mouth nicely. I knew I had to get closer to her.

		"I'm actually glad I caught up with you. I wanted to ask, are you taking on new personal training clients?"

		Britt's eyes flickered and she sat up. "Yes! Are you interested?" she asked.

		"I am." I replied. "I initially joined this gym with the intent on dropping some weight before my high school reunion. Your classes are helping a lot, but I feel I need a bit more guidance."

		"This is so great. You won't believe this, but I've actually seen a lot of potential in you from the way you're progressing in weightlifting and from what I've seen of your workouts around the gym. I wanted to ask if you had considered hiring a personal trainer, but I didn't want you to think I was just after your money."

		I laughed. "Well then, looks like this will work well for both of us. When can we start?"

		We went back to her office to discuss pricing and training times. As she was making up the documents, I noticed she was left handed. I also noticed the huge rock she wore on her ring finger.

		All the fantasies I was beginning to have about her vanished as my heart sank.

		Married.

		Hitched.

		Taken.

		Bummer.

		After a few one-on-one sessions with her, my fantasies returned. Of course I would never act on any of them, but it was hard to ignore that this girl was completely awesome. In addition to good looks, she was also wickedly smart. Not just about training and nutrition, but she had an MBA as well.

		We also shared the same sense of humor, and we sometimes got so involved in conversing and joke telling that we'd forget where we were in the workout. It was hard for me to keep my feelings in check.

		I'd often catch myself blatantly checking her out. Sometimes I felt like she would have to be blind not to notice, but she never changed her behavior in any way.

		Months later, in the present time, I'm 25 pounds thinner and pretty darn buff. Britt's work on me is nothing short of miraculous. For the first time in my life I feel SEXY.

		Being short, only 5'2", it always seemed like every pound looked massive on me. At my heaviest, I was "only" 150 lbs., but on my short frame it did not look good at all.

		During these past few weeks Britt has been complimenting my progress left and right. I always tell her I owed it all to her, and she reminds me of how I worked my ass off (quite literally) to get where I am.

		Tonight was my last session with Britt, and I was pretty bummed about it. The logical side of me realized that it was probably for the best, and maybe my fantasies about her would end and I could focus on finding an actual gay and unmarried girlfriend. It didn't help, though, that Britt kept saying how much she was going to miss working with me.

		Soon, the hour was up and I was putting my things away. Britt was giving me a few last minute tips to continue to focus on. I thanked her for everything and told her I would see her in weightlifting class. As I turned to leave, she touched my arm.

		"Wait." she said. "Since we officially no longer have a business relationship, I was wondering if I could take you out for a victory drink tonight, as a friend and not your trainer."

		My heart skipped a couple beats. I regained control of my thoughts.

		"I thought you didn't like it when I drink. You know, empty calories and all." I smirked.

		Britt laughed. "Remember, I'm just your friend now and not your trainer. And I know you like your booze."

		"That I do." I chuckled. "Of course I'll have a drink with you. When and where?"

		We made our plans and I left in a daze. As I was showering back home, I realized this would be the first time I would see Britt in her regular clothes instead of workout gear. This idea excited me.

		Every few minutes I had to remind myself of that rock on her left hand. She had mentioned her husband several times in the months I worked out with her. They seemed to have a very happy relationship and there's no way I could compete with that, even if I wanted to. And I really didn't want to.

		One of my pet peeves has always been married women who cheat on their husbands with women because "it doesn't really count" according to them.I thought of such women as 'bottom feeders'.  I swore to myself long ago that I would never put myself in that kind of situation. I'd never be a bottom feeder. Regardless, it was a non-issue with Britt.

		I just needed a tight rein on my hormones, especially with a couple drinks in me. It was a chilly October evening, so I dressed in a tight knit sweater, jeans, and boots. I gave myself the once-over before I left, taking in the fact that I was very pleased with the way I looked.

		This new me is definitely taking some getting used to. I drove to the bar we agreed to meet at and walked in. Britt was already there. She hadn't seen me yet, so I took that opportunity to check her out. She was wearing a white babydoll shirt, skinny jeans, and a black leather jacket.

		She had on maroon tinted lip gloss that made her heart shaped lips a little too inviting. I mustered up my best swagger and walked her way. When she caught my eye, her face brightened.

		"Well hey there sexy Carrie!" she exclaimed.

		"Hey there yourself. It's funny. You are a total babe and you still look like you could break out and kick someone's ass at any second." I replied.

		Britt laughed hard. "You know I could. I might just have to the way some of these men have been staring at me. I try to gesture or pull my hair back with my left hand hoping they'd see the ring, but it sure hasn't stopped them from ogling."

		"Pigs." I scoffed.

		Britt laughed again and held my gaze for what seemed like a couple seconds too long. Our evening was a blast. Conversation with her was quick and easy. The bar was riddled with our laughter several times. By our third drink, I noticed some subtle changes in Britt's behavior.

		She was speaking lower, almost in a seductive manner. She was quick to giggle at anything remotely funny that I said. She frequently nibbled and licked at her lips, and her gazes became longer and longer.

		

	
		Chapter Two

		

		Now, I've been out of the dating scene for a long time, but I swear I remember these are signs of flirting. I tried to convince myself that the gin and tonics were just making me see what I wanted to see, and these things meant nothing. What seemed like one hour turned into four, and we reluctantly agreed that we should call it a night. We paid our tab and headed out.

		Once outside, Britt laughed. "It's funny, this seemed more like a date than anything I've done with my husband in years." she said.

		Shocked, I laughed nervously. "Yeah, it did kind of seem like a date, didn't it? It was nice."

		Britt bit her lip and moved closer to me.

		"So tell me, Carrie, do you kiss on a first date?"

		I was dumbfounded. I laughed again. "Are...are you...serious?"

		Britt slid her arm around my back.

		"Very. I've had a bit of a crush on you for months, and forgive me if I'm wrong, but I believe the feeling is quite mutual. Isn't it?"

		I realized I had been instinctively backing away from her, because her one-armed embrace around my back was getting tighter. I gave into it and stopped resisting. I was now standing very close to her and could feel her body heat radiating off of her.

		The night had gotten cold, and I had forgotten a jacket. Being short, I was pretty much eye level with her chest. I was trying to avoid eye contact with her as I was quickly sorting out my thoughts. I hadn't realized it, but I was staring at her breasts. Britt tilted my head up to meet her eyes.

		"And that's exactly what I'm talking about." she chuckled. "You may think you're being sneaky when your eyes linger on me when you think I'm not looking, but you're not fooling me."

		I begin to feel a little sick. I had indeed been very foolish to think she never noticed me checking her out dozens of times in the few months I've been working out with her. This made me no better than the men she condemned in the bar. Then, I remembered she was holding me.

		"Carrie, it's okay. I like your attention. I like your wit. I like your determination. I just like YOU. And if it's okay with you, I'd really like to kiss you now."

		I swallowed hard. I couldn't think of anything to say, so I moved in to consent to her kiss. It has been awhile since I have kissed anyone, let alone on a cold night, so I was surprised at how warm her mouth was. She was a very passionate kisser, who had no hesitancy in kissing another woman at all.

		My mind was reeling and I kept on trying to remind myself to enjoy this moment. Her hand that had been holding my chin up slid down my neck, and I felt the cold metal of her wedding ring.

		Her ring.

		I broke the kiss but did not back out of her embrace.

		"Britt, your husband..." I said breathlessly.

		Britt frowned and nodded slowly. "I understand your concern about that. It's...it's kind of a long story. The short of it, I love him. He's my best friend. But that's really all he is. I like women and I always have. When I was 20 my parents threatened to have nothing to do with me unless I "changed." Brad knew about my situation and came up with the solution that he and I get married. I kept my relationship with my parents, but it came at a great price. Brad sacrificed so much for me, like the ability to have a true marriage of his own. The two of us see other people, but we obviously can't take things too far with them. But that doesn't stop my desire for women...and right now I desire nothing more than to kiss you again."

		My heart ached for her. Her situation had caught me completely off guard. I put my hand behind her head and reached up to meet her lips again. I felt a tear spill from her eye and hit my cheek, and I struggled against tearing up myself. I slid my arms around her waist and stroked her lower back.

		This time Britt broke the kiss, but she planted small kisses along my jaw and grazed my neck with her lips and tongue. "You have no idea how long I've wanted to do this, Carrie." she practically whispered as she nibbled my neck.

		"You have no idea how long I've been fantasizing about this." I breathed.

		"It doesn't have to end here." she said with tinge of urgency in her voice. "We could get a room, stay the night somewhere. Just see where the night leads us."

		She gripped my shoulders tightly and met my lips again for another deep kiss.

		"What do you say?"

		"I...I...need to think about this, Britt."

		***

		My mind was on fire as I drove home. Thoughts were going through my head like crazy and I couldn't focus on one before another took center stage. I was halfway home when I thought it could have all been a dream, a vivid vision.

		However, I still have the taste of whiskey on my lips, even though I was drinking gin. I could still smell her perfume on me.

		Britt.

		My crush.

		My SAFE crush, the one nothing could ever happen with. What the hell had just happened? More importantly, why the hell did I run when she wanted more??? I knew why.

		I got scared.

		It's been a very long time since I have been with a woman. Between work, maintaining a social life, and working out a lot I really didn't have time for a relationship. It felt like a lot of pressure put on me all at once. By the time I got home I had calmed down somewhat.

		I pulled on some PJ's, but I didn't brush my teeth.

		The taste of Britt was still on my lips and tongue and I didn't want to get rid of that quite yet. I climbed in bed clutching the sweater I had been wearing because it still smelled like her. I buried my face in the sweater and ran my tongue over my lips. Instinctively, my hand crept under the waistband of my pants. I moaned into the sweater as my fingers brushed my clit.

		The last thing I thought before I drifted to sleep was that it could be her hand doing this to me at that moment if I had only stayed.

		When I woke up in the morning it took me a few minutes of random thoughts for the events of last night to catch up with me. I pulled my sweater to my face and inhaled. Her perfume was still faintly there.

		I looked at my watch, which showed me it was already 8:06. As the boss, I could go in whenever I wanted. I trusted my team, and know they get work done even when I'm not there. But, as a workaholic I always tried to get there by 8:00.

		I got out of bed and got ready for the day, trying to get my mind out of girl mode and into work mode.

		I greeted my team as I made my way to my office. I closed the door and turned on my computer. I brought up my work email and skimmed through the 19 emails that came in overnight. After I was done with those I brought up my personal email.

		My heart skipped a beat when I saw I had an email from Britt waiting for me. I couldn't stop a big grin from spreading across my face as I opened the email.

		"Carrie, thank you for the wonderful evening. I really, truly, hope that I did not make you uncomfortable or cross any major lines. I couldn't read what you were feeling when you left. You told me you wanted to take a rain check on picking up where we left off. I hope you still feel that way. Britt"

		I leaned back in my chair, still smiling.

		I hit reply, but I realized I had no idea what I was going to say. My office door suddenly opened; it was my assistant Amber.

		"Hey, Carrie, did you read the email about the...whoa what's with the megawatt smile?? Wait...you stroll in here an hour later than usual, looking like you didn't get much sleep. Now you're in here smiling like you swallowed a canary. Spill it, who is she?"

		I laughed. "Christ, am I really that easy to read?"

		I filled her in on last night's events. I had mentioned Britt to her just in passing, about how she was my personal trainer. I never mentioned my crush on her until now.

		"Oh I'm totally going to be living vicariously through you for a bit." Amber said after I finished my story. "So, you gave her a rain check, eh? When are you going to make good on that?"

		"I don't know...soon? I don't want her to change her mind waiting on me to get my shit together." I replied.

		Amber gave me a few sexually suggestive ideas to say to Britt in my response to her email. We joked around for a few minutes and then got back to business. As soon as she left my office, my mind went from business right back to how I was going to respond to Britt's email.

		"Britt, thanks for writing. Honestly, I haven't been able to stop thinking about you. I'm sorry if I hurt you or made you second guess your actions by leaving the way I did. Everything just happened really fast and I didn't know what to do. I was absolutely serious about the rain check. We'll talk soon. Carrie."

		After sending the email, I tried to concentrate on work for a bit. At 1:00 my stomach reminded me that I had skipped breakfast. I headed out for my lunch break, and I decided that I wanted to eat at the sandwich shop connected to my gym.

		

	
		Chapter Three

		

		I arrived there and put in my order for a half sandwich and smoothie combo. As I waited for my food, I looked out at the rest of the gym through the large glass windows of the sandwich shop.

		It didn't take long before I spotted Britt with one of her clients. I felt another smile tug at my mouth. I couldn't believe that about 12 hours ago I was in her arms getting well acquainted with her lips.

		My food came out and I sat at a table with a view of the gym. I couldn't tear my eyes away from her. I was deep in the thought that soon I would get to act out the fantasies I had been having about her for the past few months. She was finishing up with her client, and she walked past the sandwich shop.

		When her eyes locked on me she nearly ran into the window. She beamed at me and held a finger up, signaling not to leave until she was done with her client. She disappeared into her office for about five minutes, then came back to the sandwich shop and sat at my table.

		"Oh my God, what are you trying to do to me? I was NOT expecting to see you here!" she exclaimed.

		"I was hungry and started craving a sandwich from here. And, not going to lie, I was hoping to see you."

		Britt beamed. "I saw your email a bit ago. I was so relieved." She lowered her voice. "I really thought I blew it there for a sec." She said as she briefly touched my leg.

		I knew that she didn't want anyone who worked at the gym, or clients who knew her to hear our conversation, so I lowered my voice as well.

		"Not at all. Like I said, it just took me by complete surprise. I never in a million years expected anything like that to happen."

		Britt smiled. "I didn't think I'd actually go through with it. I knew I wanted to kiss you, but I needed the right moment. I'm glad it worked."

		"So, when can I see you again?" I asked eagerly.

		We decided on the next night, Friday, so we didn't have to worry about getting up for work the next morning. It was going to seem like an eternity until then. My lunch break was up, and Britt had another client coming in shortly so we reluctantly said goodbye.

		Both of us knew that any kind of affection would be inappropriate, so we had to settle for a quick brush on the arm. I went back to work, let Amber in on the latest plans, and went to my office to *try* to get the rest of my work done.

		That evening, I had a ton of tension to release. Of course my first instinct was to jump in bed and violate myself for hours, but I decided to save it for the following evening. Instead, I changed into my workout clothes and went on a jog, replaying the events of the last 24 hours over and over.

		By the time I got home I knew I had to try to concentrate on something else. I showered, made a light dinner, then poured a glass of wine and grabbed one of my favorite books.

		One glass of wine turned into two, then three. I was finally sleepy enough, and my mind calm enough to go to sleep.

		The next day I did my best to push thoughts of tonight to the back of my mind. I submerged myself into my work, despite Amber trying to get me to gossip about my plans for the night. This was the only way I could keep myself from being fixated on the clock.

		Finally, it was time to go. I ran home and quickly showered. I was reminded of just the other day when I was at home showering before going out for drinks with Britt. I couldn't believe how much had changed since then.

		I drove to the hotel we agreed to meet at. We had agreed that I was going to get there first because she had a late client and needed to shower and change. I checked in, gave the front desk Britt's name for when she arrived, and went to our room. I was pleasantly surprised by the room. Even though this was a nicer hotel, I think I had been expecting more of a stereotypical seedy place for one night stands.

		I set my overnight bag down, kicked my shoes off, and climbed on the king sized bed. It was plush, soft, and perfect. I shut my eyes, resisting the urge to slide my hand in my jeans.

		What seemed like just a few minutes later, I heard the door open. I jumped off the bed to greet Britt. She looked incredible. Her red hair was pulled back into a short ponytail, and her leather coat was tied together at her waist. I could see a black dress underneath. Her lips were pulled together in a smirk.

		"You're ogling me again." she teased, as she set an overnight bag down next to mine. I laughed.

		"It seems to me that you made sure I would." I said as I walked toward her.

		I played with the belt on her coat, undoing the loose knot. I slid the coat off of her and set it aside over a chair. I felt a little overwhelmed with how magnificent she looked. I realized I was a bit underdressed in my jeans and sweater. She must've known what I was thinking.

		"You look great. I just went for something that would be easy to take off." she said with a wink.

		"A wise decision." I replied.

		We stood in silence for a few seconds. "Are you nervous, Carrie?" she asked as she put her hands on my waist and pulled me close to her.

		I looked up into her dark twinkling eyes and saw nothing but safety and passion.

		"I was, but not anymore." I replied as I reached up and moved her head toward mine. I felt her smiling as I kissed her. I turned her around and laid her on the bed. We helped each other undress as we kissed. within seconds we had each other completely naked.

		I pulled back a little bit so I could fully look at the amazing body I had admired for months. Britt's skin glowed in the soft lamp light, creating shadows along her firm muscles.

		This time I was well aware that I was ogling, so I bent back down to kiss and lick at her neck. She sighed and wrapped her arms around me. I traced a line with my tongue down her neck and onto her chest. I nibbled at the tight flesh above her breasts. I stopped to look into her eyes for permission to keep going.

		She smiled down at me and ran a reassuring hand through my hair. I gave her a quick wink before I circled her nipple with my tongue, and then gave it a light flick. Her pelvis thrust into me as I began gently sucking on her nipple. I took her other breast in my hand and gently caressed it.

		Her breathing became heavier, and she was still gyrating against me. I knew what she wanted. I slowly moved down her body, and my tongue continued its trek down her torso, tracing the lines of her firm tummy.

		I briefly had the thought that I would kill for her body, but then I realized that her body was mine for the night. Britt flattened herself out and straightened her legs to grant me access to go lower.

		When I reached her mound, I smiled at the sight of a thin strip of fiery red hair. "So she is a true redhead." I thought.

		I positioned myself between her perfectly sculpted legs, putting one over each of my shoulders. I gazed at her lovely cunt for just a couple seconds before giving it a long but gentle lick.

		Britt cooed, and I looked up to see her face. Her head was tilted back and her lips were slightly parted. She had her arms stretched above her, but under the pillow she was resting her head on. At this moment I couldn't imagine anyone more beautiful than my Britt.

		I slid my hands underneath her firm ass and started fluttering my tongue around her opening. Her hips raised to meet my tongue. I flirted with the idea to make her beg for it a little bit, but I'm too nice. I darted my tongue in and out of her cunt, and Britt gave a low moan, put a hand to the back of my head, and gently eased my head to exactly where she wanted me to lick.

		I was happy to oblige.

		I kneaded her ass with the palms of my hands as I continued stroking her cunt with my tongue. Britt's moans and sighs intensified, which let me know she liked what I was doing.

		"Are you ready to cum, baby?" I asked gently.

		"Yes!" Britt breathed heavily.

		I gave her ass a squeeze as I moved my right hand to her cunt, and slid two, then three fingers in. She moaned hard and began bucking her hips in time with my thrusts. My lips found her clit and enclosed it while I fluttered my tongue around the little button. Her moans turned into whimpers, and I curled my tongue around her clit and fucked her with everything I had left.

		After just a few seconds I felt her cunt tighten around my fingers and a flood of warmth signaled her orgasm. She continued to gently buck against my hand, so I remained inside of her, lightly pushing until she stopped.

		I pulled my fingers out and put them to my lips. I climbed back up Britt's body, giving her little kisses along the way. I wrapped my arms around her and laid her head on my chest. She looked like she was in a daze, and I knew she was still enjoying her orgasm. I laid there silently and held her.

		

	
		Chapter Four

		

		"Carrie." She whispered after a couple of minutes.

		I chuckled. "Well, there you are. I was wondering if I would ever see you again."

		Britt slid her arms around me and held me tight. I kissed her forehead. "You need to teach me your tricks, girl." She said as she grinned and buried her face in my neck.

		At those words, my most secret cravings surfaced, and I was about to participate in this forbidden fetish of mine with Britt. Clutching her legs, I motioned her over on her stomach. Still winded, she grasped the satin sheets in her hands as my hands roamed across the toned globes of her ass.

		Britt and I came together in the most effective way two women can. Every action she gave my aroused body assured me beyond any doubt that I was forever a woman lover. A woman whose fortune had been fulfilled. No one could ever hope to bring me the joy and delight that Britt blessed me with at that moment.

		Yet every act she gave me, caused me to match her intensity equally. For the first time in my life, I finally tasted the essence of this woman... to see her fabulous body yield to my loving tongue made me excited with desire.

		Tasting the moist folds of her girl goo, only to find her clitoris as rigid as her nipples confirmed my undeniable fate... Even though this was my first real encounter with Britt, I knew just as she did what to do and where to touch.

		It's something only two women truly understand. A secret rule that once discovered, leads to endless talent. I watched as her body wobbled on the breathless edge of her orgasm...

		Her ferocious actions inspiring my tongue to indulge more. Her smooth toned thighs pressed against my face, hands twisted together as she shook back and forth between delirium and orgasm.

		The loud, croaky tone of her brash gasps. the thin layers of perspiration now made her body glow in contentment. She looked as if she were some high priestess perched upon her throne of power-- entirely powerless to the dedicated tenderness of another female.

		Just as the old saying goes: "Her ass is mine." I was about to prove it.

		Britt's firm toned ass cheeks, the lighting, and the thin layer of sweat, highlighted their spherical form, my palms kneaded her flesh with the finesse of a masseuse. I once saw this unthinkable act in a erotic lesbian video a while ago, and had since grown to be hidden desire of mine because of its sensual meaning.

		I looked down at each moist sweaty cheek, my mouth fell upon her right cheek. Opening my mouth as wide as it could go, I twisted my tongue flat on her smooth skin... hungrily lapping every inch of that ass. She could hear my frantic groans of need as I traced the globes with my flat tongue...

		My saliva dribbled out, lathering the butt flesh like a starving person with its first real meal. My fingernails dug into the skin, raking across her rounded curves ever so wickedly.

		My hot breath spilled upon the trembling skin as Britt violently shoved her fist into the bed. Looking up between her elevated ass cheeks, I saw her head swaying in the pleasure of my anal attack. With my left hand, I reached up to her back and dug my long fingernails into the smooth flesh, like claws. Falling to her ass, scraping the skin as my mouth sank deep between the delicious furrow of her ass.

		My shameless moans now were muted between her cheeks as my tongue bombarded the entire length of her sweaty crevice. I could tell that no one had ever given her this amazing thrill...

		Her face had the look that said it all as she turned around to look at my face imbedded in her ass flesh. Our eyes shared a knowing look of encouragement as my tongue circled her delicate orifice...

		Britt made an O shape with her mouth as I did with mine, now totally fastened to her asshole... My hands calmly rested upon both ass cheeks as I coated her opening with my soggy saliva... soaking it for the impending piercing of her ass. Her entire back tightened as my tongue begged for her acceptance.

		Short winded, Britt slipped her uncertainty and felt the fiery warmth of my tongue gain it's entry... Drawing in a moaning breath, Britt collapsed as her head fell to the pillow as her acerbic warmness enveloped my tongue.

		If Amber could only see me now... If my employees only knew what I was doing at this moment...All of the training and conditioning Britt put herself through still couldn't tone up her sphincter muscles, which was now being delicately moistened by my frantic tongue.

		I was lost in the moment... focused on nothing but her, and my submerged tongue. She was so warm inside... so exciting. I couldn't believe that my tongue was lodged deep inside Britt's ass... and I was loving every fleeting second of it. My fingers stretched her cheeks apart for a naughty push... I felt her sphincter clench my tongue, yet that didn't hamper my pursuit for this ultimate shelter of nourishment and wonder.

		Britt cried out, I pierced her again...that stab of pleasure and she bucked, I grasped... we were learning our skills together at the same time. I wanted so much more of this... to be consumed by her hole...

		I would have put my entire body inside her rectum if I could have, that's how deep our attraction was growing. I wanted nothing more than to spend the rest of my time making love to this person of passion and flesh..

		I guess i really had turned into a 'bottom feeder' so to speak, in more ways than one. I chuckled to myself at the irony of the situation. 

		***

		After we both caught our breath and could talk coherently I returned to her previous question about knowing sexual tricks.

		I laughed. "I'm sure you have a few tricks of your own, babe."

		She gave an odd snicker and looked up at me. A flush spread through her cheeks. I gave her an inquisitive look.

		"Actually...I do." She broke our embrace and scooted up to look me in the eye. "There's...something I like to do that I get a lot of pleasure in...but it's turned some women off completely. I hope you'll keep an open mind."

		"After what we just did, I say we both are damned open minded." I countered.

		She brought her lips to mine for a deep and sensuous kiss. My mind was spinning with the possibilities of what she wanted to do to me. She moved her mouth to my ear.

		"Have you ever ridden a strap-on, Carrie?" She asked as she sucked on my earlobe.

		I stiffened slightly at the suggestion. In the past I've never been willing to do this with my partners. I thought it was too much like fucking a man. I've always considered lips, tongues, and fingers to be the only "tools" a woman needed to satisfy her partner. But, for the first time ever, I was considering this possibility, probably because I was already immensely turned on.

		"No, I haven't." I replied at last.

		"Please say you'd be open to it." Britt said quickly. "I understand the hesitation, I really do, but believe me it's a lot more intimate than you might think. I'll be as gentle...or as rough..." She added with a wicked grin. "As you need me to be."

		I studied the longing in her eyes. I trusted her, and it had been so long since I had broken out of my comfort zone in bed. I realized not only was I simply consenting to this, I was looking forward to it. I brought my lips back to hers for another kiss.

		"Fuck me." I whispered.

		Britt smiled and kissed me hard. "You won't regret this, I promise. Just lay back for a sec. And close your eyes." She said as she broke away from me to lean over the bed.

		I did as she told me and leaned back resting my head on the pillow. I shut my eyes. I could hear her getting situated. It was crazy that I was about to let her do this. Soon, I felt her straddle my legs.

		"Okay, open your eyes."

		I didn't really know what to make of the sight in front of me. From the waist up, she was angelic. Soft skin, firm muscles, small but perky breasts glowing in the soft light. Then there was the strap-on.

		I had never seen one before, but the black and purple contraption that was glistening with lube looked hilarious on Britt. I couldn't help but giggle. Britt bit her lip and smiled, herself.

		"Sexy, isn't it? No, I know it looks ridiculous. But trust me, soon you'll forget how it looks, and you'll just be focusing on how bitchin' it feels." She said as she leaned in for another kiss.

		I draped my arms around her shoulders as her tongue sought out mine. She put one hand beside me, steadying herself, and the other hand wandered along my body. She rubbed the back of my neck, my shoulder, my breast, my stomach, my cunt. She ran a finger along my slit and I breathed in sharply.

		"You're already soaked, babe. That will help." She said as she nibbled along my jaw.

		I felt Britt place the tip of the dong against my cunt, and ease it in. Between the lube and my own wetness, the dong slid in effortlessly, and she began gently thrusting.

		She was right about the intimacy.

		It was nice having her nibble my neck and caress my breast as she thrusted. This sent multiple sensations shooting throughout my body and sent shivers up my spine. I wrapped my legs around her waist, letting her know that I was enjoying it. Britt looked down at me and grinned.

		"I knew you'd like it. I have another trick if you're up for it."

		

	
		Chapter Five

		

		I looked up at her, and she had the most deliciously evil look in her eyes. I couldn't imagine what she had in store for me, but I wanted it.

		Bad.

		"I'm yours." I breathed.

		"Hold onto me, tightly." Britt instructed.

		I wrapped my arms around her neck and held tight.

		"Perfect. Now, trust me and keep your grip." Britt held me tight around my waist with one arm, and in an act of sheer strength, she stood me up, walked a few steps to the nearest wall, and wedged me against it, still keeping the dong inside of me.

		Because of our height difference and her strength, she was able to keep me elevated off of the floor. She thrusted against me, sending the dong deep inside. My eyes rolled back in my head and I let out a loud moan.

		Britt smirked. "You approve then?" She asked seductively.

		I could only nod as I refastened my grip around her neck and dug my nails into her back. She continued thrusting, shoving me hard into the wall. I knew I was going to have all kinds of bruises in the morning, but I didn't care. She was doing amazing things inside of me.

		I've never been much of a screamer, but I was faintly aware that all kinds of noises were escaping me as she fucked me harder and harder. It became difficult to keep my grip on her, and I realized that both of us were getting very sweaty.

		I dug into her back even more, and bit at her shoulder. She began to rub my clit with one hand and before long I felt a little ball of pleasure form deep within me and get bigger and bigger until it burst.

		I shot back against the wall as her thrusting slowed. I closed my eyes as I rode out what was probably the best orgasm of my life. Britt moved me back to the bed and laid me down. She removed the strap-on and set it aside. She slid her arms around me and held me close, stroking my back as my heart and breathing slowly came back to normal. Britt looked down at me and kissed my nose.

		"I have something else for you." She said, smiling.

		She leaned over to her bag again and dug around for a few seconds. When she sat back up, she presented a bottle of champagne and two champagne flutes.

		I smiled. "The perfect ending."

		Britt popped the cork and poured us each a glass. She handed me a glass and raised hers in a toast.

		"To..." She thought for a minute and smiled. "To thinking about it!"

		I laughed and clinked her glass.

		Then we snuggled in close as we sipped our wine until that tingling sensation started again.

		***

		After a brief rest, our naked bodies entangled in a sensual embrace. We kissed feverously. Britt began to kiss my neck, moving her kisses lower until she reached my breasts.

		She enveloped my breasts with her mouth, sucking on my hard titties. God, this young girl was getting me so wet. She continued sucking on my breasts as her hand moved down to my cunt.

		She started rubbing my clit while still sucking on my breasts. This girl now had complete control over me. I was hers to do with as she pleased. She was making me feel so good. She left my breasts and her journey of kisses continued down to my cunt.

		When she reached there, she gently spread my legs and began to lick my clitoris. God she was driving me crazy. How did she become so good at this. She continued to lick and suck my cunt. My moans were getting louder and louder. Britt then inserted one, then two fingers. This was driving me wild.

		My hips began to buck as I rode her tongue, her fingers fucking me. My body tensed as the rumblings of an orgasm flowed over my body. My body shook as I experienced yet another great climaxes. I reached down and drew Britt up next to me. I kissed her deeply.

		"That was great, where did you learn to make love like that".

		Britt just giggled.

		"Lay down my love, I'm going to return the favor."

		I turned Britt on her back and moved down to her cunt. It was so pink and fluffy. It was a beautiful site. I moved in and began to eat this delightful cunt, her juices flowing. It tasted delicious; the smell so aromatic. Britt must have been horny as it wasn't long before I made her cum.

		After this we settled into a sixty-nine with Britt on top. We ate each other for the next hour, climaxing many times. At the end, exhausted, we lay in each other's arms, staring contently into each other's eyes.

		She made me lay on top of her bed with my head towards the foot, so that she could mount my head. She continued twisting my nipples as she ground her cunt into my mouth and nose. She was smothering me. I had to struggle to catch a breath, only to have her grab a hand full of my hair and yank my head back in place to continue smothering me.

		Just when I was getting used to eating her cunt, she sat up and rocked her hips forward moving her asshole right over my mouth. By now I loved the smell her of her asshole and found the aroma remarkably sweet.

		I stuck out my tongue and taste her there again. Once again, the action caused her to let out a moan of pleasure, so I continued eating her rosebud. By this time in knew she enjoyed my efforts for some time before she leaned forward moving her cunt back over my mouth, as she grabbed my own pubic hair and pulled my cunt open and buried her face in the wet folds of my cunt. We were going to share in the feast this time.

		I couldn't prevent my body from enjoying her eating my cunt. She even added to my pleasure by sticking a finger up my asshole. I found myself having one of the strongest orgasms of my life. Britt also was having an orgasm, judging by the noises she was making.

		There was a bit of a rest while she lay on top of me. Her body molding against mine felt warm. The hunger between us was unquenchable. No words were uttered in the hours that followed. We just lie there and sipped more of the delicious Champagne...

		END
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