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Smitten.

That was the word, and the
word scared Donna. It didn't make any sense. Sure, she was trying
to be adventurous, but Jesus! How much more adventurous could she
get? She already blew Thomas on the airplane, and then on their
first day she jerked him off in the shower and then had sex on the
beach in the rain out in public where anyone could have seen them!
So why now was her body telling her there was something here? Why
were her nipples hardening as she looked? Why was she feeling a
sudden sense of attraction? She'd never been attracted to a woman
before, at least not seriously. Sure, she had had those college
fantasies, and there were times when she thought she was going to
experiment with her roommate. There were times at parties where
she’d kissed another girl, but why this…this smitten?

She looked at the woman
across the patio. It was strange. The woman was not at all the kind
of girl you'd imagine was a lesbian seductress. Oh sure, if she
walked in the room she'd turn heads, and of course if Thomas stared
at the woman, Donna would feel jealous as hell. It wasn’t that the
woman seemed interested in Donna that made her want her.
Jesus. I do. I want her. The though made Donna reel. There was something prim and
proper about the woman, the way she sat with her face slightly
shaded by the sun hat she wore, the way she sipped softly at the
tropical drink on the table, occasionally leaning forward putting
her lips across and over the straw. The sight was alluring. The
sight was more than alluring, and Donna wondered what those lips
would look like not encircling the straw but sucking on a
nipple.

But still, the woman looked proper,
really, and not like some kind of a temptress. It was strange
because the properness was impacting Donna, making her desire the
woman far more than might have if the woman looked like a
temptress. She probably wouldn’t have wanted her at all, really.
The woman wasn't young, not particularly. She looked to be in her
mid-thirties, so she wasn't staring at pure youth but really at the
properness and the primness. The way she behaved was all so
elegant. Even though she wasn’t some college girl, she was lovely.
She had long, dark hair cascading down over her shoulders; and she
had dark almost olive skin with a Mediterranean look to it. She was
beautiful.

Prim and proper didn’t mean she wasn't
dressed sexily. She was. She just wasn't dressed sluttily. In fact,
her outfit was beautiful. It was white. She wore a white blouse
with a plunging neckline. Donna could see her cleavage, it was
beautiful. The blouse was form fitting but not too revealing, and
it ended about an inch below the woman’s white pants. All in all,
it was a pretty typical thing to wear on a patio in Aruba. The
woman was nothing short of perfection, and it wasn't the kind of
artificial perfection that Donna saw so much of in Aruba; the
college girls on spring break or some other kind of trip parading
around in their tiny thong bikinis, showing off their tiny little
asses and perfectly toned bodies but looking like nothing more than
airheaded sluts.

Not this woman. She was
sexy but not slutty. She also was tastefully flaunting what she
had, but in a way that didn't seem flaunting at all. She
had a perfect body.
Donna could only see it in profile or straight on, but her body was
like an hourglass. Toned and beautiful, her breasts were ample, but
not so large they seemed unnatural, her skin was flawless and dark
and lovely. Donna found herself wishing the woman would stand up
and turn around so she could get a good look at her ass. Then, she
felt herself blush red at the thought. Jesus, what am I turning into?

She had to fight back a giggle as she
remembered all of her fears from the day before, her fears that her
husband would take her new found interest in sexuality to mean it
was all their marriage was about. It was her, though. Donna was the
one with sex constantly in her head. Here she was, the one thinking
up wild things like being with a woman for the first
time.

The thought intrigued her. Now that
she actually considered it in plain terms she realized sex with the
woman was exactly what she was fantasizing about. She wasn't just
looking at a beautiful woman and appreciating her beauty. She was
actively and absolutely fantasizing about being with her—naked on a
bed and touching, kissing, and licking. It was beautiful and
terrifying at the same time. She wondered if she slept with a woman
if it would be cheating on Thomas. Would it be a betrayal? Would
she have to sleep with a man for it to be cheating? Right now,
Thomas was back at the cabin catching up on some reading. They'd
had a hell of a full time since their trip to Aruba started. She
understood how much he needed the relaxation. She needed it too but
she didn't want to get it from reading. She wanted to get it by
soaking in the sun, sitting on the patio, drinking a tropical
drink, and evidently by watching beautiful women and
fantasizing.

The woman looked up and their eyes met
briefly. Quickly, Donna looked away, hoping desperately the woman
though it was only a passing glance. She reached for her drink and
began to sip it. Fruity and overly sweet, it chilled her as it
flowed down her throat. The image of being with that woman,
though…it stuck. Even as she looked away from the woman, even as
she looked at her drink and the condensation on the glass; it
stuck. The thought of that woman was so strong she was trembling.
She nearly dropped the glass when she felt a tap on her shoulder.
She recovered and found herself looking up at the woman smiling at
her. “Hi.”

“Um, hi,” Donna said.

“Can I join you?”

“Um, sure.”

The woman sat and Donna felt terribly
nervous. Clearly the woman had seen her smiling at her, seen her
staring. What did she think of some woman staring at her? Some
American woman? That made Donna pause. The woman's accent was
clearly American as well. “How long have you been in Aruba?” The
woman asked.

“It's only my second day.”

“Do you like it here?”

“Um…Yeah.”

“Me too. Too many kids, though,
walking around, partying a little too loudly. I like the relaxation
and the beauty more than anything.”

“Um, me too,” Donna said
and then resolved to erase um
from her vocabulary. She realized she didn't even
know the woman's name, so she extended her hand, “I'm Donna.” The
woman smiled “Pleased to meet you, Donna, I'm Arwynn.” That was a
beautiful name, she wondered if that made her Irish, but she didn't
look Irish at all.

Arwynn smiled. “My mother’s Irish and
my father moved to the U.S. from Nicaragua.” She smiled. “You've
been watching me all morning. Do I remind you of
somebody?”

Donna shook her head frantically
trying to come up with something to say, “No, I-I—” then the
woman’s hand was on hers. The touch was electric, it wasn't hot, it
wasn't cool; it was just there. The very feel of it sent shivers
down her spine.

“I've been looking at you, too,”
Arwynn said. “I've been wondering what it would be like to take you
back to my room, or to your room, and enjoy some time with you.”
The thought was so bizarre and overwhelming that Donna felt a blush
creep over her. Had she been that obvious? Had it been that clear
what her fantasy was? More importantly, she felt terrible
indecision. She desperately wanted to know what that was like. She
realized that the desire was strong and overwhelming but the idea
that she could do it was terrifying. She certainly didn't want to
do it without knowing if it would be a betrayal of Thomas, but the
temptation was so strong she thought for a moment she might do it
anyway.

“Um, I—that is, my husband,
he—”

Arwynn raised an eyebrow. “Your
husband?” Donna felt shame wash over her. She nodded, her eyes
downcast.

“Yes, he's back at the
cabin.”

She felt those fingers again, this
time on her chin and lifting her face up so she could see her.
“Well then, I guess it will have to be at your cabin where he can
join in.”

A strange feeling of terror and
elation filled Donna at the thought. That was exactly what she
wanted! It would eliminate any trace of betrayal, any thought that
she was doing something wrong. And it would fill a fantasy she had,
and while they were at it, the threesome fantasy Thomas had
harbored forever.

Donna smiled at Arwynn, “I'd like
that.” The words were barely audibly but Arwynn heard them. She
leaned forward and brushed her lips against Donna's cheek, then
lifted them to her ear and whispered softly, “Well then, let's go
to your cabin.”

Donna thought she'd fall down if she
stood up, but she managed to make it to her feet. Backing away from
the patio and then away from the resort bar, she turned gradually,
trying to make her way back to her cabin. She felt wobbly and
nervous, but when she felt Arwynn’s hand on hers, lacing their
fingers together; somehow it steadied her as she began to walk to
the cabin. The walk was still nerve wracking, and she was filled
with wondering—wondering what Thomas's reaction would be, wondering
how he would look, and what he would think when they showed up or
if he'd know what was going to happen right away. They reached the
little cabana, and as she stood in front of the door, she turned
back and looked at Arwynn. Arwynn smiled at her, calm and serene.
Even though she knew what they were doing, the woman was calm,
walking as if they were heading to her cabin to have tea or to
discuss the latest company news.

It was strange and even more alluring
that Arwynn seemed completely at ease. Donna looked back at her and
noticed how tall the woman was. She wasn't freakishly tall but she
stood a good four or five inches taller than Donna, with long legs
and long arms. Donna felt like a schoolgirl in the midst of a
devastating crush and determined to regain control. She could feel
her nipples getting hard again, and her heart was beating quickly,
but she reached up and pulled Arwynn down to her kissing her hard.
She felt silly as she did it and even worried she was about to be
rebuffed, but Arwynn's hand came up to cradle her head. She felt
her lips parting to receive her tongue. To deal with the
nervousness, Donna began counting in her mind. It was long. They
explored each other’s mouths for twenty-six seconds, in a long and
passionate kiss before finally Arwynn pulled away, smiled, and said
softly, “Unless you think we she do everything on the porch, we
should go inside.” Donna nodded. She would have felt foolish if a
man had said it, and although she was nervous she didn't feel
foolish at all.

 

She turned around, opened the door,
and stepped inside, Arwynn inches behind her. Thomas was asleep on
the bed, his book still open over his chest, wearing nothing but
his boxer shorts. She stepped up to wake him but Arwynn leaned in
and whispered softly, “He'll wake up soon enough, and he’ll know
exactly what to do.”

It felt so deliciously dirty, the idea
of touching this woman and kissing her—doing it right next to her
sleeping husband. Strangely, terror rose up in her and the
nervousness almost threatened to end everything right then.
Arwynn's hand came up and gently stroked her cheek, and the sudden
fear melted away when she leaned forward and kissed her again, this
time harder and more urgently than she had on the porch. Donna
realized as she did that it was a different kiss, not just
different from the porch but different than she’d had with a man,
with Thomas. It was somehow tender even though it was a hard kiss,
a passionate kiss filled with the promise of sex. It wasn't
exploratory but somehow a precursor, as though her tongue and her
lips and Arwynn's lips made it very clear what was going to happen
next.

She kissed back, her hands wrapped
around Arwynn's shoulders and the woman’s hand on the small of her
back, and then she felt them at the waistband of her shorts. She
drew a breath sharply right against Arwynn's lips, and she felt
Arwynn giggle softly. As Arwynn's face moved down and over to kiss
at her shoulders and her neck, she felt her shorts falling down to
her knees. She wriggled her legs until they were down to her
ankles. She stepped out of them and kicked out of her sandals even
as Arwynn still held her, her hands now gripping Donna's
ass.

When she felt Arwynn's fingers move
upward and under the hem of her panties she shuddered and trembled.
Because she didn't know what to do with her mouth, she nibbled at
Arwynn's neck as the woman squeezed her ass and rubbed her fingers
over it. Finally her panties joined her shorts on the floor. That
was when Arwynn's hands came up, pushing her away from the kiss and
pulling her halter top over her body. Donna hadn't warn a bra and
when her breasts came free, Arwynn immediately put her mouth on one
nipple just as she’d seen her put her lips around the straw. Donna
couldn't help but moan, and she looked back at her husband. Thomas
was still asleep. She found herself staring at Thomas as Donna's
lips and tongue sent shock waves of pleasure through her body as if
her nipple replaced all the sex organs in her body and all
concentration of desire were right there. Arwynn's hands moved up
and over her body as she moved playfully from one breast to the
other. She bit at one softly and backed away smiling, taking her
hat off and let it fall to the ground.

Then she reached down to the bottom of
her shirt and lifted it up and off of her body so her breasts were
free. Donna gasped. Her body was flawless. No tan lines at all.
Toned. Her waist was small, and her jeans clung to her like a
second skin, a white denim skin—just that. Had there not been such
a startling contrast between her jeans and her skin color she could
have been naked.

Arwynn continued to smile
as her hands reached down to unbutton first the top button then the
next, and then she was gently pushing her jeans downward until they
were at her ankles. She stepped out of them and was wearing nothing
but a tiny pair of white cotton panties. White cotton. Again, Donna was
filled with the striking sense of propriety. She was about to have
sex with a woman and still the woman displayed an elegant, almost
prim and proper persona. She was beautiful. Donna stepped forward,
eager to begin exploring, but Arwynn stopped her. She turned around
and Donna got a first look at her ass. It was beautiful. It was
somehow firm and soft at the same time, and as Arwynn put her
thumbs at the waistband of her panties and wiggled out of them
slowly and seductively, wriggling them downwards to reveal her ass
free of any fabric, Donna was more aroused than she had ever
been.

The woman's rear was just
perfect. It was heart shaped, or maybe it was what people
called apple cheeked, so smooth and beautiful. Finally, she couldn't help
herself. Just as the panties reached Arwynn's knees and she was
bent slightly, pushing them down; Donna moved forward and ran her
hands over the woman’s ass, squeezing and delighting in the sight
of it. Arwynn finished pushing them down to her ankles and stood.
Reluctantly Donna let go of her ass. When she turned around, Donna
drew in her breath. Arwynn wasn't shaved like so many women did
these days, but she had a perfectly groomed triangle of hair about
an inch above her clit.

Her clit was beautiful. The skin
around it had that beautiful dark olive color, but her clit was
pink, as was her lovely slit; and it was so alluring because Donna
had never seen a vagina up close to her other than her own.
Suddenly, there was nothing more that she wanted than to explore
it. She reached for it, but Arwynn took her hand, and stopped her.
The taller woman led Donna to the bed and got on top of her. The
feel of her weight above her was incredible. She was lighter than
Thomas, and the feel was exhilarating rather than comforting. She
felt her heart beating faster as Arwynn she got down lower and
kissed between her breasts and then her navel, Donna felt her
heartbeat growing even faster as the woman moved lower.

She pushed herself against Arwynn just
as the woman reached her pussy. The slow and maddening pace of her
decent was horrible. She wanted her desperately. But the moment
Arwynn was in front of her pussy, the woman moved quickly, pushing
her face down into it, and when her upper lip brushed against
Donna's clit Donna cried out, “Oh my God!” And then the woman's
tongue was inside of her. Donna writhed on the bed, reached down
with her hands and found the woman's hair. Holding it tightly, she
looked down and saw that Arwynn was staring up at her, her eyes
bright and wide as her tongue worked wonders pushing in and out of
her like some kind of little cock. The sight was so damned erotic
too, because Arwynn was on her knees on the bed so that her ass was
up in the air and beautiful. Donna cried out again, “Oh, God! It's
so incredible!”

And that's when she felt movement next
to her on the bed. She turned her head and saw Thomas who stared at
her wide eyed. She stared back. There was no way to keep the desire
off her face. At the same time, she felt a sudden panic. What if
Thomas didn't want this? What if his fantasy was just fantasy? What
if he'd be angry? Thomas appeared stunned. He said nothing but
looked down at the woman with her mouth between his wife's legs,
then at wife, then at the woman again. Donna tried to speak,
“Uh…um...um…”

Finally Arwynn lifted her mouth from
Donna's pussy and looked right at him. “Well? Are you going to join
in, or is your wife the only one that's going to have any fun?”
That's all it took, and Thomas sprang into action. At least his
cock did. It was almost funny as the bulge in his pants grew from
nothing to gigantic almost instantly.

Arwynn looked up at him. Donna looked
at him. He didn't move; he just stared. Arwynn said, “I guess it's
up to us.” She moved from between Donna’s legs and then yanking her
husband's shorts down. Donna thought it was the strangest thing in
the world to watch another woman touch her husband but somehow it
didn't anger her. She didn't feel jealousy that she might have
expected, but she felt a sort of excitement I've never felt before.
It was a shock, though, when the woman leaned forward, opened her
perfect lips, and took her husband’s cock in her mouth. She only
saw it for a brief moment as the lips descended over the head, and
then Arwynn's beautiful long dark hair fell down over them and
obscured it from view.

Donna rolled over, got on her own
knees, and leaned down close to Arwynn. She reached and moved the
hair out of the way to get a better look, and there it was,
Arwynn’s mouth descending deeper and deeper, and then lifting up.
She watched as she opened her mouth at the tip and flicked her
tongue. Thomas was groaning, and Donna watched as he reached a hand
down to touch her head. Finally, she felt a twinge of jealousy at
that. Evidently, a woman touching Thomas was okay, but her husband
touching another woman was sensitive. When Thomas reached a hand to
stroke her hair as well, though, the feeling went away entirely.
She leaned forward and put her lips on his shaft below Arwynn.
Together the two women moved up and down until Arwynn pulled her
mouth off and with her hand guided Thomas's cock to his wife's
mouth.

Donna opened, pulled it
in, and Arwynn moved down to his balls. For Donna, it was
incredible to watch. She felt his familiar reactions, the slide of
his shaft in her lips, the feel of him on her tongue. At the same
time, she could see in close up the other woman flicking her tongue
around his balls and licking softly. Thomas groaned uncontrollably,
and she enjoyed it. Loved it even, the sight of that woman lips and
her tongue flicking over her husband’s balls--licking them,
worshipping them just the way she’d licked her clit.
God! She realized she
wanted Arwynn back. She wanted her mouth on her, so she pulled away
and pulled Arwynn away as well.

Grabbing onto her hair a little more
forcefully than she intended as she lay back on the bed, she spread
her legs and guided the woman's mouth to her. Arwynn didn't have
any trouble with the assertiveness but plunged her tongue inside of
her again. Donna turned, her breath turning short and shallow.
“God! Fuck her Thomas! Fuck her!” She couldn't believe the words
that came out of her mouth. Was it only a week ago she found it
hard to say that word, well to say it during sex?

Thomas seemed to have
gotten his bearings because he didn't hesitate this time, but
walked behind her. The sight of her man’s familiar body towering
behind the woman was amazing. The sight of her ass in the air and
Thomas positioned to slide into her…Arwynn stared up at her, her
tongue buried deep in Donna. Donna watched her eyes open wider as
her husband gripped the woman’s waist and entered her, and she felt
the undeniable pressure of his thrust against her own pussy as
Arwynn pushed forward, her mouth mashing against her.
Oh my God, oh my God! It
was happening. Her husband was fucking a woman right in front of
her. That wasn’t it! The force of his thrusts was pushing the
woman's face up against her pussy. It was overwhelming and
incredible.

For her part, Arwynn was going at it,
moving her tongue inside of Donna. Up and down, back and forth, in
circles—she brought sensations Donna had never felt, moaning as she
did with the force of all of Thomas’s thrusts. Occasionally, Arwynn
would lift her head up to moan or squeal a little bit. The whole
bed was shaking.

It was incredible. Donna's eyes would
stay fixed on Arwynn's face, and then she'd look up and see her
husband moving. His hands were on her waist, holding tightly. His
hips were moving quickly and Donna suddenly realized he was fucking
this girl furiously. Arwynn tried her best to focus between Donna's
legs, stopping only when the force Thomas behind her was so
powerful she had to lift her face away to groan or to squeal or
even to cry out.

Thomas thrust forward hard and it
slammed Arwynn's face in Donna's pussy. Arwynn yelped, and the yelp
sent Donna over the edge. She cried out, “Oh fuck! I'm cumming! Oh
god! Oh god!” and again was struck at how she’d turned into some
kind of a cursing slut. She backed away from the other two, her
pussy instantly too sensitive. She watched the two of them for a
moment until she realized her first experience with a girl, her
first lesbian experience was nearly at an end and she hadn't yet
done what Arwynn had done to her. So, she crawled back over and
wriggled underneath the woman until she was looking straight up at
Thomas’s cock pushing in and out of Arwynn's pussy. Arwynn was
crying out now, “Oh God! Oh yes! Oh God yes!”

Donna lifted her hands, held onto
Brigit’s waist, and because she couldn't get her tongue into Arwynn
with Thomas’s cock in the way, she began licking furiously at her
clit. At the same time, Arwynn reached down and squeezed at Donna's
thighs, moaning and crying out, but still managing to bring her
hand to Donna’s pussy. Donna felt two fingers inside of her and it
was staggering. She was still sensitive, but her body allowed the
intrusion and Arwynn seemed to be timing the thrusts so her fingers
matched Thomas's pace. When Arwynn cried out, “Oh, Jesus! I'm
cumming!” it felt incredible to watch as the woman's body arched in
front of her. Her fingers stopped, deep within Donna's pussy, and
Thomas kept fucking and fucking hard. Donna pulled away from the
girl’s clit, moaning and crying out as her own orgasm flared up
again.

Simultaneously, Thomas said, “I'm
gonna cum! Oh, I'm gonna cum!”

Panic filled Donna for a moment as she
realized he wasn't wearing a condom. She cried out, “Not inside of
her!!” and because she was afraid she’d ruined the moment, she
added, “I..I need to taste you when you cum.”

Thomas pulled out, and she watched his
hand stroking. Suddenly, his cock was right at her lips. Donna
opened her mouth and pushed out her tongue. She felt the first
drops of semen splashing onto her tongue and then into her mouth.
As Thomas pushed his cock past her lips, she felt Arwynn shifting
her weight. Then Arwynn was on top of her again, licking and
kissing her mouth where Thomas’s cock was entering.

Thomas pulled his cock out, still not
finished with his orgasm, and then Arwynn was sucking on him. Donna
watched it up close, amazed at the sight, knowing he was still
cumming and some of it was going into the woman’s mouth. She
wondered if the woman would swallow her husband’s cum just as she
had. She lifted her lips to suck at his balls, and finally the
sensitivity got to be too much for him. He pulled away. Arwynn
collapsed on top of her, kissing her. It was the strangest thing to
taste her man in another woman’s mouth. They held each other for a
while, relaxing and allowing their bodies to return to normal.
Gradually they calmed until finally everyone’s breathing was
normal. Arwynn lifted herself up and sat. She looked over at
Thomas. When Arwynn extended her hand and said, “Hi I'm Arwynn.
Nice to meet you,” they all giggled.

Arwynn stood and took Donna by the
hand. Donna didn't understand what was happening until Arwynn
headed to the shower. She turned back to Thomas halfway there.
“We're going to clean up. You should probably join us pretty
soon.”

As the door closed behind her and she
watched Arwynn step into the shower, Donna caught sight of herself
in the mirror. She was a mess with hair tangled, skin still
flushed, and lips puffy. God, I look like a whore on two-fer
Tuesdays. She stared at herself and realized with an interesting
and bittersweet relief that though the time in Aruba had opened her
up, she’d be home soon with Thomas and life would become normal
again. Still, there was a little time left.

When the shower opened and Arwynn
poked her head out to ask, “You coming in?” Donna nodded. She was
coming in. She was.
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		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



