

The Knott Sisters

By Staci O


The Birth of the Sisterhood.

I met Gabriella when we were about five years old. We have been pretty much inseparable ever since. We went to the same schools. Had a lot of the same classes. Had pretty much the same friend group. I remember when she got her first boyfriend. We talked about him a lot.  We decided together that she was not going to sleep with him until she married him. Of course that didn’t last too long. It was only a few weeks later when she did. But I didn't mind. She told me all about that, but then after that we didn't really talk about sex much. I did let her know when I lost my virginity. Even though we don't look that much alike, people always asked us if we were sisters. So we had to say over and over again, we were not sisters.

We both were taking music classes. We both loved music. Any band that had good harmony. Learning how to play the guitar in high school. We took chorus too. The music teacher, Miss Ammons suggested that we form a band together and call it the Knott Sisters. She was the one that exposed us to Brian Wilson and the Beach Boys. The one cover song that we always play is “Good Vibrations.” It doesn’t sound anything like the Beach Boys since there is just the two of us but I do think we do a good job with it. I wish Brian could have heard us sing it.

Over the years we still got asked if we were sisters. People would even ask if Knott was our last name. But we would always have to say, no, we're not sisters.

Gabriella sometimes would make a joke. Especially if she felt that the guys asking the questions were going to try to put a move on us. She would say no, we're not sisters, we are lovers. Then we laughed. It was several years after she started occasionally making that joke that I thought about it. What if we were lovers? I always tried to put it out of my mind for several reasons. As a band, we were already compared with magenta, the singing trio who are actually lesbians. We didn't want to be categorized in the same group as “lesbian musicians.” Not that we have anything against lesbians, but we just wanted to be “musicians.” Not women musicians, not lesbian musicians, not young musicians, not southern musicians, just musicians! But more importantly I didn't want to have it affect our friendship. What if we did become lovers and then we fell apart? Would we be able to perform together anymore? I was afraid of that breaking us up.

I remember when I first met her. She actually came into my kindergarten class. Her family had just moved into the area. We both had long brown hair. Mine was a bit darker. Now she has some highlights in her hair.

Right after Gabby moved to town, Travis, the boy behind me said “She looks like your sister.” So from then on it seems people always asked if we were sisters. We sometimes even get asked if we are twins! We were almost like sisters. Sisters from a different mister and a different mother.  The house she moved into was behind my house down a couple houses. So I could actually climb over three fences and go to her house. Which we did sometimes growing up. 

We even sometimes referred to the sisterhood. It was really only her and me but we sometimes mentioned it like it was a vast collective of sisters who had joined and undergone the initiation and rituals to be a sister.  We just talked about it to make people wonder. We would say we weren’t supposed to talk about it to those that had not been initiated. If they kept asking about them we acted like we might get in trouble just for mentioning it. Gabby and I always played games with people. We thought it was funny although no one else did.

Then, when we started the band we came up with the name “The Knott Sisters” to answer that question. It actually came from our music teacher in high school. I think he probably heard us being asked if we were sisters quite a few times.

He said, “Why don’t you start a band and call yourselves the “Knott Sisters?”

We laughed and didn’t really think about it but we started playing guitars together. Sierra suggested “Sierra and Gabriella” kind of like Simon and Garfunkle. They are another group we really were inspired by. We actually performed at a few school talent shows calling ourselves that.

People still often asked the question. Then one time, in a moment of flippancy, right after I said, “No, we are not sisters,” Sierra said, “We are lovers.” It was these college student type guys and she knew they were going to try to hit on us so she thought that might shut them up. It didn’t. It probably made them try harder.

He said he could probably satisfy both of us so we got on a roll. We told him the only way we might consider it is if we could make him up like a girl and take pictures of him. He almost agreed but we told him we had a strap on and would use it on him. There were a lot of his friends around and he backed out and walked away.

Our manager told us we probably shouldn’t do that as stupid college boys don’t like to be proved they are stupid. I say our manager but he just helps out. He is really just a friend that agreed to be our manager if we needed one. Like if we are trying to book a gig and the venue contact seems to think if we don’t have a manager we aren’t professional.

One of the other activities Gabby and I do together is Tai Kwon Do. We are both second degree black belts. Sierra’s mom said that was the only way she would agree to let us perform live shows is to be able to protect ourselves.

Sierra gave that as a joke answer to the question we always got asked about us. We are best friends and musical partners. She usually just said that to people to shut them up. She was very tired of getting asked the sister question.

Sierra first gave that answer as a joke but the more she said it the more I felt like she wanted it to be true. Sometimes I even feel that I wanted it to be true. Of course I am afraid to mention it as I can’t bear the thought of us losing the band or the friendship that have had our whole life.

We have been best friends since we were about five years old. That was when Sierra and her family moved from Chicago. We have been inseparable from day one. We do look kind of like we could be sisters but as far as our parents could tell they had no relatives.  Once, when we were quite young we were given a picture of the two of us and we both identified the picture of the other one as ourselves. Our parents never let us hear the end of that mistake.


Magenta

Somehow we lucked out and landed a tour with magenta. In case you haven’t heard of them, magenta is a mostly acoustic band made up of three woman. I guess they are considered alternative or maybe Americana. I have listened to them before but I didn’t know too much about them before we landed the gig. Bridget, their tour manager had come to see us playing at the Orange Blossom in Knoxville and recommended us to them. They listened to a video we put online and invited us to join them. We were so excited.

When Bridget first talked to us she asked us if we were sisters. We didn’t know who she was so we gave her a bit of a hard time. I thought she was just hitting on us. At that time I wasn’t interested.

“Are ya’ll sisters?” She is from Tennessee.

“We are not biological sisters but we are both members of the sisterhood.”

“Oh, what’s the sisterhood?”

“Oh. You don’t know? We really shouldn’t talk about it. Just forget we mentioned it.”

Then she mentioned touring with magenta and I felt kind of stupid. If I would have blown the chance to tour with magenta I would have kicked myself. Gabby probably would have too.

As it was she didn’t mention the sisterhood again and told magenta about is.

Sarah, Kailee and Lindsey all play guitar. I think Sarah also plays mandolin and violin. Kailee plays piano and Lindsey mostly just sticks to guitar. She usually plays lead. She does play an acoustic bass on one song. They have amazing harmony.

Before we went on tour I read up on them a little bit. I think all three are lesbians. I read that two of them are a couple but I don’t remember which two.

I am so excited. We will be able to watch them perform every night and see how they relate to their audiences. They seem pretty easy to get along with. Sometimes you hear about people who are kind of famous and they are jerks. So far, magenta seem like great people. They even gave us some advice on stage presence. Lindsey said the performance should be like you invited the audience into your living room. There weren’t any special lighting or special effects.

The first day of the tour we met with them and went over some rules.

If drinking or drugs affected the show, we were fired.

If relationships affected the show, we were fired.

If we were hard to get along with, we were fired.

If we got in a fight with them, the audience, venue employees, or each other that got out of hand, we were fired.

We could either ride with them in their passenger van or take our own car but if we were ever late we would be fired. Both of our cars were in pretty bad shape so we decided to ride with them. It would be a lot cheaper that way since we wouldn’t have to pay for gas. In the van we talked, slept, practiced songs and talked about the towns we visited and the shows we did.

They emailed us a contract which we signed. Looking back I guess we should have read it but you know how it is, you just click “yes” for a terms of service agreement? We just did the same thing.

We also each got a T-shirt, some magenta stickers and if we knew anyone on the towns we were preforming in we could each get two passes to the show. I only knew some people in two of the towns we were hitting and they were either out of town or working. My parent’s did come see the first show of the tour. It was like a three hour drive so they just got a hotel room near the venue.

They had a great time. They had never heard of magenta.

After the show my parents asked if they were lesbians. They noticed that there were a lot of lesbians in the audience. I told my parents that I hadn’t asked asked them about their sex life. I think they were afraid it would rub off on us. If they only knew. But really nothing that happened between Gabby and I had anything to do with magenta. I think it was just a slow cook and our passions came to a boil.

We also got a code where we could download some of their songs for free.  I think they were from their first release. I listened to them a few times. One of them was called “In the morning light.” It was a beautiful song that they had gotten a lot of famous singers to sing harmony on the recording. They wanted to try us coming out and singing harmony on. We were so excited to be onstage with them. We practiced singing a bit of the harmony in the van traveling between shows. I couldn’t believe we were traveling with magenta, practicing their songs.


Cinder(ella)

Before I tell you about the tour I just thought of some more background information.

I just remembered when we were little girls we would play Cinderella. She was Cinderella since her name was Gabriella. That left me being Prince Charming. We didn’t really think about what that meant. For a while Ella was our secret name. That was when we were playing the game. We would play like we had a bunch of dwarves that would help us fight dragons and such.

My mother didn’t like us playing that game. She didn’t like me playing like I was Ella’s Prince Charming. We were just seven. It wasn’t like I was a tomboy or anything. I still liked dresses but for that game I was Prince Charming.

We just stopped playing it though. My mother talked to her mother and they both talked to us. Maybe that is why my mother was asking if magenta were lesbians.

For a while we played house and found a neighbor boy to play our husband. We only had one neighbor boy so we shared him. He was both of our husbands. My mother didn’t like that either.

That is when we started playing guitar and taking singing lessons.


First night of the tour

So we were sharing a hotel room in Asheville. When I say “we” I mean Gabriella and I. We are not sharing a room with magenta. They each have a separate room. No, actually Sarah and Lindsey have a room and Kailee has her own room. Their rooms are right across from ours. Kailee’s is directly across from ours and Sarah and Lindsey’s is down a bit.

We haven’t really been on the road before. Not a real tour. We have done a few shows out of town where we had to get a hotel room but with the magenta tour we will be touring for about two and a half weeks. When we traveled before we usually shared a room but we each had separate beds. The first night we were both exhausted as we've been on the road for about two weeks with shows almost every night. As I was laying there. I was thinking about rubbing one off. That's something that always helps me relax and fall asleep. But I was kind of embarrassed to do it since Gabriella was laying in the next bed only a few feet away. But then I heard sounds coming from her bed that made me wonder if she was already rubbing one off. I didn't react. I just lay there. Listening to the rhythmic movement of her as she moved on her bed. Her bed was squeaking just a bit. Then I started to hear the very subtle slurpy sounds of her finger moving in and out of her pussy. I'm not absolutely sure that's what it was, but in my imagination that's definitely what it was.  I heard her breathing get a little deeper and rhythmic. And I felt a tingling in my own cunt. My hand just found its way down between my legs. I couldn't help but touch myself as I listened to her pleasure herself.  There were so many things I wanted to do. I wanted to watch her. I wanted to join her.  I thought about resting my hand on hers as she worked her magic on herself. I even thought about taking over the job. But I didn't. I just started moving my finger on my own clitoris.

I could feel myself get wetter as my fingers moved up and down my lips and into my pussy. Soon I heard her reaching an orgasm. And even though she was trying to be quiet I was sure that's what was happening. God that was such a turn on so I followed right behind her. I had turned over and had my face in my pillow so she couldn't hear me.

I don’t know why the sound and knowledge of her having an orgasm effected me so much. Maybe it was because I knew her so well and we had never shared that before. We had never really even talked about masturbating before. I guess it was about that time that the idea that I might be in love with her started blossoming inside me.

I didn't speak of it the next day. I don't know if she heard me or not. Or maybe she was too caught up in what she was doing, but she didn't mention it either. I guess we were both too embarrassed to talk about it. I really wanted to though. Even though we had known each other for about 20 years we have never talked much about sex other than when we lost our virginity. I guess talking about masturbation was still kind of taboo for us. I mean, you know, because girls don’t masturbate!


Another Asheville Show

We had another Asheville show the next night so we spent the day in Asheville. Magenta is very popular in Asheville. We walked around downtown for almost three hours. There were a lot of cool shops. Asheville is a very inclusive town. We learned that Asheville has a slogan that just explains all of the idiosyncrasies of the town. The Asheville natives just say, “Well, it’s Asheville.” That just explains anything. I heard that it had once won the title of “Quirkiest town in America.” I don’t know if it still holds that title or not but it is a quirky town.

We went into a small clothing shop with some really fun skirts and dresses. We tried on a few things. We modeled them for each other. It was one of those things where it wasn’t sexual but it was sexual if you know what I mean. At least it was for me. We didn’t do anything but I stayed in a slight stage of arousal just looking at her.  Mostly we would change in the dressing room alone but once she called me in there to ask a question and then dropped the skirt she was trying on and put on another one. For a few seconds she was standing there in her panties and bra. I tried not to stare but they were pink cotton bikinis and just so sexy. I have probably seen her in her underwear before. Maybe even nude as we would have to change when we went to the swimming pool as kids but this was different.

I tried not to think of her in any way other than as a friend and a co-worker but I kept thinking of her in those panties. She ended up buying this long kind of a hippie skirt at one of the shops.

That night she wore the hippie skirt for the show.

As she stood in front of the microphone she kind of swayed back and forth with her skirt flowing back and forth. I think she really enjoyed swishing the skirt back and forth. As I watched her hips sway I kept thinking about those pink cotton bikinis underneath. She was just so sexy.


Listening to Gabby’s Sexy dream

The next night after we went to bed I was so tired I just went straight to sleep. I didn’t even touch myself. I didn’t think of her.

Then a few hours later I woke up. I am usually a pretty light sleeper and I usually wake up several times during the night. I can usually get back to sleep easily. When I woke up I heard soft little whimpers coming from Gabby’s bed. My guess was that she was dreaming. Maybe it was just my dirty mind but it seemed to me like what ever she was dreaming about, was sexual. I have made similar sounds when I am playing with myself. Anyway hearing those whimpers really got me hot. I tried to imagine what she was dreaming about. Well, who she was dreaming about. There was a guy that had been talking to her earlier in the evening so I started out imagining she was dreaming of him. I decided I didn’t want him in the picture so I imagined Gabby was dreaming about Jenny, one of the waitresses at the club we had eaten lunch in earlier that day. Jenny was kind of cute and I think she was hitting on Gabby. I am not sure if Gabby even noticed it but I fantasized about the two of them doing a mutual masturbation. I pictured them in the back room of the restaurant finger banging each other.  That really got me hot and I was finger banging myself right along with them.

Then I thought of them going down on each other. I felt kind of naughty that I was fantasizing about my best friend eating out another woman. What would she think if she knew I was fingering myself thinking of her licking another woman’s pussy. It just got me so hot. Then of course I ended up thinking about the thing I was trying not to think of. First I thought about her dreaming of me. Dreaming of me licking her pussy. I wanted to do it so bad. Then I was imagining her licking my pussy. I licked my finger and imagined it was her tongue. I am sure my finger was nothing like her tongue but it did the trick.

By the time I had finished myself off she was no longer making any noises except snoring. I couldn’t help hoping that she had been dreaming of me doing to her what I was fantasizing that she was doing to me.

Remember I mentioned that Kailee’s room was right across from ours? Right after I finger banged myself, I got up and went to the bathroom. I heard a noise outside the room and looked through the peep hole. I guess Kailee had a fan spending the night with her because when I looked out I saw her saying good bye to a woman. I had seen the woman during the show kind of hanging around Kailee. I guess she is what they call groupies. I had never thought about magenta having groupies like that. I wonder if we will ever get groupies like that. I guess I had always thought if I ever had a groupie it would be a guy. That would be weird seeing someone at your show and inviting them to your room and having sex with them. Guy or a girl, it just seems like it would be weird to me.


A Night in Greenville – The Sound of Pleasure

The next night we were in Greenville, still opening up for magenta. I had been thinking all day about her. Or actually trying not to think about her. Wondering how it would feel if she said we were lovers again, when asked if we were sisters. In truth all day I was thinking about masturbating in the next bed to her again. Knowing I would do it, but wondering if I would be quiet enough. I wondered what she would say if she heard me rubbing one off.

She always wore pajamas when she went to bed. She had a long sleeve cotton pajama and long cotton pajama bottoms. I usually wore a T-shirt and panties. That's just the way I did it growing up, I guess.

I decided to spend some time just thinking about masturbating before I dove in. I thought about her wearing just her panties. Then I just thought about her panties. Fantasizing about her before I masturbated was kind of like foreplay with myself. I just fantasized until I was quite wet.

Then I put my finger inside my own panties. I rubbed my finger up and down on my sopping wet pussy lips. Then I started pressing harder against myself, entering further into my cunt with each pass of my finger. Soon I was pushing my finger in and out, as deep as I could, pressing my palm against my clitoris. Then I just kept my finger deep and pressed on my clit. As I reached orgasm I rocked against my palm. After I reached the height of my passion and I was just laying in bed, relaxing, I wondered if Gabby had heard me in my throes of ecstasy. Was she asleep or was she ignoring me or was she joining in her own way. I tried to listen to see if she was breathing deeply but I didn’t hear anything over my own heavy breathing.

As I thought about her in the next bed while I masturbated I remembered that her suitcase was in the bathroom. And she kept her dirty laundry in a bag in her suitcase. It was mostly just her dirty underwear. We wore our jeans more than once. We didn’t want to bring a suitcase big enough to have a different outfit for every day. We each brought two pair of jeans and several shirts. On the road we could wear a top more than once. We just rotated through them. It isn’t like we would be outside working and sweating in the sun.

Then I thought of her bag of soiled panties in the bathroom. As I rubbed on my own panties, I kept thinking of hers. I thought about going to pick up a pair out of her dirty clothes bag and smelling them. Then I would have to try and sneak them back into the bag. What if she had to put something in the bag and she noticed a missing pair of dirty panties.

I wondered what she smelled like. What did her passion smell like?  I brought my finger, which had just been inside my pussy and I smelled myself. I wondered if I could tell the difference between her perfume and mine. Then I remembered seeing her in her panties at the clothing store yesterday. Then I started pining to smell her panties. I knew that they were probably in the bathroom in her bag of dirty clothes. I was proud that I didn't give in to the temptation and go find her panties and sniff them.


The Cruise Ship and Spa Night

The next day we took a quick trip to Charleston. It wasn’t on the schedule but a gig came up and we had a free day that we didn’t have a gig scheduled for a few days. I was kind of looking forward to some time off but the money was pretty good. We were playing on a cruise ship. It was just a day cruise but we got to hang out on the ship before we performed.

Leilah, magenta’s tour manager booked us all into a big vacation rental for the night. It was much bigger than the hotels we have been staying in. It was like a duplex. We stayed in one side and magenta stayed in the other side. The one we were staying in had an amazing bathroom. I imagine theirs did too. There was a sunken tub and a big shower. I wished I could invite Gabby to take a shower with me but I was too shy. Taking a bath in the tub would have been fun too.

The shower had a hand held shower head. I had always heard about using a hand held shower to bring yourself pleasure but never had the opportunity to use one. When we were checking into the room I saw it and was looking forward to trying it out for the rest of the day. We got to check into the rental in the morning and drop off our stuff.

Is it bad that I was looking forward all day on the cruise to getting back to the rental to try out the shower head.

The whole day was like a dream. We spent about eight hours on the ship then came back to the room. We got to eat aboard the cruise ship. They had choices of prime rib, Chicken Marsala or Shrimp Scampi.

I ordered the Chicken Marsala and Gabby wanted the shrimp. I tried some of hers and she tried some of mine. They were both good.

We played twice. Once before we ate dinner and once after. We played, then magenta played then we saw some dolphins. There was a big pod of them. It was an amazing experience watching the dolphins from the bow of the ship while listening to magenta. After we saw the dolphins we had dinner. After dinner we played another set, then magenta played again. We then had about another hour until we were back at the wharf. We could actually gamble when we were at sea which was fun. I lost about $15.00 and Gabby made about $5.00. I guess it is some twelve mile limit rule. The ship has to travel so many miles from port before they let you gamble.

We had a few drinks on the ship. Part of our agreement with the cruise line said that we could have three drinks. I drank two and gave one of mine to Gabby. That meant that she had four. By the time we got back to the rental Gabby just hit the bed and was out.

I was looking forward to the shower. That is why I didn’t have three drinks. I wanted to be aware enough to experience the shower. But here is where I broke down. I was still feeling a little bit fuzzy so when I went into the bathroom to take my shower I saw them. Gabby’s bag of dirty clothes. The temptation was too great. It wasn’t hard to find her pink cotton panties. The same ones I had seen her wearing in the clothing store. And as I guessed, they definitely still showed evidence of being worn all day. I picked them up and brought them up to my nose. I don’t know what it was but they made me so hot. So horny. I don’t know where I even got the idea of sniffing her panties but I immediately felt myself getting wet as held her panties up to my nose. I rubbed my clit a few times and had a little mini orgasm right away. I do that sometimes. I mean have a little mini orgasm. Not sniff other women’s soiled panties. This was the first time I had ever done that. I brought my wet finger up to my nose and then I sniffed Gabby’s panties again. I tried to see if I could tell the difference between our smells. I was pretty sure we had different aromas but I couldn’t tell the difference. I was sure I wouldn’t be able to tell our passion perfumes apart if I was witnessing a police line up.

Then I remembered that Gabby was outside the bathroom in the room so I put her panties back in her underwear bag and turned on the shower. She was drunk but I didn’t want her to come in and catch me with my nose in her knickers. I didn’t want her to get suspicious.

After I got the water just right and stepped into the shower, I held the shower head in front of my breasts for a bit then brought it down between my legs. I had to hold it about five inches away or it would be too intense on my clit. And I would move it back and forth and up and down so I wasn’t spraying myself too long. It was amazing. I am going to have to get one of these at home. The warm rush of water brought me to a major orgasm in no time. I put my right leg up on the side of the tub to give myself better access. Then I held the shower head with my left hand in front of me and I reached around behind my butt with my right hand and pushed my fingers in and out of my cunt. I moved my hips back and forth. Of course the fact that I sniffed had Gabby’s panties probably helped get me off. I had been thinking of doing that for several days. I thought about stealing her panties but I figured she would definitely notice if a pair was missing.

When I came out of the shower Gabby had gotten up and was watching TV. Well, the TV was on but I think she was about half asleep. I tried to watch the show with her but I was tired.

After a few minutes I just climbed in bed and went straight to sleep. We each had our own room so I don’t know what Gabby got up to.


T-shirt Day

For breakfast we met with magenta in their side of the duplex. Bridget, their manager had bought groceries and cooked us all a great breakfast. I had a veggie omelet with home fries. She made some killer home fries from scratch. We got a bit of a surprise when we were almost dome with the meal Sarah said, “Don’t forget. Today is T-shirt Tuesday.”

Gabby and I just looked at each other.

Kailee laughed, “See, I told you. They didn’t read the contract.”

“Contract?”

“We have a brown M&M clause in our contract.”

“Brown M&Ms?” I was really confused.

“You don’t know about Van Halen and the brown M&Ms?”

I was getting nervous now. Gabby and I both shook our head.

Bridget explained, “Van Halen had a rider in their contracts that said they had to have a bowl of M&Ms in their dressing room before the show, with all the brown M&Ms taken out. If they didn’t have the M&Ms with out the brown ones, they knew the promoter didn’t read the contract.”

Sarah finished the story. “If you don’t know about T-shirt Tuesday that means you didn’t read the contract.”

I looked at Gabby. She shrugged. Then I looked around the room. Lindsey shook her head. “I guess you guys need to read the contract.”

They all laughed.

“What does it say?”

“You gotta read the contract.”

As we drove down to Savannah in the van I looked up the contract on my phone. T-shirt Tuesday is the day that all members of magenta and any opening act has to wear magenta T-shirts. They had given each of us one before we started the tour but I hadn’t thought much about them. The kicker is that we have to wear the t-shirt with no bra. I don’t mind and neither does Gabby. We both look pretty good without a bra. We will have a guitar in front of us most of the time anyway. Of course the rest of the trip I am thinking about seeing Gabby and magenta’s nipples poking through their T-shirts.

While we were back stage before the show, Gabby asked me who looked best in a T-shirt. All five of us were walking around with our headlights on. I almost think we were all kind of showing off. It was a hard decision but of course I told her that she looked great. She did look good in the T-shirt. All three of magenta looked pretty good in their T-shirts too. Of the three of them I guess Lindsey looked the best. She had what I considered perfect size breasts and her nipples really made themselves obvious. I wouldn’t mind seeing all of them without their shirts on though. As I looked at everyone’s titties poking through their T-shirts I noticed I was getting a bit of a tingle between my legs.

I’m sure I have seen Gabby with no top on before but I don’t remember it. Now I have another goal, I want to see Gabby’s bare titties.


Mutual Masturbation

That night was different. I had been thinking of her masturbating all day. Seeing magenta and Gabriella with their nipples calling out for attention helped me stay in a constant state of arousal. Neither one of us mentioned it but I think both of us planned on masturbating while (hopefully) listening to the other one rubbing one off.

I had planned to keep it a secret but Sierra wanted more. As I lay in bed gently caressing my nethers I heard Gabby moving on the bed.

“Are you masturbating?”

I didn’t answer for a moment so she asked again.

“Are you rubbing one off?”

“Yes. Are you?”

“Yes.”

I wasn’t sure what to say next. I think I just kind of went, “Mmmm.”

I could hear her sit up in bed. “Can I watch you? I mean can we watch each other?”

I didn’t say anything. I really wanted to but that seemed to be a big step. I wondered if that would make us lesbians.

“Please?”

“Yes, I guess so.”

I couldn’t resist. I had been fantasizing about her for days. Just saying the word “Yes” gave me a little extra tingle in my nethers.

I still had my hand in my panties so I pulled it out as I scooted over in my bed to give her room.

The light from the clock made everything seem to glow but it was still pretty dark.

“Do you mind if I turn the lamp on? If we are going to be in the same bed while we masturbate we should at least be able to see each other.”

“Really? I don’t think I have ever rubbed one off with the light on.”

“Oh, I love looking while I do it. I love to watch my finger going in and out of my pussy. I love to see my finger glistening.”

“Oh. OK.”

After she turned the light on she grabbed my hand. “Is this the hand you were just using?”

“Yes.”

She brought it up to her nose and sniffed my fingers. My pussy tingled even more. I thought of when I sniffed her panties the night before. I wondered if she had ever sniffed my panties. The thought really made me hot. She let go of my hand.

We both arranged our pillows to get comfortable. She pulled the sheet off me so she could see my body. I was wearing panties and a T-shirt. She was wearing her pajamas.

“I guess I should take these off.” She stripped off her pajamas. Seeing her naked body laying next to me gave me butterflies in my tummy. I took off my T-shirt. It was the same one I had worn for the show. I kept it on to remind me of everyone wearing their T-shirt.

I started to take off my panties but she said, “Can you leave them on? Just for a little while. I have often thought of you rubbing yourself with your hand in your panties. I want to see you do it.”

“Really? You have thought of me with my hand in my panties?”

“Yes. Many times. Almost every night for a long time.”

That gave me goose bumps. I leaned over and kissed her. We kissed just a little kiss and she pulled back.

“Can we wait on that? Can we wait to touch each other? Tonight I just want to see you finger yourself. We can talk about more later.”

“Sure.”

She rubbed her hands over her titties, making them even harder than they were. Then she brought her hands lower on her body. Her left hand stayed on her belly but her right hand slowly brushed over her pubic hair before moving down to caress her pussy lips. She spread her legs a bit to give herslef better access.

With my left hand I rubbed my pussy lips through my panties. I could feel the thin cotton get even wetter that it already was. Then I pushed my hand down into my panties. I could hear Gabby sigh as I did it. Soon we could hear the slishy-sloshy sound of our fingers moving in and out of our cunts. I couldn’t believe how sexy it sounded, how turned on I got hearing the sound of her pussy juices.

Soon we both were bucking against our hands. I think we were both trying to keep kind of quiet. The hotel walls were thin and we didn’t want everyone to know what we were doing.

We just laid there for a few minutes and I dozed off.


Morning

When I woke up Gabby was already up. She was in the bathroom. It slowly came back to me what we had done the night before. I was still just wearing my panties. Her pajamas were on the floor between the beds.

She came out of the bathroom totally naked. She didn’t even try to cover up. I couldn’t help admire her body. For the first time I really got a look at it. I couldn’t help but stare. She had very subtle tan lines on her breasts and butt.

She spun around so I could see.

“Now you have seen me naked.”

“Mmmm. Very nice.”

She pulled some panties out of her suitcase and put them on. It was so sexy watching her get dressed.

As she was putting on her bra she stopped and looked over to me. Then she put on her jeans.

“When you take those panties off can I have them?”

I guess I gave her a weird look.

“Okay. I want to smell them. I have actually sniffed your panties from your dirty clothes. It kind of turns me on. I had only ever smelled my own until we came on tour.”

I didn’t know what to say. I would love to give her my panties but I was still in a bit of shock to her confession.

“You smelled my panties?”

“Yes. Do you think that is weird? I guess I am a bit kinky.”

“I mean, well, I guess it is kinky but I did sniff a pair of your panties the other day. When I saw you in your panties at the shop the other day I really got turned on at the thought of you in your panties. When I saw them in your dirty clothes bag I took them out and looked at them. And I smelled them.”
“Glad to know I am not the only woman who does that.”

I took them off and handed them to her. She closed her eyes and brought them up to her face, and inhaled my aroma from my soiled panties. She reached down and rubbed between her legs. I sat back on the bed and wrapped the sheet around me. It was so sexy seeing her enjoy my panties like that. Then she pushed my panties down in her jeans.

I still hesitated a bit before getting out of bed. Even after what we did the night before and the fact that I had just handed her my soiled panties I was a bit shy.

“You are going to have to get up at some point. If you don’t want me to see I can close my eyes.”

“No. I don’t mind if you see me naked. I want you to.” I stood up and dropped the sheet back on the bed. I twirled around like she did. I really enjoyed the way she watched me. Then I walked into the bathroom.

When I came out of the bathroom she had already gone down to the restaurant downstairs. It wasn’t much of a restaurant but they provided a “hot” breakfast every morning. It was a do it yourself pancake machine, a tub of scrambled eggs and a tub of sausages. There were a few other breakfast foods like cereal and bread to toast.

She had already gotten some eggs and was using the pancake machine when I came downstairs. The girls from magenta were not down yet.

“Are we going to talk about last night?”

“How about we think about it today and talk about it tonight. That way we can collect our thoughts.”

“OK.”

“I did have a wonderful time. I just want to process it. I want you to think about it too.”

I did want to think about it, to decide what I did think about it. Our relationship could or would be totally different now. We had been friends for years and I didn’t want to screw it up but I did totally enjoy last night. I wanted to do it again.

Just then magenta came down to breakfast.

Lindsey looked at us. Then she looked over at Sarah. “They did it. Last night they slept together. I can tell. I told you. I knew they were going to.”

Sarah looked at us and asked, “Did you two sleep together?”

Kailee said, “You don’t have to answer. It is none of our business.”

I was quick to deny it. “No, we didn’t sleep together. Well we did sleep together but we didn’t make love. We just slept in the same bed. We didn’t touch each other.”

All three women just looked at us. I knew they knew more than that.

Gabby just stood there. She didn’t say anything. I wondered if she was embarrassed about it. Did she regret it?

“OK. We did masturbate. Together. Each of us, separately. Mutual masturbation. But that was all. Well, and one little kiss.”

I decided not to mention that Gabby had my panties in her pants. Not everything was their business.

Lindsey just said, “OK.”

Kailee smiled too. Then they all went to the breakfast bar to get their breakfast.

Nothing else was said about it all day. I guess they just figured we had to sort it out before we knew what it meant.

Gabby and I sat next to each other in the van but we dared not talk about what happened. We didn’t want to go into it in front of magenta.  I thought about putting my hand on her thigh but I was afraid. Afraid she would reject it and afraid she would accept it. Neither one was I comfortable doing in the van. I am sure they were paying attention to what we were doing and our body language if for no other reason than worry it could have an adverse effect on the show.

Of course all day I was aware of the fact that she had a pair of my used panties stashed in her jeans. I wondered if she ever took them out and sniffed them during the day. Did she rub one off?

I realized thinking about it during the day that anytime I thought about Gabby I smiled. Even though I had been refusing to acknowledge it more and more, I was falling in love with her. Truthfully, I think I have been in love with her for years. I had just been afraid to admit it.


Thinking of Her All Day Long

Truthfully I was nervous all day long. There were so many reasons. It was the last night of the tour. It was such a blast. I wondered if magenta would ever want us back. And of course, I couldn’t help but think of Gabby. I was fantasizing about her when she was in the same room.

When we were finally alone in the dressing room I brought it up.

“Do you want to talk about last night?”

“Not right now. We can talk after the show tonight. OK?”

I kind of mumbled something.

I tried to figure out from the tone of her voice what she had to say. Was she embarrassed? Did she regret it? She didn’t hardly say anything when the women from magenta asked about what happened last night. Even they seemed to notice something was wrong. They didn’t tease us or anything. If I could just get through the day. If we could just get through the show that night.

Right before we went onstage she said, “I don’t regret it. Not at all.”

Then she kissed me on the cheek and left the dressing room.

Of course I tried to figure out what it all meant. Did that mean she felt it was something we should regret? Did it mean anything that she kissed me on the cheek and not on the lips?

I tried the best I could to concentrate on the show and not on her and our relationship.

Since we had a song we were singing harmony on with magenta we had to wait until the end of the show. Kailee said we were all going onstage after the last song to do an official ending of the tour.

After they did an encore they called us out onstage. They were so cool. They actually gave us a T-shirt that said “magenta - Honorary Member.”

They made a joke about our name and said they felt like that were not sisters too. I don’t know if they were saying they were Knott sisters or that they were not sisters.

“We just want to say one thing.” Lindsey said before  they kicked everyone out. “We are taking a few months off to record some songs but we will be doing a tour of the west coast in April. If the sisters are not too famous to fit in our van we would love to have them share the stage with us again.”

The audience was so great. They cheered that and we felt like they really liked our show. We had brought some CDs to sell and they had sold out. We gave out cards with a web address where fans could go and buy digital copies of our record.


Finally the Finale

After the show we just went straight to our room. We hadn’t talked about what happened the night before but knew what I wanted to happen tonight.

We got in the elevator like nothing was going on. I wanted her to push me against the wall of the elevator and kiss me. We walked down the hall totally innocent. I did walk a little faster than normal. Once inside our room I pushed her against the wall and kissed her. I was a little afraid that she might resist. She may have changed her mind. Not that we had talked about doing anything  or even talked about it at all. I just wasn’t sure if she wanted to be kissed. She did. She kissed me back. We just pushed our bodies against each other and kissed passionately for a few minutes. Then I went down to my knees and undid her jeans. She held on to the back of my head. I pulled her jeans down and she kicked them off. She was wearing light blue cotton panties. Similar to the pink pair from the other day. She pulled her top off and threw it aside. I kissed her pussy through her underwear.

Now that I was that close I could see her pubic hair peeking out from inside her panties. I nibbled and licked her panties over her clitoris her clit. Then I pulled them off. I held them in my hand and couldn’t resist sniffing them. She just smiled down at me. Grabbing my hand she pulled me over and sat on the bed. As she pulled my pants down I pulled off my shirt. She kissed my pubic hair as I stood naked before her. We both climbed on the bed and kissed, both of us were rubbing each other’s clits and pussy lips with our hands.

She made her way down to my naked cunt and started licking my lips and clit. As she nibbled my clit she slowly worked her index finger inside me. She fucked and nibbled me to an orgasm almost immediately. I squeezed her head with my thighs as I came. Then I pulled her head up so I could kiss her. I could taste myself on her lips as I am sure she could taste herself on my lips.

I moved down so I could eat her out properly. I pushed her legs apart and slurped and kissed her center. It wasn’t long until she squeezed my head in throes of ecstasy.

Then I kissed my way back up and kissed her on the lips. We pressed our breasts against each other as we kissed. Our legs were intertwined, our thighs pressing against each other’s nub.

The next time we came almost in unison. Then we just laid back exhausted.

She started caressing my titties after a while. “You just have the cutest little titties.”

“You don’t think they are too small?”

“No. They are perfect. And your cute little nipples.” She tweaked them as she mentioned my nipples. I loved her playing with my breasts.

I pinched her nipples too. Then I bent down and kissed them. I remembered seeing them in the magenta T-shirt. Now I could touch them and even kiss them.

“Yours are perfect too.”

I climbed on top of her so I could rub our nipples together. It felt great.

We fell asleep arm in arm. Usually I wake up at least once during the night but I was so exhausted I slept through.


The Foothills of Virginia

In the morning when I woke up, I felt so at peace. I felt so calm. I had been worrying about Gabby for days. I realized that I did love her.

Then I heard some noises coming from the bathroom. She was talking. She must have been on the phone. I walked over toward the bathroom door. I could only hear some of the words she was saying. I walked over to the bathroom door.

“My love I love, I love you sweet Virginia.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. We had just made love the night before and she was telling someone else that she loved them. I didn’t know what to do. I ran back over to the bed and covered my head. I was trying not to cry. I heard Gabby come out of the bathroom and she left the room. I wondered if she would ever come back. Was she meeting Virginia?

I just laid in bed for a bit. Then I got up and got dressed. I was not going to let her take advantage of me. I would act like it didn’t matter to me either.

She was only gone a few minutes and when she came back in the room I just let her have it. She had a container of strawberrise.

“I can’t believe you can come back in here. After last night.”

“What?”

“I heard you. On the phone. You told her you loved her.” So much for acting like she didn’t matter.

“What are you talking about?”

“You were on the phone and I heard you. You said ‘I love you. I love you Virginia’ I heard you say it.” I was trying hard not to cry.

“I was talking to you.”

“You were on the phone. In the bathroom. I heard you.”

She reached out to me but I pushed her hand away. “No, no no. I was talking to you. I was writing a song about you and I didn’t want to lose the words I was thinking. I recorded the words on my phone so I wouldn’t forget them. It is for you. I wrote it for you.”

I just stared at her for a moment. I didn’t know whether to believe her or not but either way I felt like a fool.

“For me?”

“Yes. I was going to sing it to you this morning. I was going to bring you some breakfast but the only thing I saw was this bowl of strawberries. So I grabbed it. Here. Sit there. I will get my guitar.”

She handed me a bowl of strawberries and I sat down. She took out her guitar and started strumming.

“I am not sure about the chords. This is the first time I have sung it out loud.”

She started singing:

“Last night, I visited a place,

the foothills of Virginia.

A place I only knew in my dreams,

the foothills of Virginia.

Dreams I never expected to come true,

the foothills of Virginia.

Truth that set me free,

the foothills of Virginia.

Freedom visited me last night,

the foothills of Virginia.

I was never a mountain climber,

I love the foothills of Virginia.

Virginia who holds my love,

My love I love,

I love you sweet Virginia.”

She set the guitar down and just looked at me. I did start crying. It was so beautiful. I couldn’t believe it was for me. Maybe the words weren’t all that great but it was about me. It was written for me. It meant a lot. It meant that Gabby loved me too.

“But my name is not Virginia.”

“It’s your middle name isn’t it?”

“Oh, yes. I forgot about that.”

“I didn’t want it to be too obvious it was about you so I made it kind of hard to understand. It’s about how much I love your little titties.”

“There ont that little.”

She put the guitar down and pulled me over close to her. She pushed my head against her shoulder and just hugged me.

“They are perfect. You are perfect.”

I looked into her eyes. “When I heard you say that I was so scared. I thought you had someone else. I mean after last might, I just…”

“I woke up in the middle of the night and kept thinking of the song. I hoped I wouldn’t forget it so as soon as I got up I recorded it on my phone. I didn’t see any pen and paper in the room.”

“Oh, I love it so much. I love you so much.”

“I love you too.”
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