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		Christine Keeler

		

	
		Part One

		

		Yvonne had dinner with the girl's wrestling head coach and the other assistant. This was her first time working with the high school sports team, driving to the games, arranging transportation, a lot of administrative stuff, coaches hate doing, and it had been an honor to be hired by her old school, which had a reputation for excelling in athletics.

		The others returned to their room to watch TV before turning in, while Yvonne headed for the restaurant's bar. Her friend, who rode to the meet with her, Beverly was sitting at the bar, with a Dark and Stormy, in a brass mug, waiting for no one in particular. Yvonne had told Bev that at the end of the first day she would host the drinks.

		Beverly was the ebony sex goddess from her high school days, black hair, thick eyelashes and a buff athlete's milk chocolate physique which women envied, and women craved. She greeted Yvonne warmly and they settled into a little booth near the fireplace.

		"Well, sweetie, guess we both know I'm on the hook tonight. Congratulations. Our team looks great as always."

		"And your gals didn't do so badly," said Yvonne, "but you don't have many matches for the JV

		"No, the school's predominantly underfunded, they have real gutsy scrappers, but light on the financial support."

		After the first two rounds of drinks the conversation expanded to other topics. More personal topics

		"Anyhow, Beverly girl, how you doing otherwise? You getting any?"

		Yvonne patted Beverly on her Levi's-clad thigh and smiled. Beverly winced. "Shit, I have had to sit for hours watching those sleek teen-agers getting off on each other. It's frustrating as hell when you can't join in the action yourself."

		"You know I haven't heard from Neil for months, and he still sends me money, whatever he's into it must pay well. He wants to end the separation and get a divorce, but as long as I have him tied up, the money is good. The girls have good benefits and I got the house. He can just forget the divorce. Besides I'm more inclined to sex with female side of the gender wheel.

		"You do like gals, huh?"

		"I been dating a couple of hot ladies in the neighborhood, and they're ready for whatever I want. Plenty of fun, but there's no real sense of conquest, of breaking down your partner's resistance. You understand, girl."

		"Yeah, I got the same problem. Gotta leave the girls alone, while you get horny as hell just showing them moves."

		Both women chuckled at their plight and ordered again.

		"I think I've had my limit," said Yvonne. "You want to go somewhere?"

		"Where you got in mind?"

		"Dunno. Our room's a little crowded. Remember, we have two other coaches in our room."

		Beverly stood up. "Stay right here. I'll be back in a few minutes."

		Yvonne nursed her drink as her mind wandered back to high school, to the times she and Beverly and some of their friends enjoyed evening workouts in Yvonne's garage, a summer camping trip at the lake, the weekend of the state finals their senior year. When she returned Beverly was jingling a set of keys.

		"Staff van's in the parking lot. I got the coach in a good mood, after we met earlier today. Let's go for a ride."

		They drove out to the edge of town and parked beside an abandoned store. Pulses were fast. It had been over a year since they were together. As Beverly switched off the ignition Yvonne literally lunged at her, one arm around her neck and the other took a deep breath, smelling her beautiful head of hair. Beverly squirmed and tried several jabs at Yvonne's midsection.

		"I know I could lick you, Zena," laughed Yvonne," and I'm twice as strong since I joined the gym

		Beverly groaned as her knee shot up and hit the steering wheel.

		"Ease up, you dirty bitch. Let's get in back."

		They climbed over the seats to the cargo area in the rear, which was covered by a thick mat.

		"What's this," asked Yvonne, "the gals got a passion pit set up back here?"

		"The JV may have a smaller squad than varsity, but it's too big for just the bus, not enough seats. Jayvees have to crowd in here for away meets."

		"Smells to me like they do more than sit back here, girl. They must love those long trips." Beverly smirked.

		The coach told me, she and the other assistant coach sometimes occupied the seat just in front of the hold and got a kick out of listening to the antics going on back there. It was never more than some mutual masturbation stuff, but even that was a turn on.

		As their tops came off, Yvonne marveled at Beverly's sculpted torso.

		"You've added some real muscle, girl." Beverly flexed her biceps and tightened her abs.

		"Go ahead and drool, honey."

		She reached over to unbuckle Yvonne's seatbelt, shoved her backward on her butt and slid her jeans down her legs. She stroked Yvonne's calves appreciatively, then stroked the deeply indented crease in the panties above the legs. It was not easy in that cramped space, but Yvonne managed to straddle her new friend and remove her remaining clothing.

		Then, as she lay on her back to pull off her own panties, Beverly jumped on top and they both fought for controlling holds. The struggle became intense, muscles strained, and they were soon breathing hard, sweating like pigs.

		Yvonne, having climbed on top and trapping one of Beverly's arms behind her back, began to lick and suck on Beverly's hardened nipple. Beverly shuddered and with her free hand yanked on Yvonne's hair. Yvonne yanked back, then with her lips attacked Beverly's ear, her neck, finally, her gaping mouth.

		Wrestling turned into rut as they entwined legs, arms, breast pressed together and tongues. One rolled on top, then the other, humping with increasing ardor. Yvonne then lowered herself to lick the other's throbbing cunt, and Beverly muttered "Oh, oh" in a whisper.

		Simultaneously Yvonne's fingers squeezed Beverly's firm butt cheeks, then probed her anus. When the muttering increased Yvonne eased Beverly onto her back and lubricated the girl hole with her tongue.

		"Yes, now," Beverly urged.

		Yvonne's pussy was now fully soaked, and it urgently awaited the insertion of the incoming tongue. Easy, slowly, then completely her pussy lips, and clitoris slid within a Beverly's mouth, it charged, then retreated, charged again, as Beverly responded by squeezing the defined glutes of the athlete. While she rutted away, Yvonne reached the firm breasts of her partner and worked on her nipples. Once they began to harden in her hand.

		Yvonne's body locked up, then gave up her orgasm with its slippery discharge. Beverly withdrew and quickly brought herself off as well.

		Beverly languished in Yvonne's embrace, entirely sated.

		"Aren't we supposed to smoke a cigarette now?"

		"I don't smoke and neither do you."

		"Oh, that's right." They laughed and played lip tag instead.

		Eventually it started to get chilly. They pulled on their clothes, drove back to the motel and got ready for bed.

		"Good luck to your girls tomorrow," said Yvonne as she turned off her nigh stand light.

		"Yours too. G'night, hot stuff."

		***

		Morgan awoke with a sudden jolt. the empty bedroom felt cold and smelt damp, the blind flapped wildly against the window and the sound of the off-license owner, Mr Adamson and his wife arguing could be heard violently outside.

		Sighing deeply, Morgan decided it must be time to wake up and clumsily fell out of bed. It was your typical Monday morning for Morgan. She got up alone, had a cold shower, dressed herself in the knock off shit she got from Target, skipped breakfast and left for work at six PM. Red-light hour.

		The streets of city stunk of raw sewage and burnt out cigarettes, but Morgan hardly noticed it no more. Walking alone towards town, Morgan found herself thinking of her childhood back in Virginia.

		Families like the Parkers lived good lives, all went to good schools, got good jobs, found good-looking people to marry and lived over-all happy lives, but not in Morgan's case. Back when Morgan lived with her family in Northern Virginia, she was known as the pretty girl with a future.

		She was sixteen years old, had her whole life ahead of her but messed it up before she could even blink. Charlie Martins, Morgan's boyfriend at the time introduced her to alcohol, smoking and finally drugs. But not just any drugs, Heroine.

		By seventeen Morgan was a total wreck, hooked on Heroine and nearly anything else she could get her hands on. Morgan's parents understood her issue and got her enrolled into a therapy package, Morgan recovered over two years and everyone thought she would be okay after that, at still only nineteen years old.

		But ashamed and guilt-ridden, Morgan ran away and started living off the cash she had been stealing and saving for drugs. Soon Morgan found herself in Louisville with no cash, friends or idea what to do next.

		Three months passed. Morgan was living in a rundown motel just outside town, scared and living off her job as a waitress. But things got sticky after a payment wasn't met, Morgan was runout of the area and had to quit her job. That was until Morgan accidently ran into a dirty part of town.

		Rooms were much cheaper there and there was a job opening at a bar, so Morgan settled down and hadn't yet left.

		***

		Now in town, Morgan wondered along the busy streets. All sorts of people lived in Louisville but mostly the run down and poor, which included Morgan. Bumping into a short blonde haired girl wearing tight black jeans and a red corset, Morgan said her apologizes and walked on, not bothering to hear a reply, if any.

		Now at her destination, Morgan smiled at the doorman, John.

		" Hi there John, how's the crowd?" Morgan asked.

		John, a six-foot-three ex-body builder from New York who had left family life after the divorce of his wife, smiled down at Morgan and let her through the red rope entrance.

		" Sure, is good tonight Miss Christi!" He replied.

		Morgan walked through into a dark red hallway with a glass counter and lounge, behind the counter sat a red-haired girl with a name-tag reading: Wendi.

		Wendi smiled when she saw Morgan, reaching down and returning with a clipboard and pen, " Hey girl, how long you in for tonight?"

		Morgan took the clipboard and sighed her name before returning it to Wendi, " I dunno, maybe till four or even later, depends on the crowd I guess!"

		Megan smiled and left Wendi, entering the staff entrance and opening her locker on the far side of the room. Also, in the room stood Italian Babe Lena and Redneck Slut Robin, both in their chosen costumes for tonight.

		Lena winked at Morgan as she started unbuttoning her blue blouse, but Morgan ignored her gesture. She didn't like mixing work with play. Now in her underwear, Morgan felt both girls eyes burning into her slender thighs and tanned stomach.

		Feeling quite annoyed now, Morgan faced them, " Can I help you?"

		Lena blushed and carried on fixing her makeup, but Robin kept staring, now right into Morgan's eyes.

		" Yeah maybe you can, how much is your rate these days Christi?" Lena gasped. Morgan was also surprised but kept her face blank.

		" $100 an hour, what about you Robin?"

		Robin lit a smoke, puffed it softly and spoke, " $150 but I guess you got to expect to pay more for better quality!"

		Morgan clenched her fists in anger, she hated Robin's vile attitude. Lena pulled at her friends panties, " Don't Rob, don't do it babe, c'mon let's go!"

		Robin flung her arm away, gave Morgan one more ill look and walked out with Lena close behind. Morgan breathed out deeply and carried on getting dressed. Twenty minutes later Morgan was ready and stepped out into a plastic square box where four other girls, including Lena and Robin stood posing in front of six rows of dark faces, all unrecognizable.

		The moment Morgan stepped out the crowd cheered which put Morgan in the mood, she loved to make a scene.

		" Posing Slut!" Robin whispered but Morgan ignored her, wanting only to concentrate on her work tonight.

		Five minutes in, a green light flashed above the plastic box and a door opened. On a plasma screen on the wall behind the crowd a name flashed,

		CHRISTI

		The girls in the box all groaned, and Morgan stepped out, waiting to be claimed. Out from the shadows slinked a thin figure. Morgan smiled sexily.

		" Well let me have a look at you!" Called the voice, Morgan turned on the spot, showing off her small butt and large 36C breasts, both packed tight into leather underwear.

		The figure laughed, " Very nice, Very nice! Okay then let's go..."

		Morgan took her que and started walking towards a row of black doors, she opened door number five and waited for her costumer to enter also. the room was Morgan's office.

		All the girls were assigned a room where they would work with their customers. The room was dark red with silk cushions and a vast king-sized-bed also in the corner stood a desk with only one drawer, labelled " the fun drawer".

		The figure, now clearly visible surprised Morgan or Miss Christi as she went by at work. Deep piercing green eyes, long curled brown hair, white silky skin and a slim sexy build that turned Morgan on.

		" You may call me Nancy, and now, while you take your wages I will tell you about myself!"

		

	
		Part Two

		

		Nancy reached into her bag and produced a leopard skinned purse before throwing it on the bed where Morgan sat. Morgan stared at the purse startled, Nancy looked up smiling, " Come along girl, we don't have all night, I have to get back before my husband so take your wages and we can get along!"

		Morgan took the purse and opened the contents, inside were a large quantity of fifty dollar bills, Morgan gasped. It had been a long time since she had seen such amounts of money.

		Nancy laughed, " What's the matter, don't know how much to take, you don't want to be greedy but then again that money could certainly help, so I'll tell you what, I'll decide how much to give you after the fun, fair?"

		Morgan managed a nod and handed the purse back.

		" Well okay then, like I said my name is Nancy, I'm in my early thirties and hate my life. My husband is a work-acholic and doesn't even notice me and to be honest too I don't find him attractive anymore and so have gone back to the best in mind-blowing orgasms, women!"

		Morgan smiled, " So, you were a lesbian before your marriage fell apart?" Morgan asked, settling down onto the bed.

		Nancy smiled, studying Morgan's body from head to toe.

		" Yes, I guess you could say so, but I was pressured into marriage at the last moment, and I haven't been happy since so this is where you come in my little pussy muncher!"

		Morgan flashed her eyes in an innocent fashion, waiting for her moment to pounce.

		" How can I be of service?" Morgan asked, fiddling with her black leather panties and latex rubber bra.

		Nancy stood up and removed her brown long wool coat, flung it on the bed next to where Morgan was lying and sat down on the end of the bed, fingering Morgan's small, painted toenails. Morgan giggled slightly; her feet were ticklish.

		" Tell me Christi, do you enjoy your life, your work, I mean it can't be the grandest of lifestyles serving ugly old women like me who don't get physically satisfied at home so turns to a lesbian hookers hub!"

		Morgan sensed Nancy's strain, not knowing how to reply. Normally by now she would be sucking, licking and slurping pussy, which was what she was paid for. Nancy looked up, waiting for an answer.

		" erm...well it's just a job!" Morgan replied, not knowing what to do next.

		Nancy smiled, " I haven't had a job since I was nineteen years old, working in a newsstand behind the counter, after that I met David and he took me in under his wing, supported me, paid for me but didn't really love me, why else would be I having an affair?"

		Nancy buried her face in her arms. Morgan took this as her que to move in and slowly slipped off the bed towards Nancy. Taking her hand, Morgan took one of her fingers and popped in her mouth, slowly sucking. Nancy looked up and smiled into Morgan's eyes. She went to speak but with her other hand, Morgan stopped her and lead her down onto the bed.

		" Let your body do the talking from now on my love!" Morgan whispered, still sucking on Nancy's finger.

		Nancy closed her eyes and started to relax into the silk sheets, so as to let Morgan do her thing. Within minutes Nancy had turned a shade of pink in her cheeks, her breathing heavy and her body moving under Morgan's control. Just as Morgan liked it.

		Removing the now slippery, wet finger from her mouth, Morgan traced the finger along her body. Across her shoulder, down her stomach and finally left on her right thigh. Nancy smiled but kept her eyes tight shut.

		Morgan watched Nancy's hand explore her body. Roaming over her breasts, across her legs and by her ankles. It had been thirty minutes since Morgan met her first costumer of the evening. She was certainly startled to see that an attractive woman like Nancy couldn't get satisfaction from her husband but felt this was better for her in the long run.

		She liked Nancy and her small but firm 30A breasts, long curved figure and curious personality. As Morgan started removing Nancy's white t-shirt and blue flowery-patterned bra, Morgan watched Nancy move under her fingertips, her body at her command.

		Nancy licked her lips vigorously, so much that Morgan stopped and asked, " You've done this before haven't you!"

		Nancy opened her eyes, her chest heaving up and down.

		" How did you figure that out, I thought my husband didn't love me anymore story worked like a charm!"

		Morgan smiled, " I've been in this game for over two years now, I think I know my lesbians when I see them!"

		Nancy leaned in and kissed Morgan's lips softly. Quite taken aback, Morgan swayed for a while before allowing her ass to touch down on the bed again.

		" I dare say that you were once in a relationship with a man, am I correct?" Nancy asked, smoothing Morgan's long tanned thighs.

		Morgan swallowed, remembering her first time with a man. She was thirteen. Her crush at the time was a short, slim boy called Danny. They were at a bowling party and while everyone was enjoying themselves on the lane, Danny had managed to pull Morgan down into a corner, hidden by a games-arcade.

		There they kissed, which was fine in Morgan's mind for she'd been kissing boys since she was ten years old. But then out of the blue, Danny slipped his hand under her denim skirt, touching her pink thong and smooth ass. Suddenly, before Morgan could object, Danny was fingering her pussy, sticking his tongue down her throat so she couldn't scream. Morgan shuddered.

		" Yes, I've been with a few back in the day, but after I left home I was free to think and feel how I wanted and didn't soon realize that I liked girls as much as I liked boys!"

		Nancy nodded, seeming to understand Morgan.

		" Well I hope my little white lie didn't stop any...fun tonight!" she whispered, raising her fine plucked eyebrows.

		Morgan smiled, " Of course not, my purpose is to please!"

		In saying this, Morgan kissed Nancy on the stomach and started unbuttoning her brown knee-length skirt. Nancy laid back, obviously knowing what was coming next. Morgan felt dizzy, dizzy and hot. She never felt hot while with a costumer, the bulk of her orgasms were fake.

		Now with the skirt off, Morgan leaned in and licked Nancy's feet, up her to her knees and then finally to the top of her milky white thighs. Nancy started squirming again, her breathing quicker and her body tense. Biting down on the thin blue material that kept Morgan away from Nancy's throbbing sex, Morgan pulled with her teeth and slowly revealed a sticky, dripping mess between Nancy's legs.

		Morgan smiled. Teasing Nancy, Morgan licked Nancy's thigh again but going deeper in and closer to the hairless shaved pussy. Nancy moaned, her back arching in ecstasy.

		" Holy Fuck Girl, you get me so hot!" Nancy sighed; Morgan laughed feeling her own sex throb at the thought of Nancy exploding.

		" I'm under your control, tell me what to do mistress!" Morgan whispered softly, allowing her tongue to touch Nancy as she spoke.

		Nancy whimpered; her mouth slightly open. " Lick me..."

		Morgan smiled, " What did you say?"

		Nancy frowned under the heat, " LICK ME BITCH..."

		Morgan, without warning, suddenly lunged in towards Nancy's crotch, separating her legs and diving in, licking and sucking Nancy's pussy like a parched dog. Nancy gasped, her back arching again.

		Morgan did this for a while before hearing Nancy scream, then her body become tense and her body sweating. Morgan lapped up the remaining juices that flowed from her lover, before kissing her way back up Nancy's body and to her lips.

		" My you are a bitch!" Nancy gasped, caressing Morgan's hot cheeks.

		Morgan smiled, but felt funny inside. Nancy frowned, sitting up, " What's the matter?"

		Morgan sat back, letting her eyes wonder around the darkly light room. " I don't know, I feel funny in my gut, like there's something bubbling"

		Nancy looked concerned and reached out for Morgan's hand.

		" Tell me my darling, my sweet little dear, how old are you?"

		Morgan smiled lightly but happily replied, " I am twenty two in September, why do you ask?"

		Nancy nodded, " And how many times have you orgasmed while working here?"

		Morgan looked up sharply, unable to speak at first but soon replying softly, " Never...but I am a prostitute, it is only expected that the costumer has the paid pleasure more than I!"

		Nancy stood from the bed, kneeling down by Morgan's feet, her eyes filled love and passion.

		" You, my love, are a rare beauty, that I myself have only ever seen before in my own daughter, Lola, she is now eighteen and in college and although our relationship is strained, I love her...the same love I could maybe love you with"

		Morgan felt her eyes sting with compassion and love towards this wonderful, beautiful woman before her but before she could speak, her lips were hit with hers and they were compressed together in deep surrender. Nancy pushed Morgan back onto the bed and started unbuttoning her leather panties, but Morgan quickly objected by sitting up, " No Nancy, you don't understand, if they catch us..."

		" They?"

		" My boss's, the owners of this club. I will be forced onto the street or worse, will have to return home to my family in Virginia."

		Nancy smiled, still trying to pull down the leather panties that were tightly worn by her young lover. Morgan struggled to stand up, but Nancy softly kissed her hand and pushed her back down, " They won't ever find out my love, I promise, this will be our little secret, you can't expect me to leave you tonight without you experiencing any pleasure, you deserve it!"

		Morgan sighed, " but it's against the rules, I must serve not be served!" but Nancy wasn't listening, instead she carried on pulling at the panties.

		Morgan frowned in frustration, she so wanted to feel Nancy's tongue upon her throbbing sex but knew that her lively-hood was at stake.

		" Baby please, just relax!" Nancy cooed getting impatient.

		Suddenly Morgan felt her heart collapse in passion and let her body wiggle out of the tight underwear. Nancy licked her lips in amazement as she lowered her face towards Morgan's dripping pussy and stuck out her tongue. Morgan felt her body tingle and shake, her heart pumping and her mouth and lungs shouting out words she never thought she would speak in all her life.

		The only sound was Morgan's pleasure and the smack of Nancy's lips, tongue and face against Morgan's soaked pussy.

		" Shit...Fuck me...Baby Nancy...I love you...I love..."

		But Morgan never finished her sentence as her shrieking voice was replaced by the uproar of the climax of her first-ever lesbian orgasm. And she loved it. Nancy felt her lover's sex pulse rise under her mouth, noticing the signs of an explosive orgasm approaching.

		Suddenly, there was a crash and a gasp from behind the two lovers. Nancy sat up and looked round to see a tall brunette in red mini-skirt and black lace bra, an old looking man with a cigarette in his mouth and a long black cane that he leaned onto slightly and behind a crowd of women all ages, all gasping at the sight in front of them.

		The brunette sneered at Nancy and then Morgan, who was still lying on the bed breathless.

		" I told you daddy, I told you there was more than sex going on in here!"

		The old man puffed his cigarette slowly, his grey loveless eyes still focused on Nancy's bare ass and Morgan's open legs.

		Finally, he spoke, " Yes, my dear, but what exactly is going on here? Miss Christi, may you care to explain?"

		Morgan quickly sat up, covering her breasts desperately with her hands. The brunette smiled, " Oh Mr Wells, please, I was just doing my job, I swear!"

		The man frowned, " The last time I looked, Miss Christi, I ran a lesbian hookers hub, and if I'm not mistaken, I hired you to do the pleasuring, not receive it!"

		Morgan winced at the volume of his voice which made the brunette laugh, she stepped forward besides her father.

		" Fire her daddy, let me, your beautiful and talented daughter take the light and watch your business grow, the customers won't know what hit them!"

		Morgan, who had now recognized the brunette to be Robin, blocked out her high-pitched bitching from her head and remained staring hopelessly into her bosses eyes.

		Nancy sat up, " Excuse me sir, my name is Nancy and I am paying for your services, I asked for this scenario, the girl was just doing her job and a fine one at that!"

		Nancy flicked her eyes over at Morgan who sat innocently on the bed. The man stood for a moment, taking in the sights and sounds of room number five then finally spoke, " Morgan Lacey you are here-by released from this place, with pay, and let you have a happy future"

		And then was gone, with Robin screaming for him to change his mind behind him. The door was closed, and the crowd disappeared, but Morgan still cried.

		Nancy comforted her as best she could, but Morgan just pushed her away, " You knew...you knew there was a chance we would get caught...and now...now I have no income and will have to go back home!" Sobbed Morgan while packing her things into a plastic bag.

		Nancy felt terrible, she was close to loving this girl and yet she made her cry.

		" I'm so sorry Morgan, let me make it up to you, you can stay with me and my daughter, yeah! that's perfect, that way I can see you every day and I can pull a few strings at the bar I work at, get you a job, it'll be fine my love, I promise!"

		Morgan knew this maybe wasn't the best idea but what other choice did she have, anyway she beginning to love Nancy and didn't want to be away from her for a second.

		As Nancy started up the engine of her car, Morgan couldn't wait to see

		where Nancy lived and what her life would be like now for her it was a new mystery, and she couldn't wait to discover it.

		

	
		Part Three

		

		On the ride to Nancy's place, Nancy brought up an opportunity for Morgan. "I have an old customer from the bar, who needs to get out of a nasty marriage, and he has a plan in mind. He asked me, but I really don't think I can pull it off."

		Morgan stare at Nancy for a moment and then said, "Is this why you arranged this fiasco?"

		"Oh hell no. I had already turned it down and hadn't thought about it until we were driving."

		Nancy looked at Morgan with her piercing eyes, and Morgan could see she was being sincere.

		"What's the gig, what's it pay?"

		"Well it entails a lesbian seduction, and a black mail scheme to get the gold-digging wife out of his wallet."

		"Interesting. What's the payout?" Morgan said all business in her voice.

		"$5,000. For about two or three days. And from the photo's I've seen, the wife is easy on the eyes. She dabbles a bit in the lesbian lifestyle, so it should be easy to set up." Nancy looked at Morgan to see her reaction.

		"What's your cut Nancy? Or are you my white knight."

		Nancy looked at Morgan, grinned a bright smile, and said, "Nothing in this life is free. You get the four grand; I take a grand as a 'finder's fee' so to speak. What do you say?"

		"Tell me more when we get to your place. But it sounds like a nice easy job. A little shady, and shitting on the wife is a bit troubling, but if she is a bitch, and good looking we can justify it I guess."

		Morgan smiled and put her hands on her lap..

		"Oh, and one other thing, "Nancy interrupted the silence, "The wife is a regular at the bar where I work. She likes to catfight for fun, her husband told me. So bring that subject up when you meet her. We get you a job there and you can work her slowly and if what I know about her, it won't take but a few days at most, hell, maybe she'll try to get in your panties the first time you meet."

		"This almost sounds too good to be true, Nancy. What are the downsides?"

		"The bar will lose the wife as a customer most likely." Nancy shrugged her shoulders. Then looked at Morgan as if to say, What?"

		***

		Yvonne and Beverly treated their girls to hamburgers and shakes, saw them aboard the team bus and headed for home. They made one relief stop on the way, at a state rest area, and when the windshield steamed up they indulged themselves in a brief friendly tickle fight.

		They managed to get their hands inside each other's slacks and enjoyed much energetic necking while they massaged clits, but when another car pulled up and parked next to their SUV they decided it was time to resume the journey. They'd had a great time and agreed that they needed to get together more often.

		Yvonne knew a few other athletic women who enjoyed feminine competition and promised that she would introduce them to Beverly. One girl that stuck out in Yvonne's mind was Christi. A young girl she had met in a high end bar, and discovered they both liked girls, and wrestling.

		She had a date with her set up for tomorrow since the girls would be out of town on an overnight meet. And her husband hadn't been around her in months. She had a big evening planned for Christi, in her big King Sized bed at home.

		***

		Morgan a.k.a. Christi, looked around the tastefully decorated master bedroom. There were abstract paintings on the wall, a sculpture of a naked girl without arms in the corner, and a bear rug near the fireplace at the end of the huge bed.

		She sat down comfortably on the king-sized bed, her feet not even reaching the floor, and she sunk down into the extremely soft quilt and mattress.

		Yvonne Lambert entered the room, a bottle of wine in one hand, two long stem wine goblets in the other. She looked over the well-toned but small girl, noticing her long legs and round face.

		A tremble of excited desire ran through Yvonne, as she took her eyes off the temptress. She set her items down then began to pour two full glasses of white wine. She could almost feel the girls eyes on the back of her body, looking at her silk clad legs to her still firm ass cheeks, and up to her long mane of hair.

		When the glasses were full, she turned around, and handed one to Christi, while giving her a warm smile. For a long minute the two of them stared into the others face, taking in each other's features.

		Christi, the younger of the two, was definitely the prettier, sexy, youthful features with a suggestion of innocence. She was only eighteen but told Yvonne she was twenty three.

		Yvonne was thirty-nine, thin and tall, almost an athletic body, her face still looked like she was thirty, her body twenty, her attitude forty. Yvonne held up her glass, "Toast," she waited until Christi held up hers, "to a wonderful friendship."

		Christi smiled sweetly, "And too a long night!"

		For a second, Yvonne froze, then she smiled extravagantly and took a long drink. Yvonne was the first to set down her drink, then leaned forward to kiss the younger girls lips.

		Christi set her goblet down then wrapped her arms around her new friends neck and returned the kiss, more passionately. Soon Yvonne was laying over the other, girl, kissing frantically, her hands feeling a firm round breast covered still in her sweater.

		Christi looked up over the girl's shoulder towards the dresser mirror. She smiled with her eyes, knowing that Mr. Lambert was somewhere in the house, watching a hidden camera behind the mirror.

		The two ladies were moaning, and Christi was playing it up, her legs wrapping around the others waist, her arms wrapped around the strong back, her hips pressing rhythmically upwards into the others crotch.

		When the older girl was sucking on a small attractive ear, the younger spoke passionately, "God, I never knew it could be like this! I love you so much!"

		Between nibbles, Yvonne responded, "I love you too, my little flower!"

		Truthfully the two of them had only known each other for two days. Yesterday, Yvonne's ordered a Moscow Mule, and Christi was the bartender, with a bubbling personality.

		After talking with her while Yvonne while she finished her second drink, they had a quick lunch at the bar when Christi got off her shift, and became quick friends. And more!

		Christi told her new friend of her loneliness, her husband left her a few months ago, while sharing a bottle of red wine that same night. While Yvonne opened up and told of her loveless marriage.

		One thing led to another, the discussion of their lesbian tendencies, enjoyment of sexy cat-fighting and Yvonne had kissed the others lips, softly and lingering. Christi began to cry, then wrapped her arms around her new friend to thank her for being there, then she promptly left.

		The next day they met for supper at a BJ's restaurant, then Yvonne had suggested returning home for a nightcap, to her surprise her friend agreed.

		Yvonne tried and succeeded in seducing the younger, until they were both here.

		Almost without a word, both separated from their heated embrace, and rolled off the bed, standing at either side of the big bed. Yvonne smiled at her new lover and unbuttoned her blouse, slowly stripping herself for the pleasure of her friend.

		Christi watched with wide, almost innocent eyes, then pulled her sweater over her head. A gasp, escaped Yvonne's lips upon seeing the magnificent breasts, round, large, but very firm. A tiny nipple topped each, elegantly pointing towards the ceiling at a slight angle.

		Almost embarrassed of her own bosom, Yvonne let her bra fall off her shoulders.

		Christi's eyes glued to the large tanned nipple. Her hands unbuttoning the front of her tight jeans. While Yvonne let her own skirt drop to the floor, underneath she wore only a pair of stockings and lace panties, in preparation for this evening.

		The young girl stepped out of her jeans then spoke up, "Oh Yvonne," she was staring at her friends long legs and see-through panties, "please let me...?"

		She motioned with her head, then crawled across the wide bed to kneel directly in front of Yvonne's waist, while Yvonne waited with barely contained excitement. Christi bent forward and planted a kiss on the black skimpy lingerie panties. While Yvonne moaned deeply and loudly, unashamed of the erotic energy she was feeling. The kisses became firmer, and lower.

		Going up and down the covered cleft of the girl's already wet vagina. The forty year-old girl was pressing her hips outwards, her legs spread and her left hand cupping the long hair of the young girl.

		Her enjoyment was loud and satisfying. Yvonne had her eyes closed and her attention riveted to her sexual organ, that she didn't notice her lesbian lover hook her thumbs into the tight panties and pull them down.

		They fell to her feet without her even knowing it. The first indication that she was bare, was when a warm slimy tongue slide gently into the cleft of her outer lips, tickling and teasing the hard bud of her clitoris.

		If the older girl knew anyone was in the house, she would not have yelled out as loudly as she did, the whole house seemed to with the love sounds of a girl rising towards orgasm.

		With one hand cupping her slightly sagging, but attractive, breasts, the other holding her new friends head against her stomach, Yvonne had her first orgasm with this new girl.

		A bolt of electricity shot out of her clitoris and spread to every inch of her body. Christi guided the girl as she collapsed onto the bed. The last sensation that Yvonne had was warm hands holding her up, then she drifted off to a sexual bliss.

		Christi, worked quickly. Laying the unconscious older girl in the middle of the bed, then spread the girl's legs as wide as they would go, flowering out her very wet pussy. Then the girl pulled off her panties and arranged herself over the girl's face.

		Just before she fell forwards onto the girl's belly, the door to the bedroom opened. Mr. Lambert walked in, a devilish smile on his face.

		"You're doing excellent Christi!"

		She looked very pleased. For a second she was worried the older girl would wake from her slumber.

		"Perhaps good enough for that bonus you promised me?"

		"You earned that already, I'm very pleased, I may even double it!" He closed the door behind him.

		Letting the two girls get on with "business".

		Yvonne woke up, her whole body aching with a joyous hum. She could feel her cunt being fucked, and something playing with the electric sensitive clitoris. It took a full minute before she realized it wasn't a cock inside her vaginal hole, but a finger.

		Expertly sliding in and out in time to the licks of the tongue on her love bud.

		With a moan, and wiggle of her hips she opened her eyes.

		An inch in front of her face was the overwhelming sight of a naked ass and almost hairless vagina. Yvonne remembered who it was that was eating her.

		"Hum, that's delightful my love."

		She kissed the underside of the girls left buttock. The tongue came off the clit, and the shapely ass wiggled seductively and yearningly.

		With a panting, pleading voice, "Please Yvonne! Lick me! Make me cum!"

		Yvonne studied the cunt closeup. the first time she had ever seen it up close.

		The flowered inner and outer lips, the dark opening pulsating with almost a beat of its own, the slimy clear liquid dampening the surface of it all. And of course, she could see the girls anus, a dark pink, wrinkled puckered rear muscle.

		Again, it wiggled pleading, while the girl moaned loudly.

		Yvonne closed her eyes and stuck her tongue out. She came into contact with the inner lips, wet with the secretions of her excitement. She noticed the taste of the nectar, strong musky sweet. She pressed into the soft wet folds; her tongue glided into the vaginal hole, until her face was pressed up against the warm body.

		A flood of wetness drenched her face and covered her tongue, some even slid down her chin to her neck. Her nose was pressing against the hard anus, a new smell wafted up her nostrils. Yvonne was hooked on this chick!

		Christi hugged a naked thigh, while groaning out loudly, while also pressing her ass back against the face, and arching her back downwards causing her ass to arch out and her vagina to blossom even more.

		The girl behind her was only a dabbler in lesbian sex, but soon began to eat pussy the way she had enjoyed it done to her. The tongue mostly concentrated upon the sensitive clitoris while sidetracking to "fuck" the cunt.

		The older girl wanted to touch every part of her new lovers sex, she licked every fold of the pussy, she forced her face hard against the ass to stick her tongue as far into the welcoming hole as it would go, she attempted to "fuck" the ass hole with a hardened tongue, but the muscle was too tough for her.

		She made so much noise eating the girl, that the pleasure sounds were almost drowned out. Yvonne thought, for some unknown reason, that she was not going to get to wrestle with this girl tonight. This minx was going to wear her out fucking.

		When Christi had an orgasm, Yvonne didn't stop eating her out, but continued with the same gusto that she had begun with. Christi recuperated very soon and also restarted to eat her friend's still wet gash.

		Both girl were heavily into the pleasurable sixty-nine, juices were coating faces and hands, tongues were getting sore, while open mouths were aching. Fingers found their way into cunt holes, imitating a cocks performance.

		Hands were reaching between the sweaty bodies to play with breasts and nipples. Within a half-hour both were laying in each other's arms, laying on their backs trying to catch their breaths.

		The older girl's stockings bunched up around her knees and the zealous activity made her look at least her own age. And opposite with Christi, it made her look even younger than her short years.

		The younger girls hand was mindlessly stroking the older girl's neatly trimmed cunt, a finger sliding in and out as if massaging it back to life. While the older girl was playing with the breasts she always wished she had been born with.

		They were talking softly, quietly to each other. About little insignificant things, planning for their next rendezvous, sex fighting to orgasm, each other's measurements, and sexual experience.

		In fact, Yvonne was surprised when the girl told her the lie, that she had never been with a girl, except when wrestling nude, but the simple sight of the skimpy lingerie had inflamed her so much she went out of control.

		The girl giggled when the girl graphically told her how she loved every second of her own cunt being eaten. They both promised to try and out do themselves next time.

		"Well Yvonne," both girls jumped, "I had to come in and thank you!"

		

	
		Part Four

		

		Mr. Lambert was standing in the doorway, his hands on his hips looking down the length of the bed at the two naked girls.

		Christi spoke, "What are you doing here, I thought you were going to let me leave first?"

		She sat up. Yvonne was stunned, here was her husband walking calmly onto his wife's infidelity and talking to her lover as if they knew each other.

		He spoke up, "A change of plan my dear. If you would kindly dress."

		He laughed, ignoring the significantly more attractive girl as she slid out of bed and stared at his wife. She curled herself into a ball, confused and scared.

		"You see my darling, your little affair is all I need to seek the dissolution I had been craving for so long! You'll get zilch."

		The unfaithful wife shot up in bed, they had never had a wonderful marriage, but divorce had never even come up.

		"My goddess Neil..."

		He roared, "Shut up! You can't see them but, there are three cameras in this room. Each capturing a wonderful view of your slutty performance."

		He pointed to the three well hidden cameras.

		Yvonne got up onto her knees at the edge of the bed, ready to beg for her husband's forgiveness, and to plead for him to let her stay. He waved the quickly dressed young girl over to her side.

		"No one believes an old girl who sleeps with eighteen year-old hookers, darling."

		He took out a roll of hundred dollar bills and handed them to the young girl. She frantically grabbed them then shot towards the door. Before exiting she stopped suddenly then turned around, not able to meet the eyes of Yvonne, "It was fun Yvonne, another time, another place..."

		Christi left, wanting to escape from the deceitful act she had a part in. When the sound of the front door slammed shut, Yvonne began to cry, she fell back onto the middle of the bed and let the tears come.

		Her husband stood there watching her, no emotion showing on his face. Some self-control came over her and she thought she would try one last thing before she would accept her husband was kicking her out, leaving her with nothing.

		Yvonne stopped crying and put on a seductive smile, she spread her legs wide. One hand stole down to her flowered open vagina, ignoring the gentle ache of the overly used organ.

		She manipulated herself, pretending excitement, hoping to attract her husband, but only felt self-pity and horror at her situation. Over the years she had come to know what turned her husband on, some things they hadn't even tried. Yvonne brought her knees up to her breasts and let her hand slip down to her anus, she slide her own finger into her backside.

		She began to moan as she "fucked" herself, her acting very convincing since she was trying to save her life.

		Neil watched it all, without saying a word, or moving an inch.

		Though Yvonne could see a definite bulge in his pants, he never even attempted to intervene. So, she had to continue the show, feeling nothing put pity and hate for what she was willing to do.

		She tried to talk to him, "Darling, I'll make it up to you! Here, yes, fuck me here in my ass hole. I'll do anything you ask baby."

		She pulled her finger out of her ass hole and watched his eyes as he watched her lick that same finger. She sucked it clean then added more spittle, quickly she slipped it back into her butt hole. It was going in and out faster.

		"Just tell me you're just kidding about a divorce and I'll do anything for you!"

		She reinforced the statement with a deep groan of pleasure. The groan of pleasure turned to pain as Neil turned and walked out the open doorway.

		Yvonne curled herself into the fetal position, crying hysterically, not knowing what she could do to win her husband back.

		Neil returned, and stood there for only a few seconds it took to throw a video tape onto the bed, before he let the room again. This time the sound of the front door echoed around the room.

		Yvonne finally knew it was over, her marriage was ended, and she was alone!

		She cried for a while longer, then reached for her phone. She needed to give Beverly a call. Her girls were away also, and she had no husband, we can fuck and even get in a few quick falls, then maybe fuck again. If the thought of divorce had upset her at first, she was fully recovered now.

		***

		"Okay, so how did it go, Morgan?" Nancy asked once Morgan got into the car.

		"Well not bad, but that asshole husband told her the entire thing, he paid the five G's but I thought he would let us finish and let me leave, her none the wiser."

		"Yeah, I figured he'd want to brag up his accomplishment. The dick head. Oh, how was the sex, was she any good?"

		"She has been around the block a few times, she was an arm full, she got so hot, we never got to do any of her catfighting she talked so much about. I was looking forward to that kinda."

		"Well hell girlfriend, I can pull your hair and squeeze you titties if that gets you hot." Nancy smirked.

		Morgan slapped her on the arm and giggled, "I might just take you up on that."

		"Tonight?" Nancy asked with a look of hope in her eyes.

		END
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