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		CHAPTER ONE

		It’s a Man’s World

		It's a Man's World

		

		It was a few years ago. Believe me I had no idea this would every happen to me. My name is Meghan, I am 45 years old now and married since I was 18.

		

		Twenty-five years of marriage taught me one thing about life, romance and happiness is that you will get what you put into it. Nothing more or nothing less. At the time I got married it was the thing to do coming out of high school. Find a man, have kids, take care of his home and the family. But the world changed during that time, a lot.

		

		The eighties were wild, disco was dead, sex was pretty much everywhere. VCR were in most homes and the female members of the marriage started to see via video sex right in their front room. Men and women, Men and two women or more, and women and women having sex. I, like most girls my age had heard a lot about it lesbians, joked about it and all, but we never actually real lesbian sex until the innovation of the decade brought it to us.

		

		My husband and I were much like others our age, we used porno to spice up our sex life, tried a lot of things we saw on video. We even had couples come over to watch the newest release from VCX! My kids would never believe it, if I told them that. But alas even the erotic performances were not enough at times to spark desire, in my husband or even me. Oh sure we had sex, and we did still watch porn, but the raging passion had passed on and we just didn't get the overwhelming effect it had given us during the eighties.

		

		During the end of the eighties I got a job, to help with bills and save for vacations. Cruising to the Bahamas was quite the rage amongst our generation. I became a sales rep with a large computer software maker. The demand was rising, and I got the training at adult ed classed, and really caught on to it quickly. I did very well as the computer age blossomed I was full time participant.

		

		Along with the job came promotions, and responsibilities and-- Travel! So since the middle of the nineties I had been leaving on Monday and coming home on Friday. Living in motels and hotels,some nice, some not so. Likewise eating in restaurants, some very nice and some not so. I became resigned to the life. Not seeing my husband except on the weekends, kids were away at school. My career was still on fire, my marriage not so much.

		

		I've never had an extra marital affair, not that I didn't think about it, I just never strayed. I consider myself a great wife, mother and an excellent consultant. Sometimes on my job I travel and my travels some times take me to remote areas of the country.

		

		Winchester, KY was such a trip, it was not a place I needed to visit very often. Not much there except for a motel, Supermarket, a gas station and restaurant/truck stop and a few odd factories.

		

		The major issue with Winchester was it was close enough to Lexington to fly into, but too far to stay in Lexington at night and drive to my clients in the morning. Traffic was a disaster in the morning so I stayed at a budget big chain hotel. Bright side, I got the keep the points. It was 7 o'clock in the evening after a long day of travel and meeting with my touchy-feely client when I finally checked into the motel and I thought I'd take advantage of my free drink coupon at the small bar they had.

		

		The bar was occupied with mostly men and very few women, except for myself, another woman who was a guest and the cute blond bartender. After a few minutes at the bar, the other woman moved to the stool next to mine and struck up a conversation and we exchanged small talk.

		

		"What's a nice girl like you doing in a place like this?" the woman joked in a friendly northern accented way. Possibly Detroit.

		

		"Work, and I don't come here often, and I know why." I said looking around the male dominated cocktail lounge.

		

		"I am too, this is my first time to this town. My name is Emily I am from Detroit." Offering her hand, I shook it and smiled. Nailed it, I thought

		

		"My name is Meghan, pleasure to met you. I'm from Birmingham. What line of work are you in?"

		

		"Motivational Speaker. The Hyundai plant manager brought me down here. And you?"

		

		"Software Consultant for Intel, you know the old saying 'Intel, it's in there.' I am working with a large retail chain, to streamline their customer service scheduling." I said seeing Emily wrinkle her nose at the statement.

		

		"I am sure you are a hit with the employees. They surely know you are here to eliminate jobs? Do you get any flack about that?" Emily tried to soften her first reaction.

		

		"No, I am sure I am not getting any Christmas cards from any of them. Comes with the job. I don't mind, been doing it for over 15 years."

		

		The thing that first struck me about Emily, was a pair of hazel eyes, she must have known the same thing because her make up highlighted this feature. Lined with sultry dark mascara and adorned with long dark lashes. These eyes were set in to a small, oval face with soft pink lips and a snub nose. The face itself was framed by thick black curls and topped onto a petite figure. I learned she was 42 years old and she kept herself very fit with yoga. She was not beautiful, but very striking.

		

		We chatted until around 10:00 or so, finished our drinks, and we said our good nights and I retired to my room.

		

	
		CHAPTER TWO

		Peanut Shells on the Floor.

		Peanut Shells on the Floor.

		

		It was the next evening that changed my life. Again I arrived back at the motel around 7pm and thought I'd stop by the bar and have a drink before going for diner. I was glad to see Emily was there when I arrived and of course I sat at her table, we ordered wine and resumed our chat from last night.

		

		"Hey Meghan, have you had dinner yet?" she asked me looking at her watch.

		

		"No, funny you should mention that, I didn't have dinner last night either. Let's see if that Logan's Roadhouse food is any good." Grabbing my purse and starting to rise.

		

		Emily followed suit and we walked to the restaurant that was adjacent to the hotel. The walk was not long and the air was beginning to cool. Early in October and the weather in Kentucky was warm in the day and cool in the evenings. Perfect weather.

		

		We walked through the sparkling clean glass and chrome door. That was a good sign. A pedestal sign greeted us with 'Please seat yourself" and did just that. The restaurant was busy, and the conversation of the patrons, clanging of the plates and utensils made it less than ideal for conversation. The saving grace to the restaurant was it did have a nice bar, so drinks were available. We cracked peanuts from a bucket, and through them on the floor. It was special feature of the the Steak House, but the shells that covered the floor the patrons enjoyed the benefit.

		

		On very rare occasions I get to eat with someone while on the road, it really helped break the monotony of the trip. We both ordered wine, I am a Pinot Noir fan, she opted for the Chardonnay, with our dinner and we got along great, we discussed our husbands, and I knew I had struck a nerve with Emily.

		

		"So you like married life Meg?" asked my new friend.

		

		"I don't have much to compare it to." I joked back at her.

		

		"I don't mean to pry, but me working on the road has been a strain on my marriage; just wondered if you had the same experience. I feel comfortable discussing this with you, because we really don't know each other and probably won't run into one another again." Julie explained somberly.

		

		I was a bit taken aback, the evening was going smoothly, and then for some reason Julie goes Debbie Downer on me. What was the problem with her?

		

		"Emily, my marriage is fine." I lied to her behind my flashing smile.

		

		"Well good." She said cautiously, "I am not trying to bring our conversation to a dramatic level. I am just not getting want I want out of life. If you are good. Let's move on, next subject. How did work go at the Super Center?" she smiled wanly.

		

		"About as you would expect, full of doubters, and 'we've always done it this way.' Kind of people." And you?

		

		"I had them eating out of my hand, they were ready to run through brick walls when I finished." She grinned at me, "just kidding, it was okay."

		

		"Well then, since we are out of wine, let's order another round and celebrate our mediocre work day."

		

		Things settled down, the melancholy that had overcome Emily had past on, and about three or four more drinks and we were chatting like lifetime friends.

		

		It was incredible just how well we got along. The more we talked and drank, Emily's smile got brighter Captivating really. I'm somewhat outgoing but Emily had a way of making me feel comfortable.

		

		I've never thought of myself as a real looker. I have to keep myself presentable, and dress for my job. My ash blond hair and nails are done regularly, and I have always been lucky that I don't need to watch my weight, good metabolism I guess. So it surprised me when two middle aged truckers, passed by our table and made a few comments about the two of us.

		

		"What are two foxes, like you doing in the shit hole town like this?" deadpanned the taller of the two.

		

		"If'n you two are looking for some action, we got sleepers in our rigs, we can pound down a couple o' Bud Lights. What d'you say" the short chubby trucker was a bit more explicit in his conversation.

		

		I said, " Guys, while that is a hard offer to turn down, we are not into guys. That's why we are her alone. Sorry."

		

		"Fuckin' lezzies, who'd a thought, in Nowhere Kentucky. Tim we got shit for luck. Let's go look through the Lions Den, at least we can look at pussy." Bill, the tall guy said philosophically.

		

		We waited for the two truckers to get in the rigs, and pull out of the lot. Just to be sure they wouldn't be waiting in the dark to grab us. After diner we walked back to the motel laughing and giggling. We discovered that the bar was closed, thinking it odd since it was only 10pm. Juli suggested that we go to her room and finish the 2 bottles of wine that she had saved from her flight to Kentucky.

		

		Since it was only 10pm, I thought it was a good idea for half an hour or so. We joked about how some guys can be such pigs and we giggled all the way to her room.

		

		Once in her room, I sat on the chair beside a small work desk and she busied herself opening the wine. Emily poured the wine, brought mine to me and we each took a sip.

		

		"Not bad for a twist off cap kinda wine, eh!"

		

		"Actually quite good. But these two--hic!-short bottles aren't--cup!--going to be much help to keep the conversation going." I hiccuped.

		

		I kicked my heels off, "They are killing me" I said as I kicked them off.

		

		Emily said "If you don't mind, I'm going to get out of these things I've been bound up in these clothes since early this morning." And she walked to the bathroom to change.

		

	
		CHAPTER THREE

		Getting into Something More Comfortable

		Getting into Something More Comfortable

		

		I didn't give it a second thought since I myself was in the same situation, and wished I'd had the chance to change. Emily had been wearing a dark blue skirt and jacket suit with a plain white blouse. She wore her skirt above the knees more on the short side, almost tight but not quite, it looked great on her.

		

		As she was changing, she continued to talk to me. We discussed diets and our weight. At one point in the conversation she stepped into hall from the bathroom to say something and I noticed that after she removed her jacket, skirt and blouse, that Emily was quite shapely for her age. The matching powder blue panties and bra revealed little if any sags. I thought she looked great, I wish I could look half as good.

		

		"What's a fox like you doing it this shit hole?" I joked.

		She turned to me from the other side of the room as she put on her bathrobe and commented, "That's funny I was just going to ask you the same question."

		

		Maybe it was the wine that we were plowing back during diner but with that comment, I felt myself go blush...we were friends I guess, but I still thought it rather odd that she would just go ahead and change like that. I don't know if she noticed or not, but up until then, I had never given

		a second thought about perhaps a woman coming on to me.

		

		Oh sure I've fantasied on many occasions that I was being eaten out by a woman while making love to my husband, no one in particular just a female. The old girl girl videos crept into my consciousness.

		

		She said "You look good in your clothes, most woman would envy you".

		

		"Yes, in my clothes I do, but without them, you might think differently." I said trying to laugh her comment off.

		

		I wasn't sure if it was my embarrassment or what, but the room started to get quite warm. I took my suit jacket off and hung it on the back of the chair by the desk. "I think the wine is giving me hot flashes. It can't be age." I laughed while crossing back to the bed.

		

		Emily walked over to me and sat at the edge of the bed staring at me. I smiled nervously at her and said "What?"

		

		She commented on how nice my perfume was..."Is it Eternity?" she asked.

		

		I said "Yes, do you like it?" she leaned over closer to get a better smell and nodded, and I noticed her bare breasts exposed within her bath robe.

		

		She must have slipped her bra off after putting on her bathrobe. Did she take her panties off also? I was flushed and she explained that she had enjoyed our dinner and that she never felt so comfortable with another person after such a short period of time.

		

		I took a sip of wine to slow things down a bit and said, "I feel the same way. Soul mates I guess."

		

		She leaned over again and gave me a hug, my heart was throbbing and I felt flushed. A sisterly type hug I surmised but then her lips touched my neck as she commented on my perfume again. Still with her arms around my shoulders Emily faced me and asked me if she could kiss me.

		

		By now I had been wondering about my feelings towards her and although I tried to say yes, I don't think any words actually came out. She gently kissed me full on the lips and I was in a daze. I stood up and embraced her as if in a trance and we kissed and held each other tightly for a few moments.

		

		By now I was beside myself. Reluctant at first but I was enjoying this forbidden encounter.

		

		Emily broke the kiss off and said " Meghan, I've wanted to find a woman that I could feel comfortable with so that I could fulfill my curiosity. As I implied earlier at dinner, my marriage is not fulfilling anymore"

		

		By now I was speechless, and torn with my conflicting emotions. One night stand, who'd ever know. Do I want this?

		

		"I've never done this before," she explained. "and if I've offended you please forgive me". The terry cloth robe fell open and she was completely nude. Nice figure, great muscle tone.

		

	
		CHAPTER FOUR

		The Slick Spot

		The Slick Spot

		

		My head was spinning and with a very dry mouth I said,"No not at all and I feel flattered" Emily placed her hand on my breast and we kissed, a deep passionate kiss and I moved my arms to her waist. Our kiss lingered and then she began to undress me, slowly at first, then I helped her. By now my blouse and skirt were on the floor, and I stood there in my panties and bra. Emily slowly removed those herself, with a very deft touch.

		

		She removed her robe and we lay on the bed totally naked side by side, trying to make contact with every part of our bodies. Her breasts were smallish with pointy nipples. I could see she was completely shaved and her sex was smooth and puffy. It looked like a really slick spot.

		

		Emily was a gentle aggressor, she moved her hand down to my now soaking wet vagina and began rubbing my clit with her fingers.

		

		"You're really wet down there, and I love your little fuzzy landing strip." and I took that as an

		invitation for me to feel hers.

		

		My fingers found her cunt still laying side by side. We both smiled and began to mutually masturbate each other. Deep wet kisses, our tongues dueled and our fingers explored. Emily was pretty skilled for a first timer, she found my hot spots as she insinuated her fingers into me. She was using just the right amount of pressure and it had an almost immediate effect on my body.

		

		I came first, and I never come that fast in my life! I was surprised at the intensity of my orgasm. Emily's cooed as I drenched her fingers with my climax. I rarely have them either!

		

		Emily came right after me, she was much more active. I rotated my body on top of hers, straddled her leg, and slid my fingers into her. I hooked them inside and found her G-spot. I worked it and moved my hand in and out. I was doing well, I could tell, by her steady moans. Her eyes were closed tightly and her opened mouth was shaped like an O as the slow moans turned into grunts, then she put a hand to her mouth and she let out a wail that I am sure would have shattered glass. "EEEEEEEEooooooooooooooaaaaaaaa!

		

		She clenched her now slick thighs around my hand and undulated while in the throes of her orgasm. Her undulations turned to involuntary twitches. All the while I sucked on her breasts feeling rather smug with myself. We were going to not get much sleep tonight, I realized. The fuck fest was just beginning.

		

	
		CHAPTER FIVE

		Bucking Bronco

		Bucking Bronco

		

		We laid in a close embrace while we caught our breath. I say that because we had just ignited the fires a few moments ago. I wanted to continue my exploration into this new love making and as our eyes met I could see in in Emily's eyes too. The preliminaries were over, and we both wanted more.

		

		As a form of answer, Emily's left knee was perfectly placed on my clit? I couldn't resist anymore and pressed my pussy against her just slightly. My clit throbbed in agreement, and since she didn't move it away I pressed myself harder against her. Her knee stayed put and I rubbed myself slowly against her, reveling in the lovely sensation against my clit. All the while I began to massage her glorious ass. Actually, I mean, grope her glorious ass. I kneaded her flesh with my thumbs, getting dangerously close to the tiny entrance between her cheeks. She kept making these little moans, which only added fuel to my fire. Since she hadn't objected, I dropped every pretense and just let myself fully grind on her knee, even going as far as to push lightly on the back of it to apply more pressure to my throbbing pussy. All the while I was slowly getting closer and closer to that tantalizing tiny tight anus, still invisibly nestled in between her lush ass cheeks.

		

		When Emily gave no resistance, I ran my thumb inside the crevice, getting a glimpse of her tight little asshole. She let out a low moan and I took that as an invitation to keep exploring. I ran my fingers lower, gently brushing over her tight puckered opening. She squirmed, rubbing herself against my hand. Suddenly, she started sitting up and looking at me. Her eyes locked with mine, she pushed me down on the bed. She crawled on top of me and straddled my hips, bending down to kiss me. I was practically delirious with pleasure. I flashed back to the girl girl videos my husband and I watched years ago, while feeling her lips against mine. She parted her lips slightly, and her tongue gently found mine. She tasted sweet and slightly like the Chardonnay. She pressed her pussy into mine, grinding in slow, small circles that hit my clit with every pass. I reached up and cupped her tits in my hands, then made my way to her nipples. I rubbed them gently and could feel them getting hard beneath my hands.

		

		"Mmm harder," Emily moaned, grinding on me harder and faster. I started to pinch her hard nipples, but then she stopped. She grinned at me and reached for a bottle of baby oil sitting on the night stand I had missed seeing earlier, "This should make it easier." I stared at her perfect body for a second, while she squirted the oil over her slick pussy and then reached behind and squirted again, I wondered why until I could feel in dripping from her ass onto my stomach. I must have stared a little too long, because she grabbed my hands and put them to her tits impatiently. I immediately started pinching her nipples again, pulling and twisting them lightly between my two fingers. She moaned loudly, eyes closed and mouth slightly open, her hair cascading down her back. She ground on my pussy harder than ever, seemingly lost in the newly slick sensation. By now the baby oil had been returned to the night stand.

		

		I moved my hands down her back, lightly scratching it until I reached her ass. I grabbed it forcefully, pulling her even harder into my pussy. I started thrusting in time with her, letting out soft moans as each thrust brought me closer to the edge. But as good as this felt, I wanted something else. I pushed her slightly away from me so I could see her face. I kissed her deeply and then pulled away. She sat up on top of me and I pushed her forward, motioning for her to move forward onto my face. I couldn't wait to have her on my face and taste her pussy on my tongue. She grinned down at me, understanding what I wanted, and went right to work, first by rubbing the oil onto her pussy and ass, to cover more of the area.

		

		Her pussy glistened with oil and her own juices. She got back on me and straddled my head, then slowly lowered herself onto me. She immediately started grinding on me slowly. I sucked on her clit gently and lapped up her sweet juices. Somehow the scent of the baby oil was an aphrodisiac. I kept my eyes open to take in the beautiful sight of her body. I started at her face, which was leaned back, eyes closed in pleasure. Her mouth was slightly open and she was breathing heavily, her slender neck taut. Her tits jiggled slightly as she moved up and down on me, the nipples hard. I reached up to grab them, unable to resist. I grabbed her nipples and twisted them hard. She moaned loudly at this and cried, "More!" I twisted even harder, pulling the nipples slightly.

		

		She ground on me even faster and it was all I could do to just let her fuck my face with her wet slick pussy. She road my face like a rodeo star. I stuck my tongue out further and kept it rigid, letting her get pleasure from me. Her pussy juices leaked out of my mouth, covering my chin. I was enveloped by the musty, sweet scent of her sex mixed with baby oil. "Oh fuck," she moaned. I could feel her getting tenser, her thrusts and bounces speeding up and becoming jerkier, the sure sign of an impending orgasm. "Fuck, yes, yes, yes, I'm going to come!" she cried. I could barely see her face, but her mouth was open, her brow knitted in pleasure. She grabbed my hair tightly, her thighs squeezing my face. I could hardly breathe but I didn't care. I had only one thing on my mind: her climax. "Oh fuck, I'm coming," she moaned, a slight smile on her face. She tensed even more and her legs started shaking around me, still clamped around my face. After about thirty seconds, her shaking lessened and fell off of me, laughing slightly. She looked at me with a smile. "Wow."

		

	
		CHAPTER SIX

		The Unexplored Territory

		The Unexplored Territory

		

		We caressed and held each other for what seemed to be an eternity.

		

		She asked, "Does your husband ever go down on you?"

		

		"Yes but not as often as I'd like him to" that said, Emily began to kiss my breasts and stomach and lick my navel.

		

		I put my hands on the back of her head, guiding her to the target. She placed her mouth on my vagina and she began to lick me there. Her hands ran up and down my thighs. I could hear the soft lapping of her tongue as she serviced me. She really surprised me when she lifted my legs to get a better angle, leaned in and licked me from the top of my butt crack, over my puckered hole and into my cunt. She did that several times leaving a warm wet path all along my crotch. I wondered if that was where the expression 'Slick Spot' comes from? I smiled to myself and then resumed to my journey of pleasure.

		I pushed my feet into the mattress for leverage. My hips began to match the rhythm of Emily's mouth. By now she had begun to insinuate her fingers into me. I think at least three. Two in my cunt and one she had slowly snaked into my ass. The fingers entered easily, the area around my cunt and ass was covered in my juices and her saliva.

		

		This was nothing like my husband ever did it! It felt like I was being eaten for the first time! My mind was reeling the pictures in my mind of my years of fantasy and now it was really happening. The emotion was over the top. I could hear myself breathing and panting, these soon evolved into grunts. In my primal lust I was a sexual animal. I was shocked, at the animal noises I was emitting. Nothing lady like about a the orgasm that was building inside me.

		

		Emily worked her way down my dripping sex, and slowly worked her tongue into my tight puckered hole. I hissed like a cobra as the sensations surprised me. She paid homage to my anus, sliding it in and out like a miniature penis. This new feeling was ramping up my passion. The was a sensation her tongue was creating taking me to a new territory for me.

		

		I am sure Emily was holding on for dear life, because my body was bucking and twisting. The animal in me just focused on my pleasure. I wrapped my legs around her head squeezing and shaking. My hands ripping at the sheets and my grunting and moaning I knew I had to look like a woman stricken with epilepsy. Then Emily replace her tongue with a finger, swiftly impaling me it was more than I could deal with.

		

		Then it exploded, it came in small waves that built to a crescendo that had me wailing and swooning. I came again and again with such intensity that I felt almost faint.

		

		I was so overwhelmed by the experience I couldn't wait to reciprocate. Emily said "You don't have to do it if you don't want to."

		

		"I wanted to" I said in a voice raspy with desire.

		

		I went right to Emily's breasts and sucked on them, the nipples rigid from my attention. I worked my way down her body, licking and kissing. I tongue fucked her belly button, and move further down. Her sex was as hairless as a 12 year old girl. Smooth and pouting, her slit just begged me to kiss it. Possess it. Emily's response was immediate. Her hand cupped the back of my head, her other hand massaging her breasts.

		

		I took a quick peek up at her, and saw she was going to be quick. Her head thrown back into the pillow eyes closed, mouth open and unable to make a sound. I sucked her swollen clit, drinking in the taste of her. The smell of pure sex filled my nostrils. I was getting turned on again. Something I would have thought impossible, given the intensity of my last orgasm.

		

		I insinuated my index finger into her dripping cunt. I slid another finger into the puckered ring of her anus. "Uhnnnnnnn!" was the response I got from her. From there on, Emily went into auto pilot. Every thrust and and groan was rhythmic. She was running a sprint, not a marathon, and she got to the finish line quickly. A very soft sigh came from her lips and she lay slack.

		

		I thought to myself, she goes quicker than my husband went he's horny. A frustrating thing about men. However as I just witnessed, a great trait in a female lover, I reasoned.

		

		Both of us were soaked in sweat, our bodies were slick and flushed from exertion. I was ready again, but knew Emily was going to need to recuperate from her last race. It was clear, this night was not going to end anytime soon. We spent that night, experimenting with each other's bodies, eating, holding, kissing and caressing each other till early dawn.

		

	
		CHAPTER SEVEN

		69 is More Than Just a Number

		69 is More Than Just a Number

		

		I awoke in Emily's bed, I could still sense the sheets were soaked, and the aroma of woman sweat and sex, and wet pussy lingered. I stroked her arm and she wakened and I could sense she was smiling. I rolled over to face her and we both smiled. She leaned into me and kissed me deeply, caressing my back and face. Our legs intertwined and our bodies were touching from head to foot. We were in an embrace like spoons. She had her arms around me, her breath coming easily.

		

		"Are you ready for another go at it?" I joked fondling her breast.

		

		"Really? Is the Pope Catholic?"

		

		We both agreed we needed a shower, after the previous night's workout.

		

		"Let's take it together." Emily suggested instead.

		

		"Great. Even better idea."

		

		In the bathroom I had a great view of my new lover, her slim and athletically toned figure, slick with soapy water, I could feel the warmth starting build inside me. I joined her in the shower, at first just letting the warm spray invigorate my body.

		

		"Could you wash my back for me?" I asked turning to give her a better view.

		

		When I turned around. Emily squirted some cold, lavender-scented liquid soap in her hands and began to run them up and down my back. Her long fingers rubbed my shoulders, loosening up my tight muscles. I shifted a little on my heels, already feeling horny and wet.

		

		"Thanks. Want me to do yours, now?"

		

		She smiled and turned. I soaped up my hands and ran them up her back and down her shoulders, then back down. I started working my thumbs at the tight muscles in along her spine. She leaned forward, bracing her hands against the shower wall. I dug my thumbs in a bit harder and to my delight and surprise her mouth opened into a long, happy-sounding moan. "Mmm, Meghan, please don't stop..."

		

		Bit by bit I moved my hands lower, slowly massaging her sore muscles. Every few seconds she would let out another happy moan, usually accompanied by a shudder.

		

		My hands got to the bottom of her back. "Lower," she moaned, and when I hesitated, "Please, keep going."

		

		I slid my hands down more and cupped her perfect ass in my hands. I squeezed it and rubbed it, then wrapped my hands around her, pressing my breasts into her back. My pussy was dripping. I wanted her again.

		

		"Emily, would you like me to fuck you?" I felt at this stage of our relationship there was no need to mince words.

		

		She laughed, and turned around in my arms, pressing her breasts against mine. I grabbed the back of her head and kissed her hard, rubbing her pert tits with my own. Her nipples were hard against me, and I leaned down to lick one gently with the tip of my tongue. She moaned again and I gently picked her nipples, rubbing them with my fingers. She leaned back on the wall, shuddering with ecstasy as the hot water beat down on her.

		

		I kissed and licked her nipples more, switching rapidly from one to the other as I rubbed and gently squeezed her tits. Still rubbing her nipples with my hands, I began to slowly kiss and lick my way down her belly to her pussy. Her legs parted for me, but I wasn't going to give her the satisfaction just yet.

		

		I licked the inside of her thigh and blew cold air over the wet part, watching goosebumps rise over her skin. I gently tickled and rubbed the insides of her thigh, occasionally getting within an inch or two of her wet pussy but never touching it. Her skin, from head to toe, was flushed and her muscles trembled. I wanted her good and sensitive.

		

		"Please, Meghan... please fuck me..." she said, between gasps and moans.

		

		I grinned up at her, "Have you ever been fuck so much before, Emily?"

		

		She shook her head. "Like I told you last night I've never... been... with a woman..."

		

		"But I really like it..." she gripped her breasts in her hands, squeezing her nipples.

		

		"Just checking – you're sure you want me to keep going? We might both miss our flights."

		

		"Yes!" She nearly screamed it, and I resumed teasing her, lightly brushing her swollen pussy lips with the very tips of my fingers. She moaned, sharply, and grit her teeth. I could smell desire on her, and I knew that she was in near agony.

		

		I slowly moved my head to press my mouth against her hot slit. My tongue slid out of my mouth and slowly caressed the whole length of her. Emily shuddered, running her hand through my hair, gripping it tightly. Her mouth was open, but not a sound came out.

		

		I stood up and kissed her, letting her taste her own juices on my lips. She squeezed my ass and then pushed me down by my shoulders, silently begging me to continue.

		

		I gently parted her pussy lips with my fingers, massaging her wetness with my thumbs. I eased the tip of my first finger inside of her, and then slid in another. I writhed my fingers inside of her, feeling every inch of her incredibly tight vagina. All the while I licked and sucked gently on her swollen clit, enjoying the taste of her.

		

		"Oh, God... yes, Ash, yes... that's good... keep doing that..." Emily moaned and twitched above me, her hands bracing against the wall of the shower so she could remain standing. Her legs were shaking as her moans rapidly turned to gasps and screams. The hot water that ran down her body onto mine smelled like her sweat and desire.

		

		I pressed my face even harder into Emily's heated cunt and began to lick her sweet clit while thrusting my fingers in and out of her. I never expected her to respond so quickly, and within seconds I was using my other hand to hold her from falling on the floor as she yelled and shook with a tremendous orgasm. She thrust against my face with every wave, leaving me completely drenched.

		

		Emily finally helped me stand up then threw the shower door open, and pulled me back into the bedroom the shower still running. Soon I was pinned under her while she straddled my hips, stroking my breasts as she kissed my neck and nibbled my earlobes. I inhaled deeply through my nose and arched my back against the bed, pressing my torso into hers.

		

		Emily left a trail of kisses down my collarbone as she moved to focus all of her attention on my left breast. She spiraled her tongue in tighter and tighter circles, only reaching my sensitized nipple after a few drawn-out and agonizing minutes. She grazed her teeth over it, making me shiver, and then teased it with her tongue. I moaned as she pressed in deeper, sucking on my nipple. For a girl who'd never done anything like this with a woman before, she was sure working me over well.

		

		After a few minutes of playing with my left breast she switched to my right, and repeated the entire tantalizing routine: spiral, teeth, lick and suck. I was already clenching the sheets and groaning at her every touch and stroke.

		

		"Oh, God, Emily... you're amazing..."

		

		She didn't say anything in response. She only moved one hand down to softly stroke my pussy. A tingling feeling rushed through my entire body. She could already feel my wetness. Her fingers found their way up my leg and began to tease at me, tickling along the edges of my lips. My body hummed in pleasure as she slid off me. She rolled me over and put her arms around my waist. She pulled me to my knees with my butt up in the air. She remembered my reaction from last night and began to minister to my brown puckered hole. She licked her finger and gently slid inside, my sphincter tight around her finger. In and out she moved her finger.

		

		She replaced her finger with her tongue. I drew in a deep breath, hissed like a serpent in desire, the sensation driving me crazy. I had never had that done before. It was a excitingly dirty thing, I would let her do this all day. But Emily was nowhere near finished. She was was just revving my engine.

		

		It became obvious to me, we both had learned a few tricks in our time together. She knelt between my spread legs, using her pinkie finger to trace around my thighs and just barely brush my outer lips. I writhed under her touch, trying to press my hips into her hands. Finally she eased my desire, slipping a single finger between my lips. She slid it up and down my slit, coming close to, but not touching, my swollen clit.

		

		This slow torture seemed to last forever before she finally began to softly rub my aching pearl. She pressed her finger into me, and I gave a long, desperate moan, my head rolling back and my legs spasming wildly. She rubbed my clit between the two fingers of one hand while tickling my insides gently with a finger from the other. I was going wild. Holy crap, this was amazing. Her finger curled inside of me in a way that made my toes curl and my back arch even more against the mattress. My entire body felt as though it were on fire. I grabbed and rubbed at my breasts, roughly twisting and pinching my nipples. The desire I had for this woman to bring me to orgasm was immense. After what seemed both like hours and seconds of pleasing me she slowly lowered her delicate mouth to my center. She did it slowly and deliberately, and my heart began to pound harder in my chest before she'd even begun eating me out.

		

		After an eternity her mouth finally reached me. What Emily lacked in experience she made up in enthusiasm. Her tongue and mouth caressed and tasted every inch of me, her lips covering me in kisses that made me shiver while her tongue probed every orifice. She lavished herself on me. An immense orgasm began to well up inside of me, preparing to rip itself from my body.

		

		"Meg please sit on my face!" Emily asked breathlessly."Don't forget the baby oil, it makes things much more comfortable."

		

		I stretched out and got the bottle as quickly as I could. Following her actions from earlier, I ministered to my pussy and ass crack. It felt very sensuous as I dripped the oil across my intimate areas. Emily has positioned herself on the bed close to the head of the bed. She was setting the stage for my sweet ride, so to speak.

		

		I mounted her torso, and slid forward toward her head. Sitting on her chest. My pussy was a few inches away. She stuck out her tongue to reach for it as she smiled at me. I sat and moved my pussy at her as her tongue lapped lapped my pussy.I continued to grind more and more as I humped at her face. Her tongue reached into my pussy as she ate me out.

		Her hands and arms were trapped underneath my legs. My pussy was almost resting on

		her chin as I went back and forth again and again. "Are you enjoying this, Emily?"

		

		"Yes I am, I want more!"

		

		I then moved up on her, as I sat square on her cute face. Her

		nose was in between my ass crack as I was smothering her with my well oiled ass. I closed my knees

		up and covered her face completely under my firm ass. She moaned as I covered her face. Then I

		reached my hand back further and grabbed her tits, slapping on them. Then reached forward and

		went to the night stand again and pulled the baby oil bottle to me, reached back again and lubed her tits

		with the oil. Emily said it felt so good. Again I slapped her tits with my hand as they wiggled and stood

		erect and red. Reaching back with my hand even further, caressing and tickling her stomach.

		

		Moving my hand around in circles,tickling her flat stomach with my fingers. Then moving my hand down even

		more, cupping her bald pussy and slapping it with my hand numerous times. I rubbed her slick pussy

		pie again and again as she moaned louder. She began to get so wet she begged me for more.

		

		"I want more,please slap my pussy again!"

		

		Crack. Crack. I gave her pussy another slap before I changed my position. Then I up and turned around into a 69 position. My pussy was right over her cute face. She immediately went to work on my pussy, darting her tongue into it. Moving it up and down again and again.

		

		My face went in to her pussy as I ate her out and put my tongue into her like

		never before. She pulled me down on her as she moved her hands up and down my slick ass cheeks. She

		smacked my ass as she moved her hands up and down. As I was pleasuring her pussy, I inserted

		my finger in, pumping her with my finger as it went in and out again and again. The palm of my hand

		was hitting her pie as I went at it. As I was eating her out, she penetrated my lips with her finger,

		worming it in and out of me as I was humping her face. When she finally reached my g-spot we

		Rocketed each other to a great shattering orgasm.

		

		After that we laid on the sweat drenched bed for some time; holding each other and making out. She had submitted to me and found out that she liked it.

		

		"I really enjoyed my time with you, Meghan."

		

		"I really enjoyed this amazing time with you too, Emily"

		

		After a few minutes I paused, and slid up to kiss her deeply. The taste of myself on her lips just made me crazy with desperation for her to return to pleasing me. I whimpered a little, and she quickly returned to my pussy, clearly pleased with having such effect on me. What a tease. And in the short time we rested it was obviously Emily was far from finished.

		

		This time Emily slid a two fingers inside of me, once again curling and wiggling them inside of me while she licked and sucked my clit. "Em, w-whatever you do, don't stop...!" I gasped.

		

		I guess I wanted it again as much as she did. Moans of pleasure escaped my lips. My muscles were trembling and my body ached from want. she swirled her tongue around my clit and I thought I might faint from the wave of ecstasy that rolled through my body.

		

		I soon realized that over the sound of my own moans was the sound of her moaning in pleasure along with me. The naughty girl had slid one hand down her own body and was masturbating to my pleasure, to the sensation of pleasuring me. My excitement was already mounting. Her hips were bucking against her hand just as mine were bucking against her face.

		

		She pulled away for a second before plunging into me once again. I gasped with surprise as her tongue entered my vagina. She stayed inside me, tasting me, for only a minute before pulling out again and this time inserting three fingers into me, flexing them slightly, stretching me. I cried out sharply, on the brink of orgasm, and Emily responded with her own muffled cry. She was close as well, both of us teetering on the edge of a vast ecstatic drop. Her mouth pursed around my clit and her moans vibrated all of the way through me, tingling from my toes to my scalp. She gently sucked on my swollen clit, once, and that was enough. My thighs pressed hard against the bed, my back arched, digging my head into the mattress. My stomach flexed and my mouth opened and closed several times before a loud, piercing cry escaped my lips, a wordless shriek of pleasure.

		

		The orgasm tore through me like wildfire, and between my legs Emily was trembling and crying from her own orgasm. The sensation was so sexy that it only increased my pleasure, and the two of us yelled and groaned in tandem for an extraordinarily long time. Every time I felt that I was done she would moan into me or nuzzle or lick me in a way that sent me careening off into another spiraling wave of orgasm. It was a long time before we were both done, and we lay breathing heavily on my bed.

		

		"Did you enjoy yourself as much as I did?" she asked when we could finally speak.

		

		I could not speak, but smiled broadly and stretched like a cat.

		

	
		CHAPTER EIGHT

		All Good Things Must End

		All Good Things Must End

		

		We lost track of time during our lovemaking. It was a bittersweet moment, we knew this would be the last time for us together. We took advantage of the time we had left. When our lovemaking was over, we were silent. Not wanting to break the spell of the moment. But all good things must come to an end.

		

		"What time is it now Meghan?"

		

		I looked at the night stand alarm and saw it was 10:30 and told her. "We need to get up. What time is your flight?"

		

		"12:25"

		

		"Mine is at 1:00, but at least we don't need a shower." I reluctantly said and got up and gathered my cloths. They were strewn all over the room except for my jacket that I had the presence of mind to hang up.

		

		I left Emily in her room and returned to mine to finish packing. She must have finished getting ready first, because her car was gone when I came down to check out. I felt sorry about that, I had hoped to get one last kiss before we left. It was not meant to be however.

		

		***

		

		It was fortunate that day was a travel day for both of us. We would sleep on the plane. We have phoned each other several times since then but we have never gotten together. I haven't pursued other woman, I'm afraid of the rejection I guess but it has spruced up my sex life with my husband. I have taught him things he thought only happened in Porn Videos. I still think of Emily when we make love.

		

		Of course my husband doesn't know anything about this.

		

		The End
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